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BRA.DECRY  AGNEW,  &  CO.,  PRINTERS,  WHITE  FRIARS, 


TO  COUNT  ALFRED  D’ORSAY. 


- ♦ - 

Mt  dear  Count  d’Orsat, 

When  the  parentage  of  G-odolphin  was  still  un¬ 
confessed  and  unknown,  you  were  pleased  to  encourage  his 
first  struggles  with  the  world :  Now,  will  you  permit  the 
father  he  has  just  discovered  to  re-introduce  him  to  your 
notice  ?  I  am  sorry  to  say,  however,  that  my  unfilial  off¬ 
spring,  having  been  so  long  disowned,  is  not  sufficiently 
grateful  for  being  acknowledged  at  last :  he  says  that  he 
belongs  to  a  very  numerous  family,  and,  wishing  to  be 
distinguished  from  his  brothers,  desires  not  only  to  reclaim 
your  acquaintance,  but  to  borrow  your  name.  Nothing 
less  will  content  his  ambition  than  the  most  public  oppor¬ 
tunity  in  his  power  of  parading  his  obligations  to  the  most 
accomplished  gentleman  of  our  time.  Will  you,  then,  allow 
him  to  make  his  new  appearance  in  the  world  under  your 
wing,  and  thus  suffer  the  son  as  well  as  the  father  to  attest 
the  kindness  of  your  heart  and  to  boast  the  honour  of  your 
friendship  ? 

Believe  me, 

My  dear  Count  d’Orsay, 

With  the  sincerest  regard, 

Yours,  very  faithfully  and  truly, 

E.  B.  L. 
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PREFACE  TO  GODOLPHIN. 


In  tlio  Prefaces  to  this  edition  of  my  works,  I  have 
■occasionally  so  far  availed  myself  of  that  privilege  of  self- 
criticism  which  the  French  comic  writer,  Mons.  Picord, 
maintains  or  exemplifies  in  the  collection  of  his  plays, — as, 
if  not  actually  to  sit  in  judgment  on  my  own  performances, 
still  to  insinuate  some  excuse  for  their  faults  by  extenua¬ 
tory  depositions  as  to  their  character  and  intentions.  In¬ 
deed  a  writer  looking  back  to  the  past,  is  unconsciously 
inclined  to  think  that  he  may  separate  himself  from  those 
children  of  his  brain  which  have  long  gone  forth  to  the 
world  ;  and  though  he  may  not  expatiate  on  the  merits  his 
paternal  affection  would  ascribe  to  them,  that  he  may 
speak  at  least  of  the  mode  in  which  they  were  trained  and 
reared — of  the  hopes  he  cherished,  or  the  objects  he  enter¬ 
tained,  when  he  finally  dismissed  them  to  the  opinions  of 
others  and  the  ordeal  of  Fate  or  Time. 

For  my  part,  I  own  that  even  when  I  have  thought  but 
little  of  the  value  of  a  work,  I  have  always  felt  an  interest 
in  the  author’s  account  of  its  origin  and  formation,  and, 
willing  to  suppose  that  what  thus  affords  a'  gratification 
to  my  own  curiosity,  may  not  be  wholly  unattractive  to 
others,  I  shall  thus  continue  from  time  to  time  to  play  the 
Showman  to  my  own  machinery,  and  explain  the  principle 
of  the  mainspring  and  the  movement  of  the  wheels. 

This  novel  was  begun  somewhere  in  the  third  year  of 
my  authorship,  and  completed  in  the  fourth.  It  was, 
therefore,  composed  almost  simultaneously  with  Eugene 
Aram,  and  afforded1  to  me  at  least  some  relief  from  the 
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gloom  of  that  village  tragedy.  It  is  needless  to  observe 
bow  dissimilar  in  point  of  scene,  character,  and  fable,  the 
one  is  from  the  other :  yet  they  are  alike  in  this — that  both 
attempt  to  deal  with  one  of  the  most  striking  problems  on 
the  spiritual  history  of  man,  viz.,  the  frustration  or  abuse 
of  power  in  a  superior  intellect  originally  inclined  to  good. 
Perhaps  there  is  no  problem  that  more  fascinates  the  atten¬ 
tion  of  a  man  of  some  earnestness  at  that  period  of  his  life, 
when  his  eye  first  disengages  itself  from  the  external 
phenomena  around  him,  and  his  curiosity  leads  him  to 
examine  the  cause  and  account  for  the  effect ; — when,  to 
cite  reverently  the  words  of  the  wisest,  “  He  applies  his 
heart  to  know  and  to  search,  and  to  seek  out  wisdom  and 
the  reason  of  things,  and  to  know  the  wickedness  of  folly, 
even  of  foolishness  and  madness.” 

In  Eugene  Aram,  the  natural  career  of  genius  is  ar¬ 
rested  by  a  single  crime ;  in  Godolphin,  a  mind  of  inferior 
order,  but  more  fanciful  colouring,  is  wasted  away  by  the 
indulgence  of  those  morbid  sentiments  which  are  the 
nourishment  of  egotism,  and  the  gradual  influence  of  the 
frivolities  which  make  the  business  of  the  idle.  Here,  the 
Demon  tempts  or  destroys  the  hermit  in  his  solitary  cell. 
There  he  glides  amidst  the  pomps  and  vanities  of  the 
world,  and  whispers  away  the  soul  in  the  voice  of  his  soft 
familiars,  Indolence,  and  Pleasure. 

Of  all  my  numerous  novels,  Pelham  and  Godolphin  are 
the  only  ones  which  take  their  absolute  groundwork  in 
what  is  called  “  The  Pashionable  World.”  I  have  sought 
in  each  to  make  the  general  composition  in  some  harmony 
with  the  principal  figure  in  the  foreground.  Pelham  is  repre¬ 
sented  as  almost  wholly  unsusceptible  to  the  more  poetical 
influences.  He  has  the  physical  compound,  which,  ver¬ 
satile  and  joyous,  amalgamates  easily  with  the  world — he 
views  life  with  the  lenient  philosophy  that  Horace  com¬ 
mends  in  Aristippus  ;  he  laughs  at  the  follies  he  shares  ; 
and  is  ever  ready  to  turn  into  uses  ultimately  (if  indirectly) 
serious,  the  frivolities  that  only  serve  to  sharpen  his  wit, 
and  augment  that  peculiar  expression  which  we  term 
“knowledge  of  the  world.”  In  a  word,  dispel  all  his  fop¬ 
peries,  real  or  assumed,  he  is  still  the  active  man  of  crowds 


PREFACE. 


IX 


and  cities,  determined  to  succeed,  and  gifted  with,  the 
ordinary  qualities  of  success.  Godolphin,  on  the  contrary, 
is  the  man  of  poetical  temperament,  out  of  his  place  alike 
among  the  trifling  idlers  and  the  bustling  actors  of  the 
world — wanting  the  stimulus  of  necessity — or  the  higher 
motive  which  springs  from  benevolence,  to  give  energy  to 
his  powers,  or  definite  purpose  to  his  fluctuating  desires  ; 
not  strong  enough  to  break  the  bonds  that  confine  his 
genius — not  supple  enough  to  accommodate  its  movements 
to  their  purpose.  He  is  the  moral  antipodes  to  Pelham. 
In  evading  the  struggles  of  the  world,  he  grows  indifferent 
to  its  duties — he  strives  with  no  obstacles — he  can  triumph 
in  no  career.  Represented  as  possessing  mental  qualities 
of  a  higher  and  a  richer  nature  than  those  to  which  Pel¬ 
ham  can  pretend,  he  is  also  represented  as  very  inferior  to 
him  in  constitution  of  character,  and  he  is  certainly  a  more 
ordinary  type  of  the  intellectual  trifler. 

The  characters  grouped  around  Godolphin  are  those 
with  which  such  a  man  usually  associates  his  life.  They 
are  designed  to  have  a  certain  grace — a  certain  harmony 
with  one  form  or  the  other  of  his  twofold  temperament : — 
viz.,  either  its  conventional  elegance  of  taste,  or  its  consti¬ 
tutional  poetry  of  idea.  Rut  all  alike  are  brought  under 
varying  operations  of  similar  influences  ;  or  whether  in 
Saville,  Constance,  Fanny,  or  Lucilla — the  picture  pre¬ 
sented  is  still  the  picture  of  gifts  misapplied — of  life  mis¬ 
understood.  The  Preacher  who  exclaimed,  “Vanity  of 
vanities  !  all  is  vanity,”  perhaps  solved  his  own  mournful 
saying,  when  he  added  elsewhere,  “  This  only  have  I 
found,  that  God  made  men  upright— but  they  have  sought 
out  many  inventions.” 

This  work  was  first  published  anonymously,  and  for  that 
reason  perhaps  it  has  been  slow  in  attaining  to  its  rightful 
station  amongst  its  brethren — whose  parentage  at  first  was 
openly  acknowledged.  If  compai'ed  with  Pelham,  it  might 
lose,  at  the  first  glance,  but  would  perhaps  gain  on  any 
attentive  reperusal. 

For  although  it  must  follow  from  the  inherent  difference 
in  the  design  of  the  two  works  thus  referred  to,  that  in 
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Godolphin  there  can  be  little  of  the  satire  or  vivacity 
which  have  given  popularity  to  its  predecessor,  yet,  on  the 
other  hand,  in  Godolphin  there  ought  to  be  a  more  faithful 
illustration  of  the  even  polish  that  belongs  to  luxurious 
life, — oi  the  satiety  that  pleasure  inflicts  upon  such  of.  its 
votaries  as  are  worthy  of  a  higher  service.  The  subject 
selected  cannot  admit  the  same  facility  for  observation  of 
things  that  he  on  the  surface — but  it  may  well  lend  itself 
to  subtler  investigation  of  character — allow  more  attempt 
at  pathos,  and  more  appeal  to  reflection. 

Regarded  as  a  story,  the  defects  of  Godolphin  most  ap¬ 
parent  to  myself,  are  in  the  manner  in  which  Lucilla  is 
re-introduced  in  the  later  chapters,  and  in  the  final  catas¬ 
trophe  of  the  hero.  There  is  an  exaggerated  romance  in 
the  one,  and  the  admission  of  accident  as  a  crowning  agency 
in  the  other,  which  my  maturer  judgment  would  certainly 
condemn,  and  which  at  all  events  appear  to  me  out  of 
keeping  with  the  natural  events,  and  the  more  patient  in¬ 
vestigation  of  moral  causes  and  their  consequences,  from 
which  the  previous  interest  of  the  tale  is  sought  to  be 
attained.  On  the  other  hand,  if  I  may  presume  to  con¬ 
jecture  the  most  probable  claim  to  favour,  which  the  work, 
regarded  as  a  whole,  may  possess  —  it  may  possibly  be 
found  in  a  tolerably  accurate  description  of  certain  phases 
of  modern  civilisation,  and  in  the  suggestion  of  some  truths 
that  may  be  worth  considering  in  our  examination  of  social 
influences  or  individual  conduct. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

THE  DEATH-BED  OF  JOHN  VERNON. — HIS  DYING  WORDS. — DE- 
'  SCRIPTION  OF  HIS  DAUGHTER,  THE  HEROINE. — THE  OATH. 

“  Is  the  night  calm,  Constance  ?  ” 

“  Beautiful !  the  moon  is  up.” 

“  Open  the  shutters  wider, — there.  It  is  a  beautiful 

night.  How  beautiful!  Come  hither,  my  child.” 

The  rich  moonlight  that  now  shone  through  the  windows, 
streamed  on  little  that  it  could  invest  with  poetical  attrac¬ 
tion.  The  room  was  small,  though  not  squalid  in  its 
character  and  appliances.  The  bed-curtains  of  a  dull 
chintz,  were  drawn  back,  and  showed  the  form  of  a  man, 
past  middle  age,  propped  by  pillows,  and  hearing  on  his 
countenance  the  marks  of  approaching  death.  But  what 
a  countenance  it  still  was  !  The  broad,  pale,  lofty  brow  ; 
the  fine,  straight,  Grecian  nose ;  the  short,  curved  lip  ; 
the  full,  dimpled  chin ;  the  stamp  of  genius  in  every  line 
and  lineament ; — these  still  defied  disease,  or  rather  bor¬ 
rowed  from  its  very  ghastliness  a  more  impressive  majesty. 
Beside  the  bed  was  a  table  spread  with  books  of  a  motley 
character.  Here  an  abstruse  system  of  Calculations  on 
Finance ;  there  a  volume  of  wild  Bacchanalian  Songs  ;  here 
the  lofty  aspirations  of  Plato’s  “  Phaadon ;  ”  and  there 
the  last  speech  of  some  County  Paris  on  a  Malt  Tax :  old 
newspapers  and  dusty  pamphlets  completed  the  intellectual 
litter ;  and  above  them  rose,  mournfully  enough,  the  tall, 
spectral  form  of  a  half-emptied  phial,  and  a  chamber- 
candlestick,  crested  by  its  extinguisher. 

A  light  step  approached  the  bed-side,  and  opposite  the 
dying  man  now  stood  a  girl,  who  might  have  seen  her 
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thirteenth  year.  But  her  features — of  an  exceeding,  and 
what  may  be  termed  a  regal  beauty — were  as  fully  de¬ 
veloped  as  those  of  one  who  had  told  twice  her  years  ;  and 
not  a  trace  of  the  bloom  or  the  softness  of  girlhood  could 
be  marked  on  her  countenance.  Her  complexion  was  pale 
as  the  whitest  marble,  but  clear,  and  lustrous;  and  her  raven 
hair,  parted  over  her  brow  in  a  fashion  then  uncommon, 
increased  the  statue-like  and  classic  effect  of  her  noble 
features.  The  expression  of  her  countenance  seemed  cold, 
sedate,  and  somewhat  stern ;  but  it  might,  in  some  mea¬ 
sure,  have  belied  her  heart ;  for,  when  turned  to  the  moon- 
light,  you  might  see  that  her  eyes  were  filled  with  tears, 
though  she  did  not  weep  ;  and  you  might  tell  by  the 
quivering  of  her  lip,  that  a  little  hesitation  in  replying  to 
any  remark  from  the  sufferer  arose  from  her  difficulty  in 
commanding  her  emotions. 

“  Constance,”  said  the  invalid,  after  a  pause,  in  which 
he  seemed  to  have  been  gazing  with  a  quiet  heart  on  the 
soft  skies,  that,  blue  and  eloquent  with  stars,  he  beheld 
through  the  unclosed  windows  : — “  Constance,  the  hour  is 
coming ;  I  feel  it  by  signs  which  I  cannot  mistake.  1 
shall  die  this  night.” 

“  Oh,  God  !— my  father  !— my  dear,  dear  father !  ”  broke 
from  Constance’s  lips ;  “  do  not  speak  thus— do  not— I 
will  go  to  Doctor - ” 

In  o,  child,  no  !  X  loathe — I  detest  the  thought  of  help ! 
They  denied  it  me  while  it  was  yet  time.  They  left  me  to 
starve,  or  to  rot  in  gaol,  or  to  hang  myself !  They  left  me 
like  a  dog,  and  like  a  dog  I  will  die  !  I  would  not  have 
one  iota  taken  from  the  justice— the  deadly  and  dooming 
weight  of  my  dying  curse.”  Here  violent  spasms  broke  on 
the  speech  of  the  sufferer  ;  and  when,  by  medicine  and  his 
daughter’s  attentions,  he  had  recovered,  he  said,  in  a  lower 
and  calmer  key:  “Is  all  quiet  below,  Constance?  Are 
all  in  bed?  The  landlady— the  servants— our  fellow- 
lodgers  ?  ” 

“  All,  my  father.” 

Ay ;  then  I  shall  die  happy.  Thank  Heaven  you  are 
my  only  nurse  and  attendant.  I  remember  the  day  when 
I  was  ill  after  one  of  their  rude  debauches.  Ill !— a  sick 
headache— a  fit  of  the  spleen— a  spoiled  lapdog’s  illness! 
Well :  they  wanted  me  that  night  to  support  one  of  their 
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paltry  measures — their  parliamentary  measures.  And  I 
had  a  prince  feeling  my  pulse,  and  a  duke  mixing  my 
draught,  and  a  dozen  earls  sending  their  doctors  to  me.  I 
was  of  use  to  them  then !  Poor  me  !  Read  me  that  note, 
Constance — Flamborough’s  note.  Do  yon  hesitate  p  Read 
it,  I  say  !  ” 

Constance  trembled  and  complied. 

“My  deae  Veenon, 

“  I  am  really  au  desespoir  to  hear  of  your  melancholy 
state ; — so  sorry  I  cannot  assist  you  :  but  you  know  my 
embarrassed  circumstances.  By  the  by,  I  saw  his  Royal 
Highness  yesterday.  ‘  Poor  Vernon  !  ’  said  he  ;  ‘  would  a 
hundred  pounds  do  him  any  good  ?  ’  So  we  don’t  forget 
-you,  mon  cher.  Ah  !  how  we  missed  you  at  the  Beefsteak! 
Never  shall  we  know  again  so  glorious  a  bon  vivant.  You 
would  laugh  to  hear  L — - — -  attempting  to  echo  your  old 
jokes.  But  time'  presses  :  I  must  be  off  to  the  House. 
You  know  Avhat  a  motion  it  is!  Would  to  Heaven  you 

were  to  bring  it  on  instead  of  that  ass  T - .  Adieu  !  I 

wish  I  could  come  and  see  you ;  but  it  would  break  my 
heart.  Can  I  send  you  any  books  from  Hookham’s  ? 

“Yours  ever, 

“Flaaiboeough.” 

“  This  is  the  man  whom  I  made  Secretary  of  State,” 
said  Vernon.  “  Very  well ! — oh,  it’s  very  well, — very  well 
indeed !  Let  me  kiss  thee,  my  girl.  Poor  Constance  ! 
You  will  have  good  friends  when  I  am  dead  !  they  will  be 
proud  enough  to  be  kind  to  Vernon’s  daughter,  when 
Death  has  shown  them  that  Vernon  is  a  loss.  You  are 
very  handsome.  Your  poor  mother’s  eyes  and  hair — my 
father’s  splendid  brow  and  lip  ;  and  your  figure,  even  now 
so  stately !  They  will  court  you  :  you  will  have  lords  and 
great  men  enough  at  your  feet ;  but  you  will  never  forget 
this  night,  nor  the  agony  of  your  father’s  death-bed  face, 
and  the  brand  they  have  burned  in  his  heart.  And  now, 
Constance,  give  me  the  Bible  in  which  you  read  to  me  this 
morning  : — that  will  do  : — stand  away  from  the  light  and 
fix  your  eyes  on  mine,  and  listen  as  if  your  soul  Avere  in 
in  your  ears. 

“When  I  was  a  young  man,  toiling  my  way  to  fortune 
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through  tlie  labours  of  tbe  Bar, — prudent,  cautious,  inde¬ 
fatigable,  confident  of  success, — certain  lords,  who  heard  I 
possessed  genius,  and  thought  I  might  become  their  tool, 
came  to  me,  and  besought  me  to  enter  parliament.  I  told 
them  I  was  poor — was  lately  married — that  my  public  am¬ 
bition  must  not  be  encouraged  at  the  expense  of  my  private 
fortunes.  They  answered,  that  they  pledged  themselves 
those  fortunes  should  be  their  care.  I  yielded  ;  I  deserted 
my  profession  ;  I  obeyed  their  wishes  ;  I  became  famous — - 
and  a  ruined  man  !  They  could  not  dine  without  me  ;  they 
could  not  sup  without  me ;  they  could  not  get  drunk  with¬ 
out  me  ;  no  pleasure  was  sweet  but  in  my  company.  What 
mattered  it  that,  while  I  ministered  to  their  amusement,  I 
was  necessarily  heaping  debt  upon  debt — accumulating 
miseries  for  future  years — laying  up  bankruptcy,  and 
care,  and  shame,  and  a  broken  heart,  and  an  early  death  ? 
But  listen,  Constance  !  Are  you  listening  ? — attentively  ? 
- — Well !  note  now,  I  am  a  just  man.  I  do  not  blame  my 
noble  friends,  my  gentle  patrons,  for  this.  No  :  if  I  were 
forgetful  of  my  interests,  if  I  preferred  their  pleasure  to 
my  happiness  and  honour,  that  was  my  crime,  and  I  deserve 
the  punishment !  But,  look  you, — Time  went  by,  and  my 
constitution  was  broken ;  debts  came  upon  me ;  I  could 
not  pay ;  men  mistrusted  my  word  ;  my  name  in  the 
country  fell !  With  my  health,  my  genius  deserted  me ;  I 
was  no  longer  useful  to  my  party ;  I  lost  my  seat  in  parlia¬ 
ment  ;  and  when  I  was  on  a  sick  bed — you  remember  it, 
Constance — the  bailiffs  came,  and  tore  me  away  for  a  paltry 
debt — the  value  of  one  of  those  suppers  the  Prince  used  to 
beg  me  to  give  him.  Prom  that  time  my  familiars  forsook 
me  ! — not  a  visit,  not  a  kind  act,  not  a  service  for  him 
whose  day  of  work  was  over  !  ‘  Poor  Vernon’s  character 

was  gone!  Shockingly  involved— could  not  perform  his 
promises  to  his  creditors — always  so  extravagant— quite 
unprincipled — must  give  him  up  !  ’ 

“In  those  sentences  lies  the  secret  of  their  conduct. 
They  did  not  remember  that  for  them,  by  them,  the  charac¬ 
ter  was  gone,  the  promises  broken,  the  ruin  incurred  !  They 
thought  not  how  I  had  served  them ;  how  my  best  years 
had  been  devoted  to  advance  them— to  ennoble  their  cause 
in  the  lying  page  of  History  !  All  this  was  not  thought  of  : 
my  life  was  reduced  to  two  epochs — that  of  use  to  them — 
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that  not.  During  the  first,  I  was  honoured  ;  during  the 
last,  I  was  left  to  starve — to  rot !  WTlo  freed  me  from 
prison  ?— -who  protects  me  now  P  One  of  my  ‘party’ — my 
‘  noble  friends  ’ — my  ‘  honourable,  right  honourable  friends  ?  ’ 
No  !  a  tradesman  whom  I  once  served  in  my  holyday,  and 
who  alone,  of  all  the  world,  forgets  me  not  in  my  penance. 
You  see  gratitude,  friendship,  spring  up  only  in  middle  life  ; 
they  grow  not  in  high  stations ! 

“And  now,  come  nearer,  for  my  voice  falters,  and  I 
would  have  these  words  distinctly  heard.  Child,  girl  as 
you  are— you  I  consider  pledged  to  record,  to  fulfil  my 
desire — my  curse !  Lay  your  hand  on  mine :  swear  that 
through  life  to  death, — swear  !  You  speak  not !  repeat  my 
words  after  me:  ” — Constance  obeyed: — “through  life  to 
death ;  through  good,  through  ill,  through  weakness, 
through  power,  you  will  devote  yourself  to  humble,  to 
abase  that  party  from  whom  your  father  received  ingrati¬ 
tude,  mortification,  and  death  !  Swear  that  you  will  not 
marry  a  poor  and  powerless  man,  who  cannot  minister  to 
the  ends  of  that  solemn  retribution  I  invoke  !  Swear  that 
you  will  seek  to  marry  from  amongst  the  great ;  not  through 
love,  not  through  ambition,  but  through  hate,  and  for 
revenge  !  You  will  seek  to  rise  that  you  may  humble  those 
who  have  betrayed  me !  In  the  social  walks  of  life  you 
will  delight  to  gall  their  vanities ;  in  state-intrigues,  you 
will  embrace  every  measure  that  can  bring  them  to  their 
eternal  downfall.  For  this  great  end  you  will  pursue  all 
means  : — What !  you  hesitate  ?  Repeat,  repeat,  repeat ! — 
You  will  lie,  cringe,  fawn,  and  think  vice  not  vice,  if  it 
bring  you  one  jot  nearer  to  Revenge  !  With  this  curse  on 
my  foes,  I  entwine  my  blessing,  dear,  dear  Constance  on 
you, — you,  who  have  nursed,  watched,  all  but  saved  me ! 
God,  God  bless  you,  my  child  !  ”  And  Yernon  burst  into 
tears. 

It  was  two  hours  after  this  singular  scene,  and  exactly 
in  the  third  hour  of  morning,  that  Vernon  woke  from  a 
short  and  troubled  sleep.  The  grey  dawn  (for  the  time 
was  the  height  of  summer)  already  began  to  labour  through 
the  shades  and  against  the  stars  of  night.  A  raw  and 
comfortless  chill  crept  over  the  earth,  and  saddened  the  air 
in  the  death-chamber.  Constance  sat  by  her  father’s  bed, 
her  eyes  fixed  upon  him,  and  her  cheek  more  wan  than  ever 
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by  the  pale  light  of  that  crude  and  cheerless  dawn.  When 
Vernon  woke,  his  eyes,  glazed  with  death,  rolled  faintly 
towards  her,  fixing  and  dimming  in  their  sockets  as  they 
gazed  ; — his  throat  rattled.  But  for  one  moment  his  voice 
found  vent ;  a  ray  shot  across  his  countenance  as  he  uttered 
his  last  words — words  that  sank  at  once  and  eternally  to 
the  core  of  his  daughter’s  heart — words  that  ruled  her  life, 
and  sealed  her  destiny  : — “  Constance,  remember — the  Oath 
— Revenge !  ” 
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CHAPTER  II. 

REMARK  ON  THE  TENURE  OF  LIFE. — THE  COFFINS  OF  GREAT  MEN 
SELDOM  NEGLECTED. — CONSTANCE  TAKES  REFUGE  WITH  LADY 
ERPINGHAM. - THE  HEROINE’S  ACCOMPLISHMENTS  AND  CHA¬ 

RACTER. — THE  MANCEUYRING  TEMPERAMENT. 

\Y hat  a  strange  life  this  is  !  what  puppets  we  are !  How 
terrible  an  enigma  is  Pate !  I  never  set  my  foot  without 
my  door,  but  what  the  fearful  darkness  that  broods  over 
the  next  moment  rushes  upon  me.  How  awful  an  event 
may  hang  over  our  hearts  !  The  sword  is  always  above 
us,  seen  or  invisible  ! 

And  with  this  life — this  scene  of  darkness  and  dread — 
some  men  would  have  us  so  contented  as  to  desire,  to  ask 
for  no  other ! 

Constance  was  now  without  a  near  relation  in  the  world. 
But  her  father  predicted  rightly :  vanity  supplied  the  place 
of  affection.  Yernon,  who  for  eighteen  months  preceding 
his  death  had  struggled  with  the  sharpest  afflictions  of 
want — Yernon,  deserted  hi  life  by  all,  was  interred  with 
the  insulting  ceremonials  of  pomp  and  state.  Six  nobles 
bore  his  pall :  long  trains  of  carriages  attended  his  funeral : 
the  journals  were  filled  with  outlines  of  his  biography  and 
lamentations  at  his  decease.  They  buried  him  in  West¬ 
minster  abbey,  and  they  made  subscriptions  for  a  monu¬ 
ment  in  the  very  best  sort  of  marble.  Lady  Erpingham,  a 
distant  connection  of  the  deceased,  invited  Constance  to 
live  with  her ;  and  Constance  of  course  consented,  for  she 
she  had  no  alternative. 

On  the  day  that  she  arrived  at  Lady  Erpingham’s  house, 
in  Hill  Street,  there  were  several  persons  present  in  the 
drawing-room. 

“  I  fear,  poor  girl,”  said  Lady  Erpingham, — for  they  were 
talking  of  Constance’s  expected  arrival, — “  I  fear  that  she 
will  be  quite  abashed  by  seeing  so  many  of  us,  and  under 
such  unhappy  circumstances.” 

“  How  old  is  she  ?  ”  asked  a  beauty. 

“  About  thirteen,  I  believe.” 

“  Handsome  ?  ” 
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“  I  have  not  seen  her  since  she  was  seven  years  old.  She 
promised  then  to  be  very  beautiful :  but  she  was  a  remark¬ 
ably  shy,  silent  child.” 

“Miss  Vernon,”  said  the  groom  of  the  chambers,  throw¬ 
ing  open  the  door. 

With  the  slow  step  and  self-possessed  air  of  womanhood, 
but  with  a  far  haughtier  and  far  colder  mien  than  women 
commonly  assume,  Constance  Vemon  walked  through  the 
long  apartment,  and  greeted  her  future  guardian.  Though 
every  eye  was  on  her,  she  did  not  blush  ;  though  the 
Queens  of  the  London  World  were  round  her,  her  gait  and 
air  were  more  royal  than  all.  Livery  one  present  experi¬ 
enced  a  revulsion  of  feeling.  They  were  prepared  for  pity  ; 
this  was  no  case  in  which  pity  could  be  given.  Even  the 
words  of  protection  died  on  Lady  Erpingham’s  lip,  and  she 
it  was  who  felt  bashful  and  disconcerted. 

I  intend  to  pass  rapidly  over  the  years  that  elapsed  till 
Constance  became  a  woman.  Let  us  glance  at  her  educa¬ 
tion.  Vernon  had  not  only  had  her  instructed  in  the 
Erench  and  Italian;  but,  a  deep  and  impassioned  scholar 
himself,  he  had  taught  her  the  elements  of  the  two  great 
languages  of  the  ancient  world.  The  treasures  of  those 
languages  she  afterwards  conquered  of  her  own  accord. 

Lady  Erpingham  had  one  daughter,  who  married  when 
Constance  had  reached  the  age  of  sixteen.  The  advantages 
Lady  Eleanor  Erpingham  possessed  in  her  masters  and  her 
governess,  Constance  shared.  Miss  Vernon  drew  well,  and 
sang  divinely;  but  she  made  no  very  great  proficiency  in 
the  science  of  music.  To  say  truth,  her  mind  was  some¬ 
what  too  stern,  and  somewhat  too  intent  on  other  subjects, 
to  surrender  to  that  most  jealous  of  accomplishments  the 
exclusive  devotion  it  requires. 

But  of  all  her  attractions,  and  of  all  the  evidences  of  her 
cultivated  mind,  none  equalled  the  extraordinary  grace  of 
her  conversation.  Wholly  disregarding  the  conventional 
leading-strings  in  which  the  minds  of  young  ladies  are 
accustomed  to  be  held — leading-strings,  disguised  by  the 
name  of  “  proper  diffidence  ”  and  “  becoming  modesty,” 
— she  never  scrupled  to  share,  nay,  to  lead,  discussions  even 
of  a  grave  and  solid  nature.  Still  less  did  she  scruple  to 
adorn  the  common  trifles  that  make  the  sum  of  conver¬ 
sation  with  the  fascinations  of  a  wit,  which,  playful,  yet 


GODOLPHIN.  19 

deep,  rivalled  even  tlie  paternal  source  from  which  it  was 
inherited. 

It  seems  sometimes  odd  enough  to  me,  that  while  youn? 
ladies  are  so  sedulously  taught  the  accomplishments  that  a 
husband  disregards,  they  are  never  taught  the  great  one  he 
would  prize.  They  are  taught  to  be  exhibitors;  he  wants 
a  companion.  He  wants  neither  a  singing  animal,  nor  a 
drawing  animal,  nor  a  dancing  animal :  he  wants  a  talking 
animal.  But  to  talk  they  are  never  taught ;  all  they  know 
of  conversation  is  slander,  and  that  “  comes  by  nature.” 

But  Constance  did  talk  beautifully ;  not  like  a  pedant, 
or  a  blue,  or  a  Frenchwoman.  A  child  would  have  been  as 
much  charmed  with  her  as  a  scholar;  but  both  would  have 
been  charmed.  Her  father’s  eloquence  had  descended  to 
her ;  but  in  him  eloquence  commanded,  in  her  it  won. 
There  was  another  trait  she  jDossessed  in  common  with  her 
father :  Vernon  (as  most  disappointed  men  are  wont)  had 
done  the  world  injustice  by  his  accusations.  It  was  not 
his  poverty  and  his  distresses  alone  which  had  induced  his 
party  to  look  coolly  on  his  declining  day.  They  were  not 
without  some  apparent  excuse  for  desertion — they  doubted 
his  sincerity.  It  is  true  that  it  was  without  actual  cause. 
No  modern  politician  had  ever  been  more  consistent.  He 
had  refused  bribes,  though  poor  ;  and  place,  though  ambi¬ 
tious.  But  he  was  essentially— -here  is  the  secret — essen¬ 
tially  an  intrijuant.  Bred  in  the  old  school  of  policy,  he 
thought  that  manoeuvring  was  wisdom,  and  duplicity  the 
art  of  governing.  Like  Lysander,*  he  loved  plotting,  yet 
neglected  self-interest.  There  was  not  a  man  less  open,  or 
more  honest.  This  character,  so  rare  in  all  countries,  is 
especially  so  in  England.  Your  blunt  squires,  your  politi¬ 
cians  at  Bellamy’s,  do  not  comprehend  it.  They  saw  in 
Vernon  the  arts  which  deceive  enemies,  and  they  dreaded 
lest,  though  his  friends,  they  themselves  should  be  deceived. 
Tbis  disposition,  so  fatal  to  Vernon,  his  daughter  inherited. 
With  a  dark,  bold,  and  passionate  genius,  which  in  a  man 
would  have  led  to  the  highest  enterprises,  she  linked  the 
feminine  love  of  secrecy  and  scheming.  To  borrow  again 
from  Plutarch  and  Lysander,  “When  the  skin  of  the  lion 
fell  short,  she  was  quite  of  opinion  that  it  should  be  eked 
out  with  the  fox’s.” 
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*  Plutarch's  “Life  of  Lysander.” 
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CHAPTER  III. 

THE  HERO  INTRODUCED  TO  OUR  READER’S  NOTICE. — DIALOGUE 
BETWEEN  HIMSELF  AND  HIS  FATHER. — rERCY  GODOLPHIN’s 

CHARACTER  AS  A  BOY. - THE  CATASTROPHE  OF  HIS  SCHOOL 

LIFE. 

“  Percy,  remember  that  it  is  to-morrow  you  will  return  to 
school,”  said  Mr.  Godolphin  to  his  only  son. 

Percy  pouted,  and  after  a  momentary  silence  replied, 
“  No,  father,  I  think  I  shall  go  to  Mr.  Saville’s.  He  has 
asked  me  to  spend  a  month  with  him ;  and  he  says 
rightly  that  I  shall  learn  more  with  him  than  at  Dr.  Shal- 
lowell’s,  where  I  am  already  head  of  the  sixth  form.” 

“  Mr.  Saville  is  a  coxcomb,  and  you  are  another !  ” 
replied  the  father,  who,  dressed  in  an  old  flannel  dressing- 
gown,  with  a  worn  velvet  cap  on  his  head,  and  cowering 
gloomily  over  a  wretched  fire,  seemed  no  bad  personifica¬ 
tion  of  that  mixture  of  half-hypochondriac,  half-miser, 
which  he  was  in  reality.  “  Don’t  talk  to  me  of  going  to 
town,  sir,  or - ” 

“  Father,”  interrupted  Percy,  in  a  cool  and  nonchalant 
tone,  as  he  folded  his  arms,  and  looked  straight  and 
shrewdly  on  the  paternal  face — “father,  let  us  understand 
each  other.  My  schooling,  I  suppose,  is  rather  an  expen¬ 
sive  affair  ?  ” 

“  You  may  well  say  that,  sir  !  Expensive  ! — it  is  fright¬ 
ful,  horrible,  ruinous! — Expensive!  Twenty  pounds  a-year 
board  and  Latin ;  five  guineas  washing ;  five  more  for 
writing  and  arithmetic.  Sir,  if  I  were  not  resolved  that 
you  should  not  want  education,  though  you  may  want 

fortune,  I  should — yes,  I  should - What  do  you  mean, 

sir  ? — you  are  laughing  !  Is  this  your  respect,  your  grati¬ 
tude  to  your  father  ?  ” 

A  slight  shade  fell  over  the  bright  and  intelligent  counte¬ 
nance  of  the  boy. 

“  Don’t  let  us  talk  of  gratitude,”  said  he,  sadly  ;  “  Heaven 
knows  what  either  you  or  I  have  to  be  grateful  for  !  For¬ 
tune  has  left  to  your  proud  name  but  these  bare  walls  and 
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a  handful  of  barren  acres;  to  me  she  gave  a  father’s 
affection — not  such  as  Nature  had  made  it,  but  cramped 
and  soured  by  misfortunes.” 

Here  Percy  paused,  and  his  father  seemed  also  struck 
and  affected.  “  Let  us,”  renewed  in  a  lighter  strain,  this 
singular  boy,  who  might  have  passed,  by  some  months,  his 
sixteenth  year, — “  let  us  see  if  we  cannot  accommodate 
matters  to  our  mutual  satisfaction.  You  can  ill  afford  my 
schooling,  and  I  am  resolved  that  at  school  I  will  not  stay. 
Saville  is  a  relation  of  ours ;  he  has  taken  a  fancy  to  me ; 
he  has  even  hinted  that  he  may  leave  me  his  fortune ;  and 
he  has  promised,  at  least,  to  afford  me  a  home  and  his 
tuition  as  long  as  I  like.  Gave  me  free  passport  hereafter 
to  come  and  go  as  I  list,  and  I  in  turn,  will  engage  never 
to  cost  you  another  shilling.  Come,  sir,  shall  it  be  a 
compact  ?  ” 

“  You  wound  me,  Percy,”  said  the  father,  with  a  mourn¬ 
ful  pride  in  his  tone  ;  “I  have  not  deserved  this,  at  least 
from  you.  You  know  not,  boy — you  know  not  all  that  has 
hardened  this  heart ;  but  to  you  it  has  not  been  hard,  and  a 
taunt  from  you — yes,  that  is  the  serpent’s  tooth !  ” 

Percy  in  an  instant  was  at  his  father’s  feet ;  he  seized 
both  his  hands,  and  burst  into  a  passionate  fit  of  tears. 
“  Forgive  me,”  he  said,  in  broken  words  ;  “  I — I  meant  not 
to  taunt  you.  I  am  but  a  giddy  boy  !— send  me  to  school ! 
— do  with  me  as  you  will !  ” 

“  Ay,”  said  the  old  man,  shaking  his  head  gently,  “  you 
know  not  what  pain  a  son’s  bitter  word  can  send  to  a 
parent’s  heart.  Put  it  is  all  natural,  perfectly  natural! 
You  would  reproach  me  with  a  love  of  money,  it  is  the 
sin  to  which  youth  is  the  least  lenient.  But  what !  can  I 
look  round  the  world  and  not  see  its  value,  its  necessity? 
Year  after  year,  from  my  first  manhood,  I  have  toiled 
and  toiled  to  preserve  from  the  hammer  these  last 
remnants  of  my  ancestor’s  remains.  Year  after  year 
fortune  has  slipped  from  my  grasp ;  and,  after  all  my 
efforts,  and  towards  the  close  of  a  long  life,  I  stand  on 
the  very  verge  of  penury.  But  you  cannot  tell — -no  man 
whose  heart  is  not  seared  with  many  years  can  tell,  or  can 
appreciate,  the  motives  that  have  formed  my  character. 
You,  however,” — and  his  voice  softened  as  he  laid  his  hand 
on  his  son’s  head — “you,  however, — the  gay,  the  bold,  the 
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young, — should  not  have  your  brow  crossed  and  your  eye 
dimmed  by  the  cares  that  surround  me.  Go!  I  will  accom¬ 
pany  you  to  town  ;  I  will  see  Saville  myself.  If  he  be  one 
with  whom  my  son  can,  at  so  tender  an  age  be  safely 
trusted,  you  shall  pay  him  the  visit  you  wish.” 

Percy  would  have  replied  but  his  father  checked  him  ; 
and  before  the  end  of  the  evening,  the  father  had  resolved 
to  forget  as  much  as  he  pleased  of  the  conversation. 

The  elder  Godolphin  was  one  of  those  characters  on 
whom  it  is  vain  to  attempt  making  a.  permanent  impres¬ 
sion.  The  habits  of  his  mind  were  durably  formed  :  like 
waters,  they  yielded  to  any  sudden  intrusion,  but  closed 
instantly  again.  Early  in  life  he  had  been  taught  that  he 
ought  to  marry  an  heiress  for  the  benefit  of  his  estate — his 
ancestral  estate  ;  the  restoration  of  which  he  had  been  bred 
to  consider  the  grand  object  and  ambition  of  life.  His 
views  had  been  strangely  baffled ;  but  the  more  they  were 
thwarted  the  more  pertinaciously  he  clung  to  them. 
Naturally  kind,  generous,  and  social,  he  had  sunk,  at 
length,  into  the  anchorite  and  the  miser.  All  other  specu¬ 
lations  that  should  retrieve  his  ancestral  honours  had 
failed :  but  there  is  one  speculation  that  never  fails — the 
speculation  of  saving  !  It  was  to  this  that  he  now  indis¬ 
solubly  attached  himself.  At  moments  he  was  open  to  all 
his  old  habits ;  but  such  moments  were  rare  and  few.  A 
cold,  hard,  frosty  penuriousness  was  his  prevalent  charac¬ 
teristic.  He  had  sent  his  son,  with  eighteenpence  in  his 
pocket,  to  a  school  of  twenty  pounds  a-year ;  where,  natu¬ 
rally  enough,  he  learned  nothing  but  mischief  and  cricket : 
yet  he  conceived  that  his  son  owed  him  eternal  obli¬ 
gations. 

Luckily  for  Percy,  he  was  an  especial  favourite  with  a 
certain  not  uncelebrated  character  of  the  name  of  Saville  ; 
and  Saville  claimed  the  privilege  of  a  relation  to  supply 
him  with  money  and  receive  him  at  his  home.  Wild,  pas¬ 
sionate,  fond  to  excess  of  pleasure,  the  young  Godolphin 
caught  eagerly  at  these  occasional  visits  ;  and  at  each  his 
mind,  keen  and  penetrating  as  it  naturally  was,  took  new 
flights  and  revelled  in  new  views.  He  was  already  the 
leader  of  his  school,  the  torment  of  the  master,  and  the 
lover  of  the  master’s  daughter.  He  was  sixteen  years  old, 
but  a  character.  A  secret  pride,  a  secret  bitterness,  and  an 
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open  wit  and  recklessness  of  bearing,  rendered  liim  to  all 
seeming  a  boy  more  endowed  with,  energies  than  affections. 
Yet  a  kind  word  from  a  friend’s  lips  was  never  without  its 
effect  on  him,  and  he  might  have  been  led  by  the  silk 
while  he  would  have  snapped  the  chain.  But  these  were 
his  boyish  traits  of  mind :  the  world  soon  altered  them. 

The  subject  of  the  visit  to  Saville  was  not  again  touched 
upon.  A  little  reflection  showed  Mr.  Godolphin  how  nuga¬ 
tory  were  the  promises  of  a  schoolboy  that  he  should  not 
cost  his  father  another  shilling  ;  and  he  knew  that  Saville’s 
house  was  not  exactly  the  spot  in  which  economy  was  best- 
learned.  He  thought  it,  therefore,  more  prudent  that  his 
son  should  return  to  school. 

To  school  went  Percy  Godolphin ;  and  about  three  weeks 
afterwards,  Percy  Godolphin  was  condemned  to  expulsion 
for  returning,  with  considerable  unction,  a  slap  in  the  face 
that  he  had  received  from  Dr.  Shallowell.  Instead  of  wait¬ 
ing  for  his  father’s  arrival,  Percy  made  up  a  small  bundle 
of  clothes,  let  himself  drop,  by  the  help  of  the  bed-curtains, 
from  the  window  of  the  room  in  which  he  was  confined, 
and  towards  the  close  of  a  fine  summer’s  evening,  found 
himself  on  the  highroad  between  ****  and  London,  with 
independence  at  his  heart  and  (Saville’s  last  gift)  ten 
guineas  in  his  pocket. 
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CHAPTER  IY. 

peecy’s  first  adventure  as  a  free  agent. 

It  was  a  fine,  picturesque  outline  of  road  on  which  the 
young  outcast  found  himself  journeying,  whither  he  neither 
knew  nor  cared.  His  heart  was  full  of  enterprise  and  the 
unfledged  valour  of  inexperience.  He  had  proceeded  seve¬ 
ral  miles,  and  the  dusk  of  the  evening  was  setting  in,  when 
he  observed  a  stage  coach  crawling  heavily  up  a  hill,  a  little 
a-head  of  him,  and  a  tall,  well-shaped  man,  walking  along¬ 
side  of  it,  and  gesticulating  somewhat  violently.  Godolphin 
remarked  him  with  some  curiosity ;  and  the  man,  turning 
abruptly  round,  perceived,  and  in  his  turn  noticed  very 
inquisitively,  the  person  and  aspect  of  the  young  traveller. 

“  And  how  now  ?  ”  said  he,  presently,  and  in  an  agree¬ 
able  though  familiar  and  unceremonious  tone  of  voice ; 
“  whither  are  you  bound  this  time  of  day  F  ” 

“  It  is  no  business  of  yours,  friend,”  said  the  boy,  with 
the  proud  petulance  of  his  age;  “mind  -what  belongs  to 
yourself.” 

“  You  are  sharp  on  me,  young  sir,”  returned  the  other; 
“but  it  is  our  business  to  be  loquacious.  Know,  sir,” — 
and  the  stranger  frowned — “  that  we  have  ordered  many  a 
taller  fellow  than  yourself  to  execution,  for  a  much  smaller 
insolence  than  you  seem  capable  of.” 

A  laugh  from  the  coach  caused  Godolphin  to  lift  up  his 
eyes,  and  he  saw  the  door  of  the  vehicle  half-open,  as  if 
for  coolness,  and  an  arch  female  face  looking  down  on 
him. 

“You  are  merry  on  me,  I  see,”  said  Percy,  “  come  out, 
and  I’ll  be  even  with  you,  pretty  one.” 

The  lady  laughed  yet  more  loudly  at  the  premature  gal¬ 
lantry  of  the  traveller,  but  the  man,  without  heeding  her, 
and  laying  his  hand  on  Percy’s  shoulder,  said — 

“Pray,  sir,  do  you  live  at  ?  ”  naming  the  town 

they  were  now  approaching. 

“  Not  I,”  said  Godolphin,  freeing  himself  from  the  in¬ 
trusion. 
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“  You  will,  perhaps,  sleep  there  ?” 

“Perhaps  I  shall.” 

“  You  are  too  young  to  travel  alone.” 

“And  you  are  too  old  to  make  such  impertinent  re¬ 
marks,”  retorted  Godolphin,  reddening  with  anger. 

“Faith,  I  like  this  spirit,  my  Hotspur,”  said  the 
stranger,  coolly.  “  If  you  are  really  going  to  put  up  for 
the  night  at  B****,  suppose  we  sup  together  ?  ” 

“And  who  and  what  are  you?  ”  asked  Percy,  bluntly. 

“Anything  and  everything  !  in  other  words,  an  actor  !” 

“  And  the  young  lady - ?  ” 

“  Is  our  prima  donna.  In  fact,  except  our  driver,  the 
coach  holds  none  hut  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  of  our 
company.  We  have  made  an  excellent  harvest  at  A****, 
and  we  are  now  on  our  way  to  the  theatre  at  B*#**  ; 
pretty  theatre  it  is,  too,  and  has  been  known  to  hold 
seventy-one  pounds  eight  shillings.”  Here  the  actor  fell 
into  a  reverie  ;  and  Percy,  moving  nearer  to  the  coach- 
door,  glanced  at  the  damsel,  who  returned  the  look  with  a 
laugh  which,  though  coquettish,  was  too  low  and  musical 
to  be  called  bold. 

“  So  that  gentleman,  so  free  and  easy  in  his  manners,  is 
not  your  husband  ?  ” 

“Heaven  forbid  !  Do  you  think  I  should  be  so  gay  if 
he  were  ?  But,  pooh  !  what  can  you  know  of  married 
life  ?  Ho  !  ”  she  continued,  with  a  pretty  air  of  mock 
dignity ;  I  am  the  Belvidera,  the  Calista,  of  the  company ; 
— above  all  control,  all  husbanding,  and  reaping  thirty- 
three  shillings  a- week.” 

“  But  are  you  above  lovers  as  well  as  husbands?”  asked 
Percy,  with  a  rakish  air,  borrowed  from  Saville. 

“Bless  the  boy!  Ho:  but  then  my  lovers  must  be  at 
least  as  tall,  and  at  least  as  rich,  and,  I  am  afraid,  at  least 
as  old,  as  myself.” 

“  Don’t  frighten  yourself,  my  dear,”  returned  Percy ;  “  I 
was  not  about  to  make  love  to  you.” 

“  Were  you  not  ?  Yes,  you  were,  and  you  know  it.  But 
why  will  not  you  sup  with  us  ?  ” 

‘‘Why  not,  indeed?  ”  thought  Percy,  as  the  idea,  thus 
more  enticingly  put  than  it  was  at  first,  pressed  upon  him. 
“  If  you  ask  me,”  he  said,  “  I  will.” 

“  I  do  ask  you,  then,”  said  the  actress ;  and  here  the 
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hero  of  the  company  turned  abruptly  round  with  a 
theatrical  start,  and  exclaimed,  “  To  sup  or  not  to  sup  ? 
that  is  the  question.” 

“  To  sup,  sir,”  said  Gfodolphin. 

“  Yery  well !  I  am  glad  to  hear  it.  Had  you  not  better 
mount,  and  rest  yourself  in  the  coach  ?  You  can  take  my 
place — I  am  studying  a  new  part.  Wo  have  two  miles 
farther  to  B***#  yet.” 

Percy  accepted  the  invitation,  and  was  soon  by  the  side 
of  the  pretty  actress.  The  horses  broke  into  a  slow  trot, 
and  thus,  delighted  with  his  adventure,  the  son  of  the 
aseetic  Grodolphin,  the  pupil  of  the  courtly  Saville,  entered 
the  town  of  B***#,  and  commenced  his  first  independent 
i  campaign  in  the  great  world. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

THE  MUMMERS. — GODOLPHIN  IN  LOVE. — THE  EFFECT  OF  FANNY 

millinger’s  ACTING  UPON  HIM. — THE  TWO  OFFERS. — GODOL¬ 
PHIN  QUITS  THE  PLAYERS. 

Our  travellers  stopped  at  tlie  first  inn  in  the  outskirts  of 
tlie  town.  Here  they  were  shown  into  a  large  room  on  the 
ground-floor,  sanded,  with  a  long  table  in  the  centre  ;  and, 
before  the  supper  was  served,  Percy  had  leisure  to  examine 
all  the  companions  with  whom  he  had  associated  himself. 

In  the  first  place,  there  was  an  old  gentleman,  of  the  age 
of  sixty-three,  in  a  bob-wig,  and  inclined  to  be  stout,  who 
always  played  the  lover.  He  was  equally  excellent  in  the 
pensive  Borneo  and  the  bustling  Bapid.  He  had  an  ill  way 
of  talking  off  the  stage,  partly  because  he  had  lost  all  his 
front  teeth  :  a  circumstance  which  made  him  avoid,  in 
general,  those  parts  in  which  he  had  to  force  a  great  deal 
of  laughter.  Next,  there  was  a  little  girl,  of  about  four¬ 
teen,  who  played  angels,  fairies,  and,  at  a  pinch,  was  very 
effective  as  an  old  woman.  Thirdly,  there  was  our  free- 
and-easy  cavalier,  who,  having  a  loud  voice  and  a  manly 
presence,  usually  performed  the  tyrant.  He  was  great  in 
“Macbeth,”  greater  in  “Bombastes  Furioso.”.  Fourthly, 
came  this  gentleman’s  wife,  a  pretty,  slatternish  woman, 
much  painted.  She  usually  performed  the  second  female 
— the  confidante,  the  chambermaid — the  Bmihci  to  the 
Desdemojia.  And  fifthly,  was  Percy’s  new  inamorata— a 
girl  of  about  one-and- twenty,  fair,  with  a  nez  retrousse : 
beautiful  auburn  hair,  that  was  always  a  little  dishevelled ; 
the  prettiest  mouth,  teeth,  and  dimple  imaginable;  a 
natural  colour  ;  and  a  person  that  promised  to  incline  here¬ 
after  towards  that  roundness  of  proportion  which  is  more 
dear  to  the  sensual  than  the  romantic.  This  girl,  whose 
name  was  Fanny  Millinger,  was  of  so  frank,  good-humoured, 
and  lively  a  turn,  that  she  was  the  idol  of  the  whole  com¬ 
pany,  and  her  superiority  in  acting  was  never  made  a 
matter  of  jealousy.  Actors  may  believe  this,  or  not,  as 
they  please. 
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“  But  is  this  all  your  company  ?  ”  said  Percy. 

“  All  p  no  !  ”  replied  Fanny,  taking  off  her  bonnet,  and 
curling  up  her  tresses  by  the  help  of  a  dim  glass.  “  The 
rest  are  provided  at  the  theatre  along  with  the  candle- 
snuffer  and  scene-shifters ;  part  of  the  fixed  property. 
Why  won’t  you  take  to  the  stage  ?  I  wish  you  would  ! 
you  would  make  a  very  respectable— page. 

“  Upon  my  word  !  ”  said  Percy,  exceedingly  offended. 

“  Come,  come  !  ”  cried  the  actress,  clapping  .her  hands, 
and  perfectly  unheeding  his  displeasure — “  Why  don’t  you 
help  me  off  with  my  cloak  ? — why  don’t  you  set  me  a 
chair  ? — why  don’t  you  take  this  great  box  out  of  my 

way  ? — why  don’t  you - Heaven  help  me  !  ”  and  she 

stamped  her  little  foot  quite  seriously  on  the  floor.  “  A 
pretty  person  for  a  lover  you  are  !  ” 

“  Oho  !  then  I  am  a  lover,  you  acknowledge  P  ” 

“  Nonsense  ! — get  a  chair  next  me  at  supper.” 

The  young  Godolphin  was  perfectly  fascinated  by  the 
lively  actress ;  and  it  was  with  no  small  interest  that  he 
stationed  himself  the  following  night  in  the  stage-box  of 
the  little  theatre  at  *  *  *,  to  see  how  his  Fanny  acted. 
The  house  was  tolerably  well  filled,  and  the  play  was  tl  She 
Stoops  to  Conquer.”  The  male  parts  were,  on  the  whole, 
respectably  managed ;  though  Percy  was  somewhat  sur¬ 
prised  to  observe  that  a  man,  who  had  joined  the  corps 
that  morning,  biessed  with  the  most  solemn  countenance 
m  the  world — a  fine  Roman  nose,  and  a  forehead  like  a 
sage’s  was  now  dressed  in  nankeen  tights,  and  a  coat 
without  skirts,  splitting  the  sides  of  the  gallery  in  the  part 
of  Tony  I/u/mpJcin.  But  into  the  heroine,  Fanny  Millingcr 
threw  a  grace,  a  sweetness,  a  simple,  yet  dignified  spirit” of 
true  love,  that  at  once  charmed  and  astonished  all  present. 
The  applause  was  unbounded ;  and  Percy  Godolphin  felt 
proud  of  himself  for  having  admired  one  whom  every  one 
else  seemed  also  resolved  upon  admiring. 

When  the  comedy  was  finished,  he  went  behind  the 
scenes,  and  for  the  first  time  felt  the  rank  which  intellect 
bestows.  This  idle  girl,  with  whom  he  had  before  been  so 
familiar;  who  had  seemed  to  him,  boy  as  he  was,  only 
made  for  jesting  and  coquetry,  and  trifling,  he  now  felt 
to  be  raised  to  a  sudden  eminence  that  startled  and  abashed 
him.  He  became  shy  and  awkward,  and  stood  at  a  dis- 
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tance  stealing  a  glance  towards  her,  but  without  the 
courage  to  approach  and  compliment  her. 

The  quick  eye  of  the  actress  detected  the  effect  she  had 
produced.  She  was  naturally  pleased  at  it,  and  coming  up 
to  Godolphin,  she  touched  his  shoulder,  and  with  a  smile 
rendered  still  more  brilliant  by  the  rouge  yet  unwashed 
from  the  dimpled  cheeks,  said — “Well,  most  awkward 
swain  ?  no  flattery  ready  for  me  ?  Go  to  !  you  won’t  suit 
me  :  get  yourself  another  empress  !  ” 

“You  have  pleased  me  into  respecting  you,”  said 
Godolphin. 

There  was  a  delicacy  in  the  expression  that  was  very 
characteristic  of  the  real  mind  of  the  speaker,  though  that 
mind  was  not  yet  developed ;  and  the  pretty  actress  was 
touched  by  it  at  the  moment,  though,  despite  the  grace  of 
her  acting,  she  was  by  nature  far  too  volatile  to  think  it 
at  all  advantageous  to  be  respected  on  the  long  run.  She 
did  not  act  in  the  afterpiece,  and  Godolphin  escorted  her 
home  to  the  inn. 

So  long  as  his  ten  guineas  lasted — which  the  reader  will 
conceive  was  not  very  long — Godolphin  stayed  with  the 
gay  troop,  as  the  welcome  lover  of  its  chief  ornament.  To 
her  he  confided  his  name  and  history  :  she  laughed  heartily 
at  the  latter — for  she  was  one  of  Venus’s  true  children,  fond 
of  striking  mirth  out  of  all  subjects.  “  But  what,”  said 
she,  patting  his  cheek  affectionately,  “  what  should  hinder 
you  from  joining  us  for  a  little  while  ?  I  could  teach  you 
to  be  an  actor  in  three  lessons.  Come  now,  attend  !  It  is 
but  a  mere  series  of  tricks,  this  art  that  seems  to  you  so 
admirable.” 

Godolphin  grew  embarrassed.  There  was  in  him  a  sort 
of  hidden  pride  that  could  never  endure  to  subject  itself  to 
the  censure  of  others.  He  had  no  propensity  to  imitation, 
and  he  had  a  strong  susceptibility  to  the  ridiculous.  These 
traits  of  mind  thus  early  developed — which  in  later  life 
prevented  his  ever  finding  fit  scope  for  his  natural  powers, 
which  made  him  too  proud  to  bustle  and  too  philosophical 
to  shine — were  of  service  to  him  on  this  occasion,  and  pre¬ 
served  him  from  the  danger  into  which  he  might  otherwise 
have  fallen.  He  could  not  be  persuaded  to  act :  the  fair 
Fanny  gave  up  the  attempt  in  despair.  “  Yet  stay  with 
us,”  said  she,  tenderly,  “  and  share  my  poor  earnings.” 
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Go dolplain  started  ;  and  in  the  wonderful  contradictions 
of  the  proud  human  heart,  this  generous  offer  from  the 
poor  actress  gave  him  a  distaste,  a  displeasure,  that  almost 
reconciled  him  to  parting  from  her.  It  seemed  to  open  to 
him  at  once  the  equivocal  mode  of  life  he  had  entered 
upon.  “  No,  Fanny,”  said  he,  after  a  pause,  “  I  am  here 
because  I  resolved  to  be  independent :  I  cannot,  therefore, 
choose  dependence.” 

“  Miss  Millinger  is  wanted  instantly  for  rehearsal,”  said 
the  little  gii’l  who  acted  fairies  and  old  women,  putting  her 
head  suddenly  into  the  room. 

“Bless  me  !  ”  cried  Fanny,  starting  up  ;  “is  it  so  late  ? 
Well,  I  must  go  now.  Good-by  !  look  in  upon  us — do  !  ” 

But  Godolphin,  moody  and  thoughtful,  walked  into  the 
street ;  and  lo  !  the  first  thing  that  greeted  his  eyes  was  a 
handbill  on  the  wall,  describing  his  own  person,  and  offer¬ 
ing  twenty  guineas  reward  for  his  detention.  “  Let  him 
return  to  his  afflicted  parent,”  was  the  conclusion  of  the 
bill,  “and  all  shall  be  forgiven.” 

Godolphin  crept  back  to  his  apartment ;  wrote  a  long, 
affectionate  letter  to  Fanny  ;  enclosed  her  his  watch,  as 
the  only  keepsake  in  his  power ;  gave  her  his  address  at 
Saville’s  ;  and  then,  towards  dusk,  once  more  sallied  forth, 
and  took  a  place  in  the  mail  for  London.  He  had  no 
money  for  his  passage,  but  his  appearance  was  such  that 
the  coachman  readily  trusted  him  ;  and  the  next  morning 
at  daybreak  he  was  under  Saville’s  roof. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

PERCY  GODOLPHIN  THE  GUEST  OP  SAVILLE. — HE  ENTERS  THE 
LIFE  GUARDS  AND  BECOMES  THE  FASHION. 

“  And  so,”  said  Saville,  laughing,  “you  really  gave  them 
the  slip  :  excellent !  But  I  envy  you  your  adventures  with 
the  player  folk.  Gad  !  if  I  were  some  years  younger,  I 
would  join  them  myself ;  I  should  act  Sir  Part-max  Mac- 
sycophant  famously  ;  I  have  a  touch  of  the  mime  in  me. 
W ell !  but  what  do  you  propose  to  do  ! — live  with  me  P — - 
eh!” 

“  Why,  I  think  that  might  be  the  best,  and  certainly 
it  would  be  the  pleasantest,  mode  of  passing  my  life. 
But- - ” 

“  But  what  ?  ” 

“  Why,  I  can  scarcely  quarter  myself  on  your  courtesy  ; 
I  should  soon  grow  discontented.  So  I  shall  write  to  my 
father,  whom  I,  kindly  and  considerately,  by  the  way,  in¬ 
formed  of  my  safety  the  very  first  day  of  my  arrival  at 
B  *  *  *  *.  I  told  him  to  direct  his  letters  to  your  house; 
but  I  regret  to  find  that  the  handbill  which  so  frightened 
me  from  my  propriety  is  the  only  notice  he  has  deigned  to 
take  of  my  -whereabout.  I  shall  write  to  him  therefore 
again,  begging  him  to  let  me  enter  the  army.  It  is  not  a 
profession  I  much  fancy  ;  but  what  then  ?  I  shall  be  my 
own  master.” 

“  Very  well  said  !  ”  answered  Saville  ;  “  and  here  I  hope 
I  can  serve  you.  If  your  father  will  pay  the  lawful  sum 
for  a  commission  in  the  Guards,  why,  I  think  I  have  inte¬ 
rest  to  get  you  in  for  that  sum  alone — no  trifling  favour.” 

Godolphin  was  enchanted  at  this  proposal,  and  instantly 
wrote  to  his  father,  urging  it  strongly  upon  him ;  Saville, 
in  a  separate  epistle,  seconded  the  motion.  “  You  see,” 
wrote  the  latter, — you  see,  my  dear  sir,  that  your  son  is 
a  wild,  resolute  scapegrace.  You  can  do  nothing  with  him 
by  schools  and  coercion :  put  him  to  discipline  in  the  king’s 
service,  and  condemn  him  to  live  on  his  pay.  It  is  a  cheap 
mode,  after  all,  of  providing  for  a  reprobate;  and  as  he 
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will  liave  the  good  fortune  to  enter  the  army  at  so  early  an 
age,  by  the  time  he  is  thirty,  he  may  be  a  colonel  on  full 
pay.  Seriously,  this  is  the  best  thing  you  can  do  with  him, 
- — unless  you  have  a  living  in  your  family.” 

The  old  gentleman  was  much  discomposed  by  these  let¬ 
ters,  and  by  his  son’s  previous  elopement.  He  could  not, 
however,  but  foresee,  that  if  he  resisted  the  boy’s  wishes, 
ho  was  likely  to  have  a  troublesome  time  of  it.  Scrape 
after  scrape,  difficulty  following  difficulty,  might  ensue,  all 
costing  both  anxiety  and  money.  The  present  offer  fur¬ 
nished  him  with  a  fair  excuse  for  ridding  himself,  for  a 
long  time  to  come,  of  further  provision  for  his  offspring ; 
and  now  growing  daily  more  and  more  attached  to  the  in¬ 
dolent  routine  of  solitary  economies  in  which  ho  moved,  he 
was  glad  of  an  opportunity  to  deliver  himself  from  future 
interruption,  and  surrender  his  whole  soul  to  his  favourite 
occupation. 

At  length,  after  a  fortnight’s  delay  and  meditation,  he 
wrote  shortly  to  Saville  and  his  son ;  saying,  after  much 
reproach  to  the  latter,  that  if  the  commission  could  really 
be  purchased  at  the  sum  specified,  he  was  willing  to  make 
a  sacrifice,  for  which  he  must  pinch  himself,  and  conclude 
the  business.  This  touched  the  son,  but  Saville  laughed 
him  out  of  the  twinge  of  good  feeling ;  and  very  shortly 
afterwards,  Percy  Godolphin  was  gazetted  as  a  cornet  in 
the - Life-Guards. 

The  life  of  a  soldier,  in  peace,  is  indolent  enough,  Heaven 
knows !  Percy  liked  the  new  uniforms  and  the  new  horses 
— all  of  which  were  bought  on  credit.  He  liked  his  new 
companions ;  he  liked  balls ;  he  liked  flirting ;  he  did  not 
dislike  Hyde  Park  from  four  o’clock  till  six ;  and  he  was 
not  very  much  bored  by  drills  and  parade.  It  was  much 
to  his  credit  in  the  world  that  he  was  the  protege  of  a  man 
who  had  so  great  a  character  for  profligacy  and  gambling 
as  Augustus  Saville ;  and  under  such  auspices  he  found 
himself  launched  at  once  into  the  full  tide  of  “  good 
society.” 

Young,  romantic,  high-spirited — with  the  classic  features 
of  an  Antinous,  and  a  very  pretty  knack  of  complimenting 
and  writing  verses — Percy  Godolphin  soon  became,  while 
yet  more  fit  in  years  for  the  nursery  than  the  world,  “the 
curled  darling  ”  of  that  wide  class  of  high-born  women  who 
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have  nothing  to  do  but  to  hear  love  made  to  them,  and  who 
all  artifice  themselves,  think  the  love  sweetest  which  springs 
from  the  most  natural  scarce.  They  like  boyhood  whenlt 
is  not  bashful;  and  from  sixteen  to  twenty,  a  Juan  need 
scarcely  go  to  Saville  to  find  a  Julia. 

.  ,But  ,was  n°t  the  worst  danger  that  menaced  the 

intoxicated  boy.  Saville,  the  most  seductive  of  tutors _ 

feavilie  who,  in  his  wit,  his  ion  ton,  his  control  over  the 
gieat  world,  seemed  as  a  god  to  all  less  elevated  and  less 
aspnnng,-  Saville  was  Godolphin’s  constant  companion  • 
and  Saville  was  worse  than  a  profligate — he  was  a  gambler  ! 
One  would  think  that  gaming  was  the  last  vice  that  could 
fascinate  the  young :  its  avarice,  its  grasping,  its  hideous 
-  selfishness,  its  cold,  calculating  meanness,  would,  one  might 
imagine,  scare  away  all  who  have  yet  other  and  softer 
deities  to  worship.  But,  in  fact,  the  fault  of  youth  is,  that 
it  can  rarely  resist  whatever  is  the  Mode.  Gaming,  in  all 
countries,  is  the  vice  of  an  aristocracy.  The  young  find  it 
already  established  in  the  best  circles ;  they  are  enticed  by 
the  habit  of  others,  and  ruined  when  the  habit  becomes 
their  own. 


“  You  look  feverish,  Percy,”  said  Saville,  as  he  met  his 
pupil  in  the  Park.  “I  don’t  wonder  at  it:  you  lost  infer¬ 
nally  last  night.” 

“  More  than  I  can  pay,”  replied  Percy,  with  a  quivering 
lip. 

!  you  shall  pay  it  to-morrow,  for  you  shall  go  shares 
with  me  to-night.  Observe,”  continued  Saville,  lowering 
his  voice,  “  I  never  lose.” 

“How!  never?” 

“Never,  unless  by  design.  I  play  at  no  game  where 
chance  only  presides.  Whist  is  my  favourite  game :  it  is 
not  popular:  I  am  sorry  for  it.  I  take  up  with  other 
games,  I  am  forced  to  do  it ;  but,  even  at  rouge  et  noir,  I 
carry  about  with  me  the  rules  of  whist.  I  calculate — I 
remember.” 

“But  hazard  ?  ” 

“  I  never  play  at  that !  ”  said  Saville,  solemnly.  “  It  is 
the  devil’s  game ;  it  defies  skill.  Porsake  hazard,  and  let 
me  teach  you  ecarte  ;  it  is  coming  into  fashion.” 

Saville  took  great  pains  with  Godolphin ;  and  Godolphin, 
who  was  by  nature  of  a  contemplative,  not  hasty  mood,  was 
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no  superficial  disciple.  As  Ms  biographer,  I  grieve  to  con¬ 
fess,  that  he  became,  though  a  punctiliously  honest,  a  wise 
and  fortunate  gamester ;  and  thus  he  eked  out  betimes  tne 
slender  profits  of  a  subaltern’s  pay.  . 

This  was  the  first  great  deterioration  in  Percy  s  mind— a 
mind  which  ought  to  have  made  him  a  very  different  being 
from  what  he  became,  but  wMch  no  vice,  no  evil  example, 
could  ever  entirely  pervert. 


GODOLPHIN. 


35 


CHAPTER  VII. 

SAVILLE  EXCUSED  FOE  HATING  HUMAN  AFFECTIONS. — GODOLPHIN 

SEES  ONE  WHOM  HE  NEVEE  SEES  AGAIN.- — THE  NEW  ACTEESS. 

SaviLle  was  deemed  the  consummate  man  of  the  world 
■ — wise  and  heartless.  How  came  he  to  take  such  gratuitous 
pains  with  the  hoy  Godolphin?  In  the  first  place,  Saville 
had  no  legitimate  children ;  Gfodolphin  was  his  relation  :  in 
the  second  place,  it  may  be  observed,  that  hackneyed  and 
sated  men  of  the  world  are  fond  of  the  young,  in  whom 
they  recognise  something— a  better  something — belonging 
to  themselves.  In  Godolphin’s  gentleness  and  courage, 
Saville  thought  he  saw  the  mirror  of  his  own  crusted 
urbanity  and  scheming  perseverance ;  in  Godolphin’s  fine 
imagination  and  subtle  intellect  he  beheld  his  own  cunning 
and  hypocrisy.  The  boy’s  popularity  flattered  him;  the 
boy’s  conversation  amused.  No  man  is  so  heartless  but 
that  he  is  capable  of  strong  likings,  when  they  do  not  put 
him  much  out  of  his  Avay :  it  was  this  sort  of  liking  that 
Saville  had  for  Godolphin.  Besides,  there  was  yet  another 
reason  for  attachment,  which  might  at  first  seem  too  deli¬ 
cate  to  actuate  the  refined  voluptuary ;  but  examined  closely, 
the  delicacy  vanished.  Saville  had  loved,  at  least  had 
offered  his  hand  to — Godolphin’s  mother  (she  was  supposed 
an  heiress !)  He  thought  he  had  just  missed  being  Godol¬ 
phin’s  father :  his  vanity  made  him  like  to  show  the  boy 
what  a  much  better  father  he  would  have  been  than  the 
one  that  Providence  had  given  him.  His  resentment,  too, 
against  the  accepted  suitor,  made  him  love  to  exercise  a 
little  spiteful  revenge  against  Godolphin’s  father:  he  was 
glad  to  show  that  the  son  preferred  where  the  mother 
rejected.  All  these  motives  combined  made  Saville  take, 
as  it  were,  to  the  young  Percy ;  and  being  rich,  and  habi¬ 
tually  profuse,  though  prudent,  and  a  shrewd  speculator 
withal,  the  pecuniary  part  of  his  kindness  cost  him  no  pain. 
But  Godolphin,  who  was  not  ostentatious,  did  not  trust 
himself  largely  to  the  capricious  fount  of  the  worldling’s 

e-enerositv.  Fortune  smiled  on  her  boyish  votary;  and 
J  n  2 
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during  tlie  short  time  he  was  obliged  to  cultivate  her 
favours,  showered  on  him,  at  least  a  sufficiency  for  support, 
or  even  for  display. 

Crowded  with  fine  people,  and  blazing  with  light,  were 

the  rooms  of  the  Countess  of  B - ,  as,  flushed  from  a  late 

dinner  at  Saville’s,  young  Godolphin  made  his  appearance 
in  the  scene.  He  was  not  of  those  numerous  gentlemen, 
the  stock-flowers  of  the  parterre,  who  stick  themselves  up 
against  walls  in  the  panoply  of  neckclothed  silence.  He 
came  not  to  balls,  from  the  vulgar  motive  of  being  seen 
there  in  the  most  conspicuous  situation — a  motive  so  ap¬ 
parent  among  the  stiff  exquisites  of  England.  He  came  to 
amuse  himself ;  and  if  he  found  no  one  capable  of  amusing 
him,  he  saw  no  necessity  in  staying.  He  was  always  seen, 
therefore,  conversing,  or  dancing,  or  listening  to  music — 
or  he  was  not  seen  at  all. 

In  exchanging  a  few  words,  with  a  Colonel  D - ,  a 

noted  roue  and  gamester,  he  observed,  gazing  on  him  very 
intently — and  as  Percy  thought,  very  rudely — an  old  gen¬ 
tleman  in  a  dress  of  the  last  century.  Turn  where  he 
would,  Codolphin  could  not  rid  himself  of  the  gaze ;  so  at 
length  he  met  it  with  a  look  of  equal  scrutiny  and  courage. 
The  old  gentleman  slowly  approached.  “  Percy  Godolphin, 
I  think  ?  ”  said  he. 

“  That  is  my  name,  sir,”  replied  Percy.  “  Yours — - — ” 

“  No  matter !  Yet  stay !  you  shall  know  it.  I  am  Henry 
Johnstone — old  Harry  Johnstone.  You  have  heard  of  him  ? 

your  father’s  first  cousin.  Well,  I  grieve,  young  sir,  to 
find  that  you  associate  with  that  rascal  Saville.  — Nay,  never 
interrupt  me,  sir ! — I  grieve  to  find  that  you,  thus  young, 
thus  unguarded,  are  left  to  be  ruined  in  heart  and  corrupted 
in  nature  by  any  one  who  will  take  the  trouble !  Yet  I 
like  your  countenance ! — I  like  your  countenance ! — it  is 
open,  yet  thoughtful ;  frank,  and  yet  it  has  something  of 
melancholy.  You  have  not  Charles’s  coloured  hair;  but 
you  are  much  younger — much.  I  am  glad  I  have  seen  you ; 
I  came  here  on  purpose ;  good  night !  ’’—and  without  waiting 
for  an  answer,  the  old  man  disappeared. 

Godolphin,  recovering  his  surprise,  recollected  that  he 
had  often  heard  his  father  speak  of  a  rich  and  eccentric 
relation  named  Johnstone:  this  singular  interview  made  a 
strong  but  momentary  impression  on  him.  He  intended  to 
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seek  out  the  old  man’s  residence ;  but  one  thing  or  another 
drove  away  the  fulfilment  of  the  intention,  and  in  this 
world  the  relations  never  met  again. 

.  JPerc7’  no^  musingly  gliding  through  the  crowd,  sank 
into  a  seat  beside  a  lady  of  forty-five,  who  sometimes 
amused  herself  in  making  love  to  him — because  there  could 
be  no  harm  in  such  a  mere  boy !— and  presently  afterwards, 
a  Lord  George  Somebody  sauntering  up,  asked  the  lady  if 
no  nad  not  seen  tier  at  tlie  play  on  the  previous  night. 

yes!  we  went  to  see  the  new  actress.  How  pretty 
she  is  ! — so  unaffected  too ; — how  well  she  sums  !  ” 

“  Pretty  well— er !  ”  replied  Lord  George^  passing  his 
hand  through  his  hair.  “  Very  nice  girl — er  ! — good  ankles. 
Devilish  hot— er,  is  not  it— er— er  P  What  a  bore  this  is  i 
eh  !  Ah  !.  Godolphin  !  don’t  forget  Wattier’s — er  !  ’’.and 
his  lordship  er'd  himself  off. 

“  What  actress  is  this  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  a  very  good  one,  indeed !— came  out  in  ‘  The  Belle’s 
Stratagem.’  We  are  going  to  see  her  to-morrow :  will  you 
dine  with  ns  early,  and  be  our  cavalier  ?  ” 

Nothing  will  please  me  more !  Your  ladyship  has 
dropped  your  handkerchief.” 

“  Thank  you  !  ”  said  the  lady,  bending  till  her  hair 
touched  Godolphin’s  cheek,  and  gently  pressing  the  hand 
that  was  extended  to  her.  It  was  a  wonder  that  Godolphin 
never  became  a  coxcomb. 

He  dined  at  Wattier’s  the  next  day  according  to  ap¬ 
pointment  :  he  went  to  the  play ;  and  at  the  moment  his 
eye.  first  turned  to  the  stage,  an  universal  burst  of  applause 
indicated  the  entrance  of  the  new  actress — Panny  Mil, 
linger ! 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

GODOLPHIN’S  PASSION  FOE  THE  STAGE. — THE  DIFFERENCE  IT 
ENGENDERED  IN  HIS  HABITS  OF  LIFE. 

Now  this  event  produced  a  great  influence  over  Godol- 
phin’s  habits — and  I  suppose,  therefore,  I  may  add,  over 
his  character.  He  renewed  his  acquaintance  with  the  lively 
actress. 

“What  a  change  !  ”  cried  both. 

“  The  strolling  player  risen  into  celebrity  !  ” 

“  And  the  runaway  boy  polished  into  fashion !  ” 

“You  are  handsomer  than  ever,  Fanny.” 

“  I  return  the  compliment,”  replied  Fanny,  with  a 
curtsey. 

And  now  Godolphin  became  a  constant  attendant  at  the 
theatre.  This  led  him  into  a  mode  of  life  quite  different 
from  that  which  he  had  lately  cultivated. 

There  are  in  London  two  sets  of  idle  men :  one  set,  the 
butterflies  of  balls ;  the  loungers  of  the  regular  walks  of 
society;  diners  out;  the  “  old  familiar  faces,”  seen  every¬ 
where,  known  to  every  one :  the  other  set,  a  more  wild, 
irregular,  careless  race,  who  go  little  into  parties,  and  vote 
balls  a  nuisance ;  who  live  in  clubs ;  frequent  theatres ; 
drive  about  late  o’  nights  in  mysterious-looking  vehicles, 
and  enjoy  a  vast  acquaintance  among  the  Aspasias  of 
pleasure.  These  are  the  men  who  are  the  critics  of  thea¬ 
tricals  :  black-neckclothed  and  well-booted,  they  sit  in 
their  boxes  and  decide  on  the  ankles  of  a  dancer  or  the 
voice  of  a  singer.  They  have  a  smattering  of  literature, 
and  use  a  great  deal  of  French  in  their  conversation :  they 
have  something  of  romance  in  their  composition,  and  have 
been  known  to  marry  for  love.  In  short,  there  is  in  their 
whole  nature,  a  more  roving,  liberal,  Continental  character 
of  dissipation,  than  belongs  to  the  cold,  tame,  dull,  primi 
hedge-clipped  indolence  of  more  national  exquisitism.  Into 
this  set,  out  of  the  other  set,  fell  young  Godolphin;  and 
oh !  the  merry  mornings  at  actresses’  houses ;  the  jovial 
suppers  after  the  play;  the  buoyancy,  the  brilliancy,  the 
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esprit,  with,  which  the  hours,  from,  midnight  to  cockcrow, 
were  often  pelted  with  rose-leaves  and  drowned  in  Rhenish. 

By  degrees,  however,  as  Godolphin  warmed  into  his  at¬ 
tendance  at  the  playhouses,  the  fine  intellectual  something 
that  lay  yet  nndestroyed  at  his  heart  stirred  up  emotions 
which  he  felt  his  more  vulgar  associates  were  unfitted  to 
share. 

There  is  that  in  theatrical  representation  which  perpetu¬ 
ally  awakens  whatever  romance  belongs  to  our  character. 
The  magic  lights;  the  pomp  of  scene;  the  palace,  the 
camp ;  the  forest ;  the  midnight  wold ;  the  moonlight 
reflected  on  the  water ;  the  melody  of  the  tragic  rhythm ; 
the  grace  of  the  comic  wit ;  the  strange  art  that  gives  such 
meaning  to  the  poet’s  lightest  word ; — the  fair,  false,  excit¬ 
ing  life  that  is  detailed  before  us — crowding  into  some 
three  little  hours  all  that  our  most  busy  ambition  could 
desire — love,  enterprise,  war,  glory !  the  kindling  exagge¬ 
ration  of  the  sentiments  which  belong  to  the  stage — like 
our  own  in  our  boldest  moments all  these  appeals  to  our 
finer  senses  are  not  made  in  vam.  Our  taste  for  castle¬ 
building  and  visions  deepens  upon  us ;  and  we  chew  a 
mental  opium  which  stagnates  all  the  other  faculties,  but 
wakens  that  of  the  ideal. 

Godolphin  was  peculiarly  fascinated  by  the  stage;  he 
loved  to  steal  away  from  his  companions,  and,  alone,  and 
unheeded,  to  feast  his  mind  on  the  unreal  stream  of  exist¬ 
ence  that  mirrored  images  so  beautiful.  And  oh!  while 
yet  we  are  young— while  yet  the  dew  lingers  on  the  green 
leaf  of  spring— while  all  the  brighter,  the  more  enterpris¬ 
ing  part  of  the  future  is  to  come— while  we  know  not 
whether  the  true  life  may  not  be  visionary  and  excited  as 
the  false — how  deep  and  rich  a  transport  is  it  to  see,  to 
feel,  to  hear  Shakspeare’s  conceptions  made  actual,  though 
all  imperfectly,  and  only  for  an  hour !  Sweet  Arden !  are 
we  in  thy  forest  ? — thy  “  shadowy  groves  and  unfrequented  ( 
glens  P  ”  Rosalind,  Jaques,  Orlando,  have  you  indeed  a 
being  upon  earth !  Ah !  this  is  true  enchantment .  and 
when  we  turn  back  to  life,  we  turn  from  the  colours  which 
the  Claude  glass  breathes  over  a  winter’s  landscape  to  the 
nakedness  of  the  landscape  itself ! 
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THE  LEGACY.— A  NEW  DEFORMITY  IN  SAVILLE. — THE  NATURE 
OF  WORLDLY  LIAISONS. — GODOLPHIN  LEAVES  ENGLAND. 

Bet  then  it  is  not  always  a  sustainer  of  the  sta°-0 
delusion  to  bo  enamoured  of  an  actress :  it  takes  us  too 

thnt  SCfneS\  Codolphin  felt  this  so  strongly 

that  he  liked  those  plays  least  in  which  Fanny  performed7 

°ff  the  stage  her  character  had  so  little  romance,  that  he 
could  not  deceive  himself  into  the  romance  of  her  character 
c  01  e  the  lamps  Luckily,  however,  Fanny  did  not  attempt 
Shakspcare  She  was  inimitable  in  vaudeville,  in  fare? 

WriV16  ^htcr  «omedy;  but  she  had  prudently  aban¬ 
doned  tragedy  m  deserting  the  barn.  She  was  a  girl  of 

uch  talent  and  quickness,  and  discovered  exactly  thepaths 

ArJfT  Va“ty  (?°uld  Walk  ^bout  beingywonnded 
And  there  was  a  simplicity,  a  frankness,  about  her  manner 
that  made  her  a  most  agreeable  companion.  ’ 

vioW  ?f  °nt  m  tWe!n  ber  and  Godolphin  was  not  very 
^  7as  ,a  sdk.en  tie>  which  opportunity  could  knit 
and  snap  a  hundred  times  over  without  doing  much  wroim- 
to  the  hearts  it  so  li°>htlv  united  n  T,  ,  •  ng 

attachment  itself  had  no  influence  whhe  the  Ss  ??  the 
attachment  had  an  influence  so  great.  1  the 

One  night,  after  an  absence  from  town  nf  j-i 

days,  Godolphin  returned  home  from  theiheJl „  J  t  ^ 
among  the  letters  waiting  his  arri™l  one  d  . 

It  was  edged  with  black  P  the  SeaU„o!  wae  black  GoSS' 

fcadL  &lbwT,^6  “m:  tremblinS1I  opened  it,  and 


‘  Dear  Percy, 

I  shonld  a“Id»  ™t  know 


—  — ^  ^  j-lcvvo  iur 

whether  I  should  call  good 
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leave  London,  till  your  majority  is  attained.  If  you  refuse 
these  conditions  you  lose  the  legacy.  It  is  rather  strange 
that  this  curious  character  should  take  such,  pains  with  your 
morals,  and  yet  not  leave  me  a  single  shilling.  But  justice 
is  out  of  fashion  nowadays ;  your  showy  virtues  only  are 
the  rage.  I  beg,  if  you  choose  to  come  down  here,  that 
you  will  get  me  twelve  yards  of  house-flannel ;  I  enclose  a 
pattern  of  the  quality.  Snugg,  in  Oxford  Street,  near 
Tottenham  Court  Road,  is  my  man.  It  is  certainly  a  hand¬ 
some  thing  in  old  Johnstone :  but  so  odd  to  omit  me.  How 
did  you  get  acquainted  with  him  P  The  twenty  thousand 
pounds  will,  however,  do  much  for  the  poor  property. 
Pray  take  care  of  it,  Percy, — pray  do. 

“  I  have  had  a  touch  of  the  gout,  for  the  first  time.  I 
have  been  too  luxurious :  by  proper  abstinence,  I  trust  to 
bring  it  down.  Compliments  to  that  smooth  rogue, 
Saville.  “  Your  affectionate, 

“A.  G. 

“P.S. — Discharged  Old  Sally  for  flirting  with  the 
butcher’s  boy :  flirtations  of  that  sort  make  meat  weigh 
much  heavier.  Bess  is  my  only  she-helpmate  now,  besides 
the  old  creature  who  shows  the  ruins :  so  much  the  better. 
What  an  eccentric  creature  that  Johnstone  was!  I  hate 
eccentric  people.” 

The  letter  fell  from  Percy’s  hands.  And  this,  then,  was 
the  issue  of  his  single  interview  with  the  poor  old  man !  It 
was  events  like  these,  wayward  and  strange  (events  which 
chequered  his  whole  life),  that,  secretly  to  himself,  tinged 
Godolphin’s  character  with  superstition.  He  afterwards 
.dealt  con  amove  with  fatalities  and  influences. 

You  may  be  sure  that  he  did  not  sleep  much  that  night. 
Early  the  next  morning  he  sought  Saville,  and  imparted  to 
him  the  intelligence  he  had  received. 

“  Droll  enough  !”  said  Saville,  languidly,  and  more  than 
a  little  displeased  at  this  generosity  to  Godolphin  from 
another ;  for,  like  all  small-hearted  persons,  he  was  jealous  ; 

“  droll  enough  !  Hem !  and  you  never  knew  him  but  once, 
and  then  he  abused  me  ?  I  wonder  at  that ;  I  was  very 
obliging  to  his  vulgar  son.” 

“  What !  he  had  a  son,  then  P  ” 
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“  Some  two-legged  creature  of  that  sort,  raw  and  bony, 
dropped  into  London,  like  a  ptarmigan,  wild,  and  scared 
out  of  his  wits.  Old  Johnstone  was  in  the  country,  taking 
care  of  his  wife,  who  had  lost  the  use  of  her  limbs  ever 
since  she  had  been  married ; — caught  a  violent — husband — 
the  first  day  of  wedlock  !  The  boy,  sole  son  and  heir, 
came  up  to  Town  at  the  age  of  discretion  ;  got  introduced 
to  me ;  I  patronised  him ;  brought  him  into  a  decent  degree 
of  fashion ;  played  a  few  games  at  cards  with  him ;  won 
some  money ;  would  not  win  any  more ;  advised  him  to 
leave  off ;  too  young  to  play  ;  neglected  my  advice  ;  went 
on,  and,  d — n  the  fellow !  if  he  did  not  cut  his  throat  one 
morning ;  and  the  father,  to  my  astonishment,  laid  the 
blame  upon  me !” 

Cfodolphin  stood  appalled  in  speechless  disgust.  He 
never  loved  Saville  from  that  hour. 

“In  fact,”  resumed  Saville,  carelessly,  “he  had  lost  very 
considerably.  His  father  was  a  stern,  hard  man,  and  the 
poor  boy  was  frightened  at  the  thought  of  his  displeasure. 
I  suppose  Monsieur  Papa  imagined  me  a  sort  of  moral  ogre, 
eating  up  all  the  little  youths  that  fall  in  my  way  !  since 
he  leaves  you  twenty  thousand  pounds,  on  condition  that 
you  take  care  of  yourself,  and  shun  the  castle  I  live  in. 
Well,  well !  ’tis  all  very  flattering !  And  where  will  you 
go  ?  To  Spain  ?  ” 

This  story  affected  Percy  sensibly.  He  regretted  deeply 
that  he  had  not  sought  out  the  bereaved  father,  and  been 
of  some  comfort  to  his  later  hours.  He  appreciated  all 
that  warmth  of  sympathy,  that  delicacy  of  heart,  which  had 
made  the  old  man  compassionate  his  young  relation’s  un¬ 
friended  lot,  and  couple  his  gift  with  a  condition,  likely, 
perhaps,  to  limit  Percy’s  desires  to  the  independence  thus 
bestowed,  and  certain  to  remove  his  more  tender  years  from 
a  scene  of  constant  contagion.  Thus  melancholy  and 
thoughtful,  Gfodolphin  repaired  to  the  house  of  the  now 
famous,  the  now  admired  Miss  Millinger. 

Fanny  received  the  good  news  of  his  fortune  with  a 
smile,  and  the  bad  news  of  his  departure  from  England 
with  a  tear.  There  are  some  attachments,  of  which  we  so 
easily  sound  the  depth,  that  the  one  never  thinks  of  exacting 
from  the  other  the  sacrifices  that  seem  inevitable  to  more 
earnest  affections.  Fanny  never  dreamed  of  leaving  her 
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theatrical  career,  and  accompanying  Godolphin ;  Godolphin 
never  dreamed  of  demanding  it.  These  are  the  connections 
of  the  great  world  :  my  good  reader,  learn  the  great  world 
as  you  look  at  them ! 

All  was  soon  settled.  Godolphin  was  easily  disem¬ 
barrassed  of  his  commission.  Six  hundred  a  year  from  his 
fortune  was  allowed  him  during  his  minority.  He  insisted 
on  sharing  this  allowance  with  his  father  ;  the  moiety  left 
to  himself  was  quite  sufficient  for  all  that  a  man  so  young 
could  require.  At  the  age  of  little  more  than  seventeen, 
hut  with  a  character  which  premature  independence  had 
half  formed,  and  also  half  enervated,  the  young  Godolphin 
saw  the  shores  of  England  recede  before  him,  and  felt  him¬ 
self  alone  in  the  universe — the  lord  of  his  own  fate. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE  EDUCATION  OP  CONSTANCE’S  MIND. 

aDdrbeMtvLE,A^°nStanCN  iVem°n  gr6W  UP  in  w°manhood 
aua  beauty.  All  around  her  contributed  to  feed  that  stern 

IN  atm  ally  proud,  quick,  susceptible,  she  felt  slig-hts  often 

%  Xtfir  °°° 

asperity  of  thought ;  chilled  the  gushin-  flood  ®^'formed 
affections ;  and  sharpened,  with  a  relentless  ed°-e  herVff^ 
and  caustic  hatred  to  a  society  she  deemed  ’  “er  bitter, 
and  worthless.  To  a  taste 

essential  vulgarities— the  fierceness  to  dev  +1  •  ’  tLe 

to-morrow;  the  veneration  for  power-  l7indW«Crmgm+g 
virtue,  which  characterised  the  Wers  2  IT  T 

JI&SS  -  -11  as  anger ; 

“whohX  n„h;  ssrt  ESSrr  4* 

rule.  What  at  first  might  have  Teemed  an  ’  n0t  to 
and  insane  prayer  on  the  nart  of  W J  «  exaggerated 
experience  ripened,  a  ^ 

was  thrown  entirelv  with  +w  *.  uia  L°mmaud.  bhe 

Ms  -lyfriendslVhSLt  £trXoWh0,f  T”'8 

humble  the  crested  arroo-ance  around  i,  ^  resolved  to 
Jen  own  desire,  as  from  the  4h  to  oW  i  "S  m”8h  from 
father.  From  contempt  for  rank  rose  Anil  ^Jfnge  }l-- 
tmnof  rank.  The  yLg  heant^at^h 
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from. her  heart ;  to  devote  herself  to  one  aim.  and  object- 
to  win  title  and  station,  that  she  might  be  able  to  o-ive 
power  and  permanence  to  her  disdain  of  those  qualities  in 
others ;  and  in  the  secrecy  of  night  she  repeated  the  vow 
which  had  consoled  her  father’s  death-bed,  and  solemnly 
resolved  to  crush  love  within  her  heart,  and  marry  solely 
for  station  and  for  power. 

As  the  daughter  of  so  celebrated  a' politician,  it  was 
natural  that  Constance  should  take  interest  in  politics. 
She  lent  to  every  discussion  of  state  events  an  eager  and 
thirsty  ear.  She  embraced  with  masculine  ardour  such 
sentiments  as  were  then  considered  the  extreme  of 
liberality ;  and  she  looked  on  that  career  which  society 
limits  to  man ,  as  the  noblest,  the  loftiest  in  the  world.  She 
regretted  that  she  was  a  woman,  and  prevented  from  per¬ 
sonally  carrying  into  effect  the  sentiments  she  passionately 
espoused.  Meanwhile,  she  did  not  neglect,  nor  suffer  to 
rust,  the  bright  weapon  of  a  wit  which  embodied,  at  times, 
all  the  biting  energies  of  her  contempt.  To  insolence  she 
retorted  sarcasm;  and,  early  able  to  see  that  society,  like 
virtue,  must  be  trampled  upon  in  order  to  yield  forth  its 
incense,  she  rose  into  respect  by  the  hauteur  of  her  manner, 
the  bluntness  of  her  satire,  the"  independence  of  her  mind’ 
far  more  than  by  her  various  accomplishments  and  her 
unrivalled  beauty. 

Of  Lady  Erpingham  she  had  nothing  to  complain  ;  kind, 
easy,  and  characterless,  her  protectress  sometimes  wounded 
her  by  carelessness,  but  never  through  design  ;  on  the  con¬ 
trary,  the  Countess  at  once  loved  and  admired  her,  and  was 
as  anxious  that  her  protegee  should  form  a  brilliant  alliance 
as  if  she  had  been  her  own  daughter.  Constance,  therefore, 
loved  Lady  Erpingham  with  sincere  and  earnest  warmth, 
and  endeavoured  to  forget  all  the  commonplaces  and  little¬ 
nesses  which  made  up  the  mind  of  her  protectress,  and 
which,  otherwise,  would  have  been  precisely  of  that  nature 
to  which  one  like  Constance  would  have  been  the  least 
indulgent. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

CONVERSATION  BETWEEN  LADY  ERPINGHAM  AND  CONSTANCE. — 
FURTHER  PARTICULARS  OF  GODOLPHIN’S  FAMILY,  ETC. 

Lady  Erpingham  was  a  widow ;  her  jointure,  for  she  had 
been  an  heiress  and  a  duke’s  daughter,  was  large  ;  and  the 
noblest  mansion  of  all  the  various  seats  possessed  by  the 
wealthy  and  powerful  house  of  Erpingham  had  been  allotted 
by  her  late  lord  for  her  widowed  residence.  Thither  she 
went  punctually  on  the  first  of  every  August,  and  quitted 
it  punctually  on  the  eighth  of  every  January. 

It  was  some  years  after  the  date  of  Codolphin’s  departure 
from  England,  and  the  summer  following  the  spring  in  which 
Constance  had  been  “brought  out;”  and,  after  a  debut  of 
such  splendour  that  at  this  day  (many  years  subsequent 
to  that  period)  the  sensation  she  created  is  not  only  a  matter 
of  remembrance  but  of  conversation,  Constance,  despite  the 
triumph  of  her  vanity,  was  not  displeased  to  seek  some 
refuge,  even  from  admiration,  among  the  shades  of  Wen- 
dover  Castle. 

“When,”  said  she  one  morning,  as  she  was  walking  with 
Lady  Erpingham  upon  a  terrace  beneath  the  windows  of 
the  castle,  which  overlooked  the  country  for  miles, — “when 
will  you  go  with  me,  dear  Lady  Erpingham,  to  see  those 
ruins  of  which  I  have  heard  so  much  and  so  often,  and 
which  I  have  never  been  able  to  persuade  you  to  visit  ? 
Look  !  the  day  is  so  clear  that  we  can  see  their  outline  now 
— there,  to  the  right  of  that  church  ! — they  cannot  be  so 
very  far  from  Wendover.” 

“  Codolphin  Priory  is  about  twelve  miles  off,”  said  Lady 
Erpingham ;  “  but  it  may  seem  nearer,  for  it  is  situated  on 
the  highest  spot  of  the  county.  Poor  Arthur  Codolphin  ! 
he  is  lately  dead  !  ”  Lady  Erpingham  sighed. 

“I  never  heard  you  speak  of  him  before.” 

“  There  might  be  a  reason  for  my  silence,  Constance. 
He  was  the  person,  of  all  whom  I  ever  saw,  who  appeared 
to  me,  when  I  was  your  age,  the  most  fascinating.  Not, 
Constance,  that  I  was  in  love  with  him,  or  that  he  gave  me 
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any  reason  to  become  so  through  gratitude  for  any  affection 
on  his  part.  It  was  a  girl’s  fancy,  idle  and  short-lived — 
nothing  more !  ” 

“  And  the  young  Godolphin — the  boy  who,  at  so  early 
an  age,  has  made  himself  known  for  his  eccentric  life 
abroad  ?  ” 

“  Is  his  son  ;  the  present  owner  of  those  ruins,  and,  I  fear, 
of  little  more,  unless  it  be  the  remains  of  a  legacy  received 
from  a  relation.” 

“Was  the  father  extravagant,  then  ?  ” 

“Hot  he!  But  his  father  had  exceeded  a  patrimony 
greatly  involved,  and  greatly  reduced  from  its  ancient  im¬ 
portance.  All  the  lands  we  see  yonder — those  villages, 
those  woods — once  belonged  to  the  Godolphins.  They  were 
the  most  ancient  and  the  most  powerful  family  in  this  part 
of  England ;  but  the  estates  dwindled  away  with  each 
successive  generation,  and  when  Arthur  Godolphin,  my 
Godolphin,  succeeded  to  the  property,  nothing  was  left  for 
him  but  the  choice  of  three  evils — a  profession,  obscurity, 
or  a  wealthy  marriage.  My  father,  who  had  long  destined 
me  for  Lord  Erpingham,  insinuated  that  it  was  in  me  that 
Mr.  Godolphin  wished  to  find  the  resource  I  have  last 
mentioned,  and  that  in  such  resource  was  my  only  attrac¬ 
tion  in  his  eyes.  I  have  some  reason  to  believe  he  proposed 
to  the  Duke  ;  but  he  was  silent  to  me,  from  whom,  girl  as 
I  was,  he  might  have  been  less  certain  of  refusal.” 

“  What  did  he  at  last  P  ” 

“  Married  a  lady  who  was  supposed  to  be  an  heiress  ;  but 
he  had  scarcely  enjoyed  her  fortune  a  year  before  it  became 
the  subject  of  a  lawsuit.  He  lost  the  cause  and  the  dowry; 
and,  what  was  worse,  the  expenses  of  litigation,  and  the 
'  sums  he  was  obliged  to  refund,  reduced  him  to  what,  for  a 
man  of  his  rank,  might  be  considered  absolute  poverty. 
He  was  thoroughly  chagrined  and  soured  by  this  event ; 
retired  to  those  ruins,  or  rather  to  the  small  cottage  that 
adjoins  them,  and  there  lived  to  the  day  of  his  death, 
shunning  society,  and  certainly  not  exceeding  his  in¬ 
come.” 

“  I  understand  you  :  he  became  parsimonious.” 

“  To  the  excess  which  his  neighbours  called  miserly.” 

“And  his  wife  ?  ” 

“  Poor  woman  !  she  was  a  mere  fine  lady,  and  died,  I 
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believe,  o£  the  same  vesation  which  nipped,  not  the  life, 
but  the  heart  of  her  hnsband.” 

“  Had  they  only  one  son  ?  ” 

“  Only  the  present  owner  :  Percy,  I  think — yes,  Percy  ; 
it  was  Ms  mother’s  surname — Percy  Godolphin.” 

11  And  how  came  this  poor  boy  to  be  thrown  so  early  on 
the  world  ?  Did  he  quarrel  with  Mr.  Godolphin  ?  ” 

“  I  believe  not :  but  when  Percy  was  about  sixteen,  he 
left  the  obscure  school  at  which  he  was  educated,  and  re¬ 
sided  for  some  little  time  with  a  relation,  Augustus  Saville. 
He  stayed  with  him  in  London  for  about  a  year,  and  went 
everywhere  with  him,  though  so  mere  a  boy.  His  manners 
were,  I  well  remember,  assured  and  formed.  A  relation 
left  him  some  moderate  legacy,  and  afterwards  he  went 
abroad  alone.” 

“  But  the  ruins  !  The  late  Mr.  Godolphin,  notwithstand¬ 
ing  his  reserve,  did  not  object  to  indulging  the  curiosity  of 
his  neighbours !  ”  , 

_  “  No  :  he  was  proud  of  the  interest  the  ruins  of  his  here¬ 
ditary  mansion  so  generally  excited,  —  proud  of  their 
celebrity  in  print-shops  and  in  tours  ;  but  he  himself  was 
never  seen.  The  cottage  in  which  he  lived,  though  it  ad¬ 
joins  the  ruins,  was,  of  course,  sacred  from  intrusion,  and 
is  so  walled  in,  that  that  great  delight  of  English  visitors 
at  show-places — peeping-in  at  windows — was  utterly  for¬ 
bidden.  However  that  be,  during  Mr.  Godolphin’s  life,  I 
never  had  courage  to  visit  what,  to  me,  would  have  been  a 
melancholy  scene  :  now,  the  pain  would  be  somewhat  less  ; 
and  since  you  wish  it,  suppose  we  drive  over  and  visit  the 
ruins  to-morrow.  It  is  the  regular  day  for  seeing  them,  by- 
tke-by.” 

“  Not,  dear  La,dy  Erpingham,  if  it  give  you  the  least - ” 

“  My  sweet  girl,”  interrupted  Lady  Erpingham,  when  a 
servant  approached  to  announce  visitors  at  the  castle. 

“  Will  you  go  into  the  saloon,  Constance  ?  ”  said  the 
elder  lady,  as,  thinking  still  of  love  and  Arthur  Godolphin, 
she  took  her  away  to  her  dressing-room  to  renovate  her 
rouge. 

It  would  have  been  a  pretty  amusement  to  one  of  the 
lesser  devils,  if,  during  the  early  romance  of  Lady  Erping- 
ham’s  feelings  towards  Arthur  Godolphin,  he  had  foretold 
her  the  hour  when  she  would  tell  how  Arthur  Godolphin 
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died  a  miser — just  five  minutes  before  sbe  repaired  to  the 
toilette  to  decorate  the  cheek  of  age  for  the  heedless  eyes 
of  a  common  acquaintance.  ’Tis  the  world’s  way !  For 
my  part,  I  would  undertake  to  find  a  better  world  in  that 
rookery  opposite  my  windows. 
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CHAPTEK  XII. 


DESCRIPTION  OP  GODOLPHIN’s  HOUSE. — THE  PIEST  INTERVIEW.- _ 

ITS  EFFECT  ON  CONSTANCE. 

"  But,”  asked  Constance,  as,  thenext  day,  Lady  Erpingham 
and  lierself  were  performing  the  appointed  pilgrimage  to 
the  rums  of  Godolphin  Priory,  “if  the  late  Mr.  Godolphin, 
as  e  giew  m  years,  acquired  a  turn  of  mind  so  penurious 
was  he  not  enabled  to  leave  his  son  some  addition  to  the 
piea  de  terre  we  are  about  to  visit  ?  ” 

He  must  certainly  have  left  some  ready  money  ” 
answered  Lady  Erpingham.  “  But  is  it,  after  all,  likely 
that  so  young  a  man  as  Percy  Godolphin  could  have  lived  in 
the  manner  he  has  done  without  incurring  debts  ?  It  is 
most  probable  that  he  had  some  recourse  to  those  persons 
so  willing  to  encourage  the  young  and  extravagant,  and 
that  repayment  to  them  will  more  than  swallow  up  any 
savings  his  father  might  have  amassed  ”  1  ^ 

„Hpps“rgh-”  Baid  Constance;  and  the  conversation 
f,  d  f  nto  ^  emarks  on  avaricious  fathers  and  prodigal  sons 
Constance  was  witty  on  the  subject,  and  Lady  Erpingham 
laughed  herself  into  excellent  humour  io1 

Pf St  T*  Wten  the^  a^ed  at  the 
rums.  I  he  carriage  stopped  before  a  small  inn  at  the 

entrance  of  a  dismantled  park;  and,  taking  advaitage  of 
the  beauty  of  the  day,  Lady  Erpingham  and  Constance 
walked  slowly  towards  the  remains  of  the  Priory 

•  LT6  SC£aie’  as  theAy  approached,  was  wild  and  picturesaue 

Si3esSm  CdUmd  a11 

still  spared,  and  now  mmrored  themselvP«  In  in  ,  0 
and  silent  tide.  Fragments  o£  stone  tav  “,  d  f  " 
considerable  distance,  and  the  whole  waVbncked  ht  “s' 
covered  with  gloomy  and  thick  wolTptae  ami  S 
he  left,  they  saw  the  stream  which  fed  the  r 

away  through  grassy  banks,  overgrown  with  the  willow  and 
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pollard  oak  :  and  there,  from  one  or  two  cottages,  only 
caught  in  glimpses,  thin  wreaths  of  smoke  rose  in  spires 
against  the  clear  sky.  To  the  right,  the  ground  was  broken 
into  a  thousand  glens  and  hollows  :  the  deer-loved  fern, 
the  golden  broom,  were  scattered  about  profusely ;  and 
here  and  there  were  dense  groves  of  pollards ;  or,  at  very 
rare  intervals,  some  single  tree  decaying,  (for  all  round 
bore  the  seal  of  vassalage  to  Time,)  but  mighty,  and  greenly 
venerable  in  its  decay. 

As  they  passed  over  a  bridge  that,  on  either  side  of  the 
stream,  emerged,  as  it  were,  from  a  thick  copse,  they 
caught  a  view  of  the  small  abode  that  adjoined  the  ruins. 
It  seemed  covered  entirely  with  ivy ;  and,  so  far  from 
diminishing,  tended  rather  to  increase  the  romantic  and 
imposing  effect  of  the  crumbling  pile  from  which  it  grew. 

They  opened  a  little  gate  at  the  other  extremity  of  the 
bridge,  and  in  a  few  minutes  more,  they  stood  at  the 
entrance  to  the  Priory. 

It  was  an  oak  door,  studded  with  nails.  The  jessamine 
grew  upon  either  side ;  and,  to  descend  to  a  common-place 
matter,  they  had  some  difficulty  in  finding  the  bell  among 
the  leaves  in  which  it  was  embedded.  When  they  had 
found  and  touched  it,  its  clear  and  lively  sound  rang  out 
in  that  still  and  lovely,  though  desolate  spot,  with  an 
effect  startling  and  impressive  from  its  contrast.  There  is 
something  very  fairylike  in  the  cheerful  voice  of  a  bell 
sounding  among  the  wilder  scenes  of  nature,  particularly 
where  Time  advances  his  claim  to  the  sovereignty  of  the 
landscape  ;  for  the  cheerfulness  is  a  little  ghostly,  and 
might  serve  well  enough  for  a  tocsin  to  the  elvish  hordes 
whom  our  footsteps  may  be  supposed  to  disturb. 

An  old  woman,  in  the  neat  peasant  dress  of  our  country, 
when,  taking  a  little  from  the  fashion  of  the  last  century, 
(the  cap  and  the  kerchief,)  it  assumes  no  ungraceful 
costume, — replied  to  their  summons.  She  was  the  solitary 
cicerone  of  the  place.  She  had  lived  there,  a  lone  and 
childless  widow,  for  thirty  years ;  and,  of  all  the  persons  I 
have  ever  seen,  would  furnish  forth  the  best  heroine  to  one 
of  those  pictures  of  homely  life  which  Wordsworth  has 
dignified  with  the  patriarchal  tenderness  of  his  genius. 

They  wound  a  narrow  passage,  and  came  to  the  ruins  of 
the  great  hall.  Its  gothic  arches  still  sprang  lightly  up- 
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ward  on  either  side  ;  and,  opening  a  large  stone  box  that 
stood  in  a  recess,  the  old  woman  showed  them  the  gloves, 
and  the  helmet,  and  the  tattered  banners,  which  had 
belonged  to  that  Clodolphin  who  had  fonght  side  bj  side 
with  Sidney,  when  he,  whose  life — as  the  noblest  of  British 
lyrists  hath  somewhere  said — was  “  poetry  pnt  into  action,”* 
received  his  death-wonnd  in  the  field  of  Zutphen. 

Thence  they  ascended,  by  the  dilapidated  and  crumbling 
staircase,  to  a  small  room,  in  which  the  visitors  were 
always  expected  to  rest  themselves,  and  enjoy  the  scene  in 
the  garden  below.  A  large  chasm  yawned  where  the  case¬ 
ment  once  was  ;  and  round  this  aperture  the  ivy  wreathed 
itself  in  fantastic  luxuriance.  A  sort  of  ladder,  suspended 
from  this  chasm  to  the  ground,  afforded  a  convenience  for 
those  who  were  tempted  to  a  short  excursion  by  the  view 
without. 

And  the  view  was  tempting!  A  smooth  green  lawn, 
surrounded  by  shrubs  and  flowers,  was  ornamented  in  the 
centre  by  a  fountain.  The  wraters  were,  it  is  true,  dried 
up  ;  but  the  basin,  and  the  “  Triton  with  his  wreathed 
shell,  still  remained.  A  little  to  the  rig'ht  was  an  old 
monkish  sun-dial ;  and  through  the  green  vista  yon  caught 
the  glimpse  of  one  of  those  grey,  grotesque  statues  with 
which  the  taste  of  Elizabeth’s  day  shamed  the  classic  chisel. 

There  was  something  quiet  and  venerable  about  the 
whole  place;  and  when  the  old  woman  said  to  Con¬ 
stance,  “Would  not  yon  like,  my  lady,  to  walk  down  and 
look  at  the  sun-dial  and  the  fountain  ?  ”  Constance  felt 
she  required  nothing  more  to  yield  to  her  inclination.  Lady 
Erpmgham,  less  adventurous,  remained  in  the  ruined 
chamber  ;  and  the  old  woman,  naturally  enough,  honoured 
the  elder  lady  with  her  company. 

Constance,  therefore,  descended  the  rude  steps  alone.  As 
she  paused  by  the  fountain,  an  indescribable  and  delicious 
feeling  of  repose  stole  over  a  mind  that  seldom  experienced 
any  sentiment  so  natural  or  so  soft.  The  hour,  the  stillness 
the  scene,  all  conspired  to  lull  the  heart  into  that  dreaming 
and  half-unconscious  reverie  in  which  poets  would  suppose 
the  hermits  of  elder  times  to  have  wasted  a  life,  indolent 
and.  yet  scarcely,  after  all,  unwise.  “Methinks,”  she  inlv 
soliloquized,  “while  I  look  around,  I  feel  as  if  I  could  give 
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up  my  objects  of  life;  renounce  my  hopes;  forget  to  be 
artificial  and  ambitious  ;  live  in  these  ruins,  and,”  (whispered 
the  spirit  within,)  “  loved  and  loving,  fulfil  the  ordinary 
doom  of  woman.” 

Indulging  a  mood,  which  the  proud  and  restless  Con¬ 
stance,  who  despised  love  as  the  poorest  of  human  weak¬ 
nesses,  though  easily  susceptible  to  all  other  species  of 
romance,  had  scarcely  ever  known  before,  she  wandered 
away  from  the  lawn  into  one  of  the  alleys  cut  amidst  the 
grove  around.  Caught  by  the  murmur  of  an  unseen  brook, 
she  tracked  it  through  the  trees,  as  its  sound  grew  louder 
and  louder  on  her  ear,  till  at  length  it  stole  upon  her  sight. 
The  sun,  only  winning  through  the  trees  at  intervals,  played 
capriciously  upon  the  cold  and  dark  waters  as  they  glided  on, 
and  gave  to  her,  as  the  same  effect  has  done  to  a  thousand 
poets,  ample  matter  for  a  simile  or  a  moral. 

She  approached  the  brook,  and  came  unawares  upon  the 
figure  of  a  young  man,  leaning  against  a  stunted  tree  that 
overhung  the  waters,  and  occupied  with  the  idle  amusement 
of  dropping  pebbles  in  the  stream.  She  saw  only  his  profile  ; 
but  that  view  is,  in  a  fine  countenance,  almost  always  the 
most  striking  and  impressive,  and  it  was  eminently  so  in 
the  face  before  her.  The  stranger,  who  was  scarcely  re¬ 
moved  from  boyhood,  was  dressed  in  deep  mourning.  He 
seemed  slight,  and  small  of  stature.  A  travelling  cap  of 
sables  contrasted,  not  hid,  light  brown  hair  of  singular 
richness  and  beauty.  His  features  were  of  that  pure  and 
severe  Greek  of  which  the  only  fault  is,  that  in  the  very 
perfection  of  the  chiselling  of  the  features  there  seems  some¬ 
thing  hard  and  stern.  The  complexion  Avas  pale,  even  to 
wanness  ;  and  the  whole  cast  and  contour  of  the  head  were 
full  of  intellect,  and  betokening  that  absorption  of  mind 
which  cannot  be  marked  in  any  one  without  exciting  a 
certain  vague  curiosity  and  interest. 

So  dark  and  wondrous  are  the  workings  of  our  nature, 
that  there  are  scarcely  any  of  us,  however  light  and  un¬ 
thinking,  who  would  not  be  arrested  by  the  countenance  of 
one  in  deep  reflection — who  would  not  pause,  and  long  to 
pierce  into  the  mysteries  that  were  agitating  that  world, 
most  illimitable  by  nature,  but  often  most  narrowed  by 
custom — the  world  within. 

And  this  interest,  powerful  as  it  is,  spelled  and  arrested 
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Constance  at  once.  Slie  remained  for  a  minute  gazing  on 
the  countenance  of  the  young  stranger,  and  then  she  the 
most  self-possessed  and  stately  of  human  creatures  blush¬ 
ing  deeply,  and  confused  though  unseen,  turned  lightly 
away  and  stopped  not  on  her  road  till  she  regained  the  old 
chamber  and  Lady  Erpingham.  _ 

The  old  woman  was  descanting  upon  the  merits  of  the 
late  lord  of  Godolphin  Priory,— 

“  For  though  they  called  him  close,  and  so  forth,  my 
lady,  yet  he  was  generous  to  others  ;  it  was  only  himself  he 
pinched.  But,  to  be  sure,  the  present  squire  won’t  take 
after  him  there.” 

“Has  Mr.  Percy  Godolphin  been  here  lately?”  asked 
Lady  Erpingham. 

“  He  is  at  the  cottage  now,  my  lady,”  replied  the  old 
woman.  “  He  came  two  days  ago.” 

“  Is  he  like  his  father  ?  ” 

“  Oh !  not  near  so  fine  looking  a  gentleman !  much 
smaller,  and  quite  pale-like.  He  seems  sickly  :  them  foreign 
parts  do  nobody  no  good.  He  was  as  fine  a  lad  at  sixteen 
years  old  as  ever  I  seed ;  but  now  he  is  not  like  the  same 
thing.” 

So  then  it  was  evidently  Percy  Godolphin  whom  Con¬ 
stance  had  seen  by  the  brook — the  owner  of  a  home  without 
coffers, and  estates  without  a  rent-roll — the  Percy  Godolphin, 
of  whom,  before  he  had  attained  the  age  when  others  have 
left  the  college,  or  even  the  school,  every  one  had  learned 
to  speak — some  favourably,  all  with  eagerness.  Constance 
felt  a  vague  interest  respecting  him  spring  up  in  her  mind  : 
she  checked  it,  for  it  was  a  sin  in  her  eyes  to  think  with 
interest  on  a  man  neither  rich  nor  powerful ;  and  as  she 
quitted  the  ruins  with  Lady  Erpingham,  she  communicated 
to  the  latter  her  adventure.  She  was,  however,  disingenuous  ; 
for  though  Godolphin’s  countenance  was  exactly  of  that 
cast  which  Constance  most  admired,  she  described  him  just 
as  the  old  woman  had  done  ;  and  Lady  Erpingham  figured 
to  herself,  from  the  description,  a  little  yellow  man,  with 
white  hair  and  a  turned- up  nose.  Oh  Truth  !  what  a  hard 
path  is  thine  !  Does  any  keep  it  for  three  inches  together 
in  the  commonest  trifle  ? — and  yet  two  sides  of  my  library 
are  filled  with  histories  ! 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

A  BALL  ANNOUNCED. — GODOLPHIN’s  VISIT  TO  WENDOVER  CASTLE. — 
HIS  MANNERS  AND  CONVERSATION. 

Ladt  Erpingham  (besides  her  daughter,  Lady  Eleanor, 
married  to  Mr.  Clare,  a  county  member,  of  large  fortune) 
was  blessed  with  one  son. 

The  present  Earl  bad  been  for  the  last  two  years  abroad. 
He  bad  never,  since  bis  accession  to  bis  title,  visited  Wen- 
dover  Castle ;  and  Lady  Erpingbam  one  morning  expe¬ 
rienced  the  delight  of  receiving  a  letter  from  bim,  dated 
Dover,  and  signifying  bis  intention  of  paying  ber  a  visit. 
In  honour  of  this  event,  Lady  Erpingbam  resolved  to  give 
a  grand  ball.  Cards  were  issued  to  all  the  families  in  the 
county ;  and,  among  others,  to  Mr.  Godolphin. 

On  the  third  day  after  this  invitation  bad  been  sent  to 
the  person  I  have  last  named,  as  Lady  Erpingbam  and 
Constance  were  alone  in  the  saloon,  Mr.  Percy  Godolphin 
was  announced.  Constance  blushed  as  she  looked  up,  and 
Lady  Erpingbam  was  struck  by  the  nobleness  of  bis  address, 
and  the  perfect  self-possession  of  bis  manner.  And  yet 
nothing  could  be  so  different  as  was  bis  deportment  from 
that  which  she  bad  been  accustomed  to  admire — from  that 
manifested  by  the  exquisites  of  the  day.  The  calm,  the 
nonchalance,  the  artificial  smile  of  langour,  the  evenness, 
so  insipid,  yet  so  irreproachable,  of  English  manners  when 
considered  most  polished, — all  this  was  the  reverse  of 
Godolphin’s  address  and  air.  In  short,  in  all  be  said  or  did 
there  was  something  foreign,  something  unfamiliar.  He 
was  abrupt  and  enthusiastic  in  conversation,  and  used 
gestures  in  speaking.  His  countenance  lighted  up  at  every 
word  that  broke  from  him  on  the  graver  subjects  of  dis¬ 
cussion.  You  felt,  indeed,  with  him,  that  you  were  with  a 
man  of  genius — a  wayward  and  a  spoiled  man,  who  had 
acquired  his  habits  in  solitude,  but  his  graces  in  the  world. 

They  conversed  about  the  ruins  of  the  Priory,  and  Con¬ 
stance  expressed  her  admiration  of  their  romantic  and 
picturesque  beauty.  “  Ah !  ”  said  he,  smiling,  but  with  a 
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slight  blush,  in  which  Constance  detected  something  of  pain ; 
“  I  heard  of  yonr  visit  to  my  poor  heaps  of  stone.  My 
father  took  great  pleasure  in  the  notice  they  attracted. 
When  a  proud  man  has  not  riches  to  be  proud  of,  he  grows 
proud  of  the  signs  of  his  poverty  itself.  This  was  the  case 
with  my  poor  father.  Had  he  been  rich,  the  ruins  would 
not  have  existed :  he  would  have  rebuilt  the  old  mansion. 
As  he  was  poor,  he  valued  himself  on  their  existence,  and 
fancied  magnificence  in  every  handful  of  moss.  But  all 
life  is  delusion  :  all  pride,  all  vanity,  all  pomp,  are  equally 
deceit.  Like  the  Spanish  hidalgo,  we  put  on  spectacles 
when  we  eat  our  cherries,  in  order  that  they  may  seem  ten 
times  as  big  as  they  are  !  ” 

Constance  smiled ;  and  Lady  Erpingham,  who  had  more 
kindness  than  delicacy,  continued  her  praises  of  the  Priory 
and  the  scenery  round  it. 

“  The  old  park,”  said  she,  “with  its  wood  and  water,  is 
so  beautiful !  It  wants  nothing  but  a  few  deer,  just  tame 
enough  to  come  near  the  ruins,  and  wild  enough  to  start 
away  as  you  approach.” 

“How  you  would  borrow  an  attraction  from  wealth,” 
said  Godolphin,  who,  unlike  English  persons  in  general, 
seemed  to  love  alluding  to  his  poverty:  “  it  is  not  for  the 
owner  of  a  ruined  Priory  to  consult  the  aristocratic  enchant¬ 
ments  of  that  costly  luxury,  the  Picturesque.  Alas  !  I  have 
not  even  wherewithal  to  feed  a  few  solitary  partridges ;  and 
I  hear,  that  if  I  go  beyond  the  green  turf,  once  a  park,  I 
shall  be  warned  off  forthwith,  and  my  very  qualification 
disputed.” 

Are  you  fond  of  shooting  ?  ”  said  Lady  Erpingham. 

“  I  fancy  I  should  be;  but  I  have  never  enjoyed  the  sport 
in  England.” 

-D°  pray  come,  then,”  said  Lady  Erpingham,  kindly, 
“and  spend  your  first  week  in  September  here.  Let  me 
see :  the  first  of  the  month  will  be  next  Thursday ;  dine 
with  us  on  Wednesday.  We  have  keepers  and  dogs  here 
enough,  thanks  to  Robert;  so  you  need  only  bring  your  gun.” 

“  You.  are  very  kind,  dear  Lady  Erpingham,”  said 
Godolphin  warmly  :  “  I  accept  your  invitation  at  once.” 

“  Your  father  was  a  very  old  friend  of  mine,”  said  the 
lady,  with  a  sigh. 

“He  was  an  old  admirer,”  said  the  gentleman,  with  a  bow. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

CONVERSATION  BETWEEN  GODOLPHIN  AND  CONSTANCE.  —  THE 
COUNTRY  LIRE  AND  THE  TOWN  LIFE. 

And  .Godolphin  came  on  the  appointed  Wednesday.  He 
was  animated  that  day  even  to  brilliancy.  Lady  Erping- 
ham  thought  him  the  most  charming  of  men ;  and  even 
Constance  forgot  that  he  was  no  match  for  herself.  Gifted 
and  cultivated  as  she  was,  it  was  not  without  delight  that 
she  listened  to  his  glowing  descriptions  of  scenery,  and  to 
his  playful,  yet  somewhat  melancholy  strain  of  irony  upon 
men  and  their  pursuits.  The  peculiar  features  of  her  mind 
made  her,  indeed,  like  the  latter  more  than  she  could 
appreciate  the  former ;  for  in  her  nature  there  was  more 
bitterness  than  sentiment.  Still,  his  rich  language  and 
fluent  periods,  even  in  description,  touched  her  ear  and 
fancy,.  though  they  sank  not  to  her  heart ;  and  she  yielded 
insensibly  to  the  spells  she  would  almost  have  despised  in 
another. 

The  next  day,  Constance,  who  was  no  very  early  riser, 
tempted  by  the  beauty  of  the  noon,  strolled  into  the 
gardens.  She  was  surprised  to  hear  Godolphin’s  voice 
behind  her  :  she  turned  round,  and  he  joined  her. 

“I  thought  you  were  on  your  shooting  expedition  ?  ” 

“  I  have  been  shooting,  and  I  am  returned.  I  was  out 
by  daybreak,  and  I  came  back  at  noon  in  the  hope  of  being 
allowed  to  join  you  in  your  ride  or  walk.” 

Constance  smilingly  acknowledged  the  compliment ;  and 
as  they  passed  up  the  straight  walks  of  the  old-fashioned 
and  stately  gardens,  Godolphin  turned  the  conversation 
upon  the  varieties  of  garden  scenery ;  upon  the  poets  who 
have  described  those  varieties  best;  upon  that  difference 
between  the  town  life  and  the  country,  on  which  the 
brothers  of  the  minstrel  craft  have,  in  all  ages,  so  glowingly 
insisted.  In  this  conversation,  certain  points  of  contrast 
between  the  characters  of  these  two  young  persons  might 
be  observed. 

“  I  confess  to  you,”  said  Godolphin,  “that  I  have  little 
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faith  in.  the  permanence  of  any  attaclmient  professed  for 
the  country  by  the  inhabitants  of  cities.  If  we  can  occupy 
our  minds  solely  with  the  objects  around  ns, — if  the  brook, 
and  the  old  tree,  and  the  golden  sunset,  and  the  summer 
night,  and  the  animal  and  homely  life  that  we  survey, — if 
these  can  fill  our  contemplation,  and  take  away  from  us  the 
feverish  schemes  of  the  future, — then  indeed  I  can  fully 
understand  the  reality  of  that  tranquil  and  happy  state 
which  our  elder  poets  have  described  as  incident  to  a 
country  life.  But  if  we  carry  with  ns  to  the  shade  all  the 
restless  and  perturbed  desires  of  the  city ;  if  we  only 
employ  present  leisure  in  schemes  for  an  agitated  future — 
then  it  is  in  vain  that  we  affect  the  hermit,  and  fly  to  the 
retreat.  The  moment  the  novelty  of  green  fields  is  over, 
and  our  projects  are  formed,  we  wish  to  hurry  to  the  city 
to  execute  them.  We  have,  in  a  word,  made  onr  retire¬ 
ment  only  a  nursery  for  schemes  now  springing  up,  and 
requiring  to  be  transplanted.” 

“You  are  right,”  said  Constance,  quickly;  “and  who 
would  pass  life  as  if  it  were  a  dream  ?  It  seems  to  me 
that  we  put  retirement  to  the  right  use  when  we  make  it 
only  subservient  to  onr  aims  in  the  world.” 

“  A  strange  doctrine  for  a  young  beauty,”  thought 
Grodolphin,  “  whose  head  ought  to  be  full  of  groves  and 
love.”  “  Then,”  said  he  aloud,  “I  must  rank  among  those 
who  abuse  the  purposes  of  retirement ;  for  I  have  hitherto 
been  flattered  to  think  that  I  enjoy  it  for  itself.  Despite 
the  artificial  life  I  have  led,  everything  that  speaks  of 
nature  has  a  voice  that  I  can  rarely  resist.  What  feelings 
created  in  a  city  can  compare  with  those  that  rise  so  gently 
and  so  unbidden  within  us  when  the  trees  and  the  waters 
are  our  only  companions — our  only  sources  of  excitement 
and  intoxication  ?  Is  not  contemplation  better  than  am¬ 
bition  ?” 

“  Can  yon  believe  it  ?  ”  said  Constance,  incredulously. 

“Ido.” 

Constance  smiled ;  and  there  would  have  been  contempt 
in  that  beautiful  smile,  had  not  Grodolphin  interested  her 
in  spite  of  herself. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

TUB  FEELINGS  OF  CONSTANCE  AND  GODOLPHIN  TOWARDS  EACH 
OTHER. — THE  DISTINCTION  IN  THEIR  CHARACTERS. — REMARKS 
ON  THE  EFFECTS  PRODUCED  BT  THE  WORLD  UPON  GODOLPHIN. — 
THE  RIDE. — RURAL  DESCRIPTIONS. — OMENS. — THE  FIRST  IN¬ 
DISTINCT  CONFESSION. 

Every  day,  at  the  hour  in  which  Constance  was  visible, 
Godolphin  had  loaded  the  keeper,  and  had  returned  to 
attend  npon  her  movements.  They  walked  and  rode 
together ;  and  in  the  evening,  Godolphin  hung  over  her 
chair,  and  listened  to  her  songs ;  for  though,  as  I  have 
before  said,  she  had  but  little  science  in  instrumental 
music,  her  voice  was  rich  and  soft  beyond  the  pathos  of 
ordinary  singers. 

Lady  Erpingham  saw,  with  secret  delight,  what  she 
believed  to  be  a  growing  attachment.  She  loved  Con¬ 
stance  for  herself,  and  Godolphin  for  his  father’s  memory. 
She  thought  again  and  again  what  a  charming  couple  they 
would  make — so  handsome — so  gifted :  and  if  Prudence 
whispered  also — so  poor,  the  kind  Countess  remembered, 
that  she  herself  had  saved  from  her  ample  jointure  a  sum 
which  she  had  always  designed  as  a  dowry  for  Constance, 
and  which,  should  Godolphin  be  the  bridegroom,  she  felt 
she  should  have  a  tenfold  pleasure  in  bestowing.  With 
this  fortune,  which  would  place  them,  at  least,  in  inde¬ 
pendence,  she  united  in  her  kindly  imagination  the  im¬ 
portance  which  she  imagined  Godolphin’s  talents  must 
ultimately  acquire ;  and  for  which,  in  her  aristocratic 
estimation,  she  conceived  the  senate  the  only  legitimate 
sphere.  She  said,  she  hinted,  nothing  to  Constance ;  but 
she  suffered  nature,  youth,  and  companionship  to  exercise 
their  sway. 

And  the  complexion  of  Godolphin’s  feelings  for  Con¬ 
stance  Yernon  did  indeed  resemble  love — was  love  itself, 
though  rather  love  in  its  romance  than  its  reality.  What 
were  those  of  Constance  for  him  ?  She  knew  not  herself 
at  that  time.  Had  she  been  of  a  character  one  shade  less 
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ambitious,  or  less  powerful,  they  would  have  been  love,  and 
love  of  no  common  character.  But  within  her  musing,  and 
self-possessed,  and  singularly  constituted  mind,  there  was, 
as  yet,  a  limit  to  every  sentiment,  a  chain  to  the  wings  of 
every  thought,  save  those  of  one  order ;  and  that  order 
was  not  of  love.  There  was  a  marked  difference,  in  all 
respects,  between  the  characters  of  the  two ;  and  it  was 
singular  enough,  that  that  of  the  woman  was  the  less 
romantic,  and  composed  of  the  simpler  materials. 

A  volume  of  Wordsworth’s  most  exquisite  poetry  had 
then  just  appeared.  “Is  not  this  wonderful,”  said  Godol- 
phin,  reciting  some  of  those  lofty,  but  refining  thoughts 
which  characterise  the  Pastor  of  modern  poets. 

Constance  shook  her  head. 

“  What !  you  do  not  admire  it  ?  ” 

“  I  do  not  understand  it.” 

“  What  poetry  do  you  admire  ?  ” 

“This.” 

It  was  Pope’s  translation  of  the  “  Iliad.” 

“Yes,  yes,  to  be  sure,”  said  Godolphin,  a  little  vexed; 
“  we  all  admire  this  in  its  way  :  but  what  else  P  ” 

Constance  pointed  to  a  passage  in  the  “  Palamon  and 
Arcite”  of  Dry  den. 

Godolphin  threw  down  his  Wordsworth.  “You  take 
an  ungenerous  advantage  of  me,”  said  he.  “  Tell  me 
something  you  admire,  which,  at  least,  I  may  have  the 
privilege  of  disputing, — something  that  you  think  gene¬ 
rally  neglected.” 

“I  admire  few  things  that  are  generally  neglected,” 
answered  Constance,  with  her  bright  and  proud  smile. 
“  Fame  gives  its  stamp  to  all  metal  that  is  of  intrinsic 
value.” 

This  answer  was  quite  characteristic  of  Constance :  she 
worshipped  fame  far  more  than  the  genius  which  won  it. 

“Well,  then,”  said  Godolphin,  “let  us  see  now  if  we  can 
come  to  a  compromise  of  sentiment;”  and  he  took  up  the 
“  Comus  ”  of  Milton. 

No  one  read  poetry  so  beautifully  :  his  voice  was  so  deep 
and  flexible ;  and  his  countenance  answered  so  well  to 
every  modulation  of  his  voice.  Constance  was  touched  by 
the  reader,  but  not  by  the  verse.  Godolphin  had  great 
penetration ;  he  perceived  it,  and  turned  to  the  speeches  of 
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Satan  in  “  Paradise  Lost.”  The  noble  countenance  before 
him  grew  luminous  at  once:  the  lip  quivered,  the  eye 
sparkled ;  the  enthusiasm  of  Godolphin  was  not  comparable 
to  that  of  Constance.  The  fact  was,  that  the  broad  and 
common  emotions  of  the  intellectual  character  struck  upon 
the  right  key.  Courage,  defiance,  ambition,  these  she 
comprehended  to  their  fullest  extent ;  but  the  rich  subtle¬ 
ties  of  thought  which  mark  the  cold  and  bright  page  of  the 
“Comus;”  the  noble  Platonism — the  high  and  rare  love 
for  what  is  abstractedly  good,  these  were  not  “sonorous 
and  trumpet-speaking  ”  enough  for  the  heart  of  one  meant 
by  Nature  for  a  heroine  or  a  queen,  not  a  poetess  or  a 
philosopher. 

But  all  that  in  literature  was  delicate,  and  half-seen,  and 
abstruse,  had  its  peculiar  charm  for  Godolphin.  Of  a 
reflective  and  refining  mind,  he  had  early  learned  to  despise 
the  common  emotions  of  men :  glory  touched  him  not,  and 

to  ambition  he  had  shut  his  heart.  Love,  with  him _ even 

though  he  had  been  deemed,  nor  unjustly,  a  man  of  gal¬ 
lantry  and  pleasure — love  was  not  compounded  of  the 
ordinary  elements  of  the  passions.  Pull  of  dreams,  and 
refinements,  and  intense  abstractions,  it  was  a  love  that 
seemed  not  homely  enough  for  endurance,  and  of  too  rare 
a  nature  to  hope  for  symqiathy  in  return. 

And  so  it  was  in  his  intercourse  with  Constance ;  both 
were  continually  disappointed.  “You  do  not  feel  this,” 
said  Constance.  “  She  cannot  understand  me,”  sighed 
Godolphin. 

But  we  must  not  suppose — despite  his  refinements,  and 
his  reveries,  and  his  love  for  the  intellectual  and  the  pure 
— that  Godolphin  was  of  a  stainless  character  or  mind. 
He  was  one  who,  naturally  full  of  decided  and  marked 
qualities,  was,  by  the  peculiar  elements  of  our  society,  ren¬ 
dered  a  doubtful,  motley,  and  indistinct  character,  tinc¬ 
tured  by  the  frailties  that  leave  us  in  a  wavering  state 
between  vice  and  virtue.  The  energies  that  had  marked 
his  boyhood  were  dulled  and  crippled  in  the  indolent  life  of 
the  world.  His  wandering  habits  for  the  last  few  years — 
the  soft  and  poetical  existence  of  the  South — had  fed  his 
natural  romance,  and  nourished  that  passion  for  contem¬ 
plation  which  the  intellectual  man  of  pleasure  so  commonly 
forms  ;  for  pleasure  has  a  philosophy  of  its  own— a  sad,  a 
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fanciful,  yet  deep  persuasion  of  tlie  vanity  of  all  tilings  a 
craving  after  the  bright  ideal — 

“  The  desire  of  the  moth  for  the  star.” 

Solomon’s  thirst  for  pleasure  was  the  companion  of  his 
wisdom  :  satiety  was  the  offspring  of  the  one — discontent 
of  the  other.  But  this  philosophy,  though  seductive,  is  of 
no  wholesome  nor  useful  character;  it  is  the  philosophy  of 
feelings,  not  principles — of  the  heart,  not  head.  So  with 
Go  dolphin :  he  was  too  refined  in  his  moralising  to  cling 
to  what  was  moral.  The  simply  good  and  the  simply  bad 
he  left  for  us  plain  folks  to  discover.  He  was  nnattracted 
by  the  doctrines  of  right  and  wrong  which  serve  for  all 
men ;  hut  he  had  some  obscure  and  shadowy  standard  in 
his  own  mind  by  which  he  compared  the  actions  of  others. 
He  had  imagination,  genius,  even  heart ;  was  brilliant 
always,  sometimes  profound;  graceful  in  society,  yet 
seldom  social :  a  lonely  man,  yet  a  man  of  the  world  ; 
generous  to  individuals,  selfish  to  the  mass.  How  many 
fine  qualities  worse  than  thrown  away  ! 

Who  will  not  allow  that  he  has  met  many  such  men  ? — 
and  who  will  not  follow  this  man  to  his  end  ? 

One  day  (it  was  the  last  of  Godolphin’s  protracted 
visit),  as  the  sun  was  waning  to  its  close,  and  the  time  was 
unusually  soft  and  tranquil,  Constance  and  Godolphin  were 
returning  slowly  home  from  their  customary  ride.  They 
passed  by  a  small  inn,  bearing  the  common  sign  of  the 
“  Chequers,”  round  which  a  crowd  of  peasants  were  assem¬ 
bled,  listening  to  the  rude  music  which  a  wandering  Italian 
boy  drew  from  his  guitar.  The  scene  was  rustic  and  pic¬ 
turesque  ;  and  as  Godolphin  reined  in  his  horse  and  gazed 
on  the  group,  he  little  dreamed  of  the  fierce  and  dark 
emotions  with  which,  at  a  far  distant  period,  he  was  des¬ 
tined  to  revisit  that  spot. 

“  Our  peasants,”  said  he,  as  they  rode  on,  “require  some 
humanising  relaxation  like  that  we  have  witnessed.  The 
music  and  the  morris-dance  have  gone  from  England ;  and 
instead  of  providing,  as  formerly,  for  the  amusement  of  the 
grinded  labourer,  our  legislators  now  regard  with  the  most 
watchful  jealousy  his  most  distant  approach  to  festivity. 
They  cannot  bear  the  rustic  to  be  merry :  disorder  and 
amusement  are  words  for  the  same  offence.” 
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“  ^  cloubt,”  said  the  earnest  Constance,  “  whether  the 
legislators  are  not  right.— For  men  given  to  amusement 
are  easily  enslaved.  All  noble  thoughts  are  grave.” 
u  ta^ing,  they  passed  a  shallow  ford  in  the  stream 

.  Wf  a!’e  not  far  from  the  Priory,”  said  Godolpliin,  point¬ 
ing  to  its  rums,  that  rose  greyly  in  the  evening  skies  from 
the  green  woods  around  it. 

Constance  sighed  involuntarily.  She  felt  pain  in  being 
reminded  of  the  slender  fortunes  of  her  companion  As° 
(lending  the  gentle  hill  that  swelled  from  the  stream,  she 
now,  to  turn  the  current  of  her  thoughts,  pointed  ad¬ 
miringly  to  the  blue  course  of  the  waters,  as  they  wound 
through  their  shagged  banks.  And  deep,  dark,  rushing 
even  at  that  still  hour,  went  the  stream  through  the 
boughs  that  swept  over  its  surface.  Here  and  there  the 
banks  suddenly  shelved  down,  mingling  with  the  waves ; 
then  abruptly  they  rose,  overspread  with  thick  and  tan- 
glec.  uinbi age,  several  feet  above  the  level  of  the  river. 

“How  strange  it  is,”  said  Godolphin,  “that  at  times  a 
feeling  comes  over,  as  we  gaze  upon  certain  places,  which 
associates  the  scene  either  with  some  dim-remembered  and 
dream-like  images  of  the  Past,  or  with  a  projihetic  and 
fearful  omen  of  the  Future.  As  I  gaze  now  upon  the  spot 
— those  banks — that  whirling  river — it  seems  as  if  my 
destiny  claimed  a  mysterious  sympathy  with  the  scene: 
when — how — wherefore — I  know  not — guess  not:  only 
this  shadowy  and  chilling  sentiment  unaccountably  creeps 
over  me.  Every  one  has  known  a  similar  strange,  indis¬ 
tinct  feeling  at  certain  times  and  places,  and  with  a  similar 
inability  to  trace  the  cause.  And  yet,  is  it  not  singular 
'that  in  poetry,  which  wears  most  feelings  to  an  echo,  I 
have  never  met  with  any  attempt  to  describe  it  ?  ” 

“Because  poetry,”  said  Constance,  “is,  after  all,  but  a 
hackneyed  imitation  of  the  most  common  thoughts,  giving 
them  merely  a  gloss  by  the  brilliancy  of  verse.  And  yet 
how  little  poets  Jcnow  !  They  imagine,  and  they  imitate ; 

■ — behold  all  their  secrets!” 

“Perhaps  you  are  right,”  said  Godolphin,  musingly; 

“  and  I,  who  have  often  vainly  fancied  I  had  the  poetical 
temperament,  have  been  so  chilled  and  sickened  by  the 
characteristics  of  the  tribe,  that  I  have  checked  its  impulses 
with  a  sort  of  disdain ;  and  thus  the  Ideal,  having  no  vent 
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in.  me,  preys  within,  creating  a  thousand  undefined  dreams 
and  unwilling  superstitions,  making  me  enamoured  of  the 
Shadowy  and  Unknown,  and  dissatisfying  me  with  the 
petty  ambitions  of  the  world.” 

“  You  will  awake  hereafter,”  said  Constance,  earnestly. 

Godolphin  shook  his  head,  and  replied  not. 

Their  way  now  lay  along  a  green  lane  that  gradually 
wound  round  a  hill  commanding  a  view  of  great  richness 
and  beauty.  Cottages,  and  spires,  and  groves,  gave  life — 
but  it  was  scattered  and  remote  life — to  the  scene;  and 
the  broad  stream,  whose  waves,  softened  in  the  distance, 
did  not  seem  to  break  the  even  surface  of  the  tide,  flowed 
onward,  glowing  in  the  sun-light,  till  it  was  lost  among 
dark  and  luxuriant  woods. 

Both  once  more  arrested  their  horses  by  a  common  im¬ 
pulse,  and  both  became  suddenly  silent  as  they  gazed. 
Godolphin  was  the  first  to  speak :  it  brought  to  his  memory 
a  scene  in  that  delicious  land,  whose  Southern  loveliness 
Claude  has  transfused  to  the  canvas,  and  De  Stael  to  the 
page.  With  his  own  impassioned  and  earnest  language, 
he  spoke  to  Constance  of  that  scene  and  that  country. 
Every  tree  before  him  furnished  matter  for  his  illustration 
or  his  contrast ;  and,  as  she  heard  that  magic  voice,  and 
speaking,  too,  of  a  country  dedicated  to  love,  Constance 
listened  with  glistening  eyes,  and  a  cheek  which  he — con¬ 
summate  master  of  the  secrets  of  womanhood — perceived 
was  eloquent  with  thoughts  which  she  knew  not,  but  which 
he  interpreted  to  the  letter. 

“  And  in  such  a  spot,”  said  he,  continuing,  and  fixing 
his  deep  and  animated  gaze  on  her, — “  in  such  a  spot  I 
could  have  stayed  for  ever  but  for  one  recollection,  one 
feeling — I  should  have  been  too  much  alone  !  In  a  wild,  or 
a  grand,  or  even  a  barren  country,  we  may  live  in  solitude, 
and  find  fit  food  for  thought ;  but  not  in  one  so  soft,  so 
subduing,  as  that  which  I  saw  and  see.  Love  comes  over 
us  then  in  spite  of  ourselves ;  and  I  feel — I  feel  now — ” 
his  voice  trembled  as  he  spoke — “  that  any  secret  we  may 
before  have  nursed,  though  hitherto  unacknowledged, 
makes  itself  at  length  a  voice.  We  are  oppressed  with  the 
desire  to  be  loved;  we  long  for  the  courage  to  say  we 
love.”  J 

Never  before  had  Godolphin,  though  constantly  verging 
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into  sentiment,  spoken  to  Constance  in  so  plain  a  language. 
Eye,  voice,  cheek — all  spoke.  She  felt  that  he  had  con¬ 
fessed  he  loved  her !  And  was  she  not  happy  at  that 
thought  ?  She  was  :  it  was  her  happiest  moment.  But, 
in  that  sort  of  vague  and  indistinct  shrinking  from  the 
subject  with  which  a  woman  who  loves  hears  a  disclosure 
of  love  from  him  on  whose  lips  it  is  most  sweet,  she  mut¬ 
tered  some  confused  attempt  to  change  the  subject,  and 
quickened  her  horse’s  pace.  Godolphin  did  not  renew  the 
topic  so  interesting  and  so  dangerous,  only,  as  with  the 
winding  of  the  road  the  landscape  gradually  faded  from 
their  view,  he  said,  in  a  low  voice,  as  if  to  himself, — “  How 
long,  how  fondly,  shall  I  remember  this  day  !  ’ 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

GODOLPHIN’S  RETURN  HOME. — HIS  SOLILOQUY. — LORD  ERPING- 

ham’s  arrival  at  wendover  castle.— the  earl  described. 

—HIS  ACCOUNT  OE  GODOLPHIN’S  LIRE  AT  ROME. 

With  a  listless  step,  Grodolphin  re-entered  the  threshold 
cottage-home.  He  passed  into  a  small  chamber 
which  was  yet  the  largest  in  his  house.  The  poor  and 
scanty  furniture  scattered  around;  the  old,  tuneless,  broken 
harpsichord  ;  the  worn  and  tattered  carpet ;  the  tenantless 
birdcage  m  the  recess  by  the  window;  the  book-shelves 
containing  some  dozens  of  worthless  volumes  ;  the  sofa  of  the 
last  century,  (when,  if  people  knew  comfort,  they  placed  it 
not  m  buugmg,)  small,  narrow,  highbacked,  hard,  and 
knotted  ;  these,  3ust  as  his  father  had  left,  just  as  his  boy- 
ood  had  seen,  them,  greeted  him  with  a  comfortless  and 
chid,  though  familiar  welcome.  It  was  evening  •  be 
ordered  a  fire  and  lights ;  and  leaning  his  face  on  his  hand 
as  he  contemplated  the  fitful  and  dusky  outbreaking  of 

S-  J  he  siTht  ,1  T  °Vhf  ^d  contracted 

heart.'  h  £  d°W“  *°  hold  commune  with  his 

deSa  m^X^’Voor4^  “d°I?,-  1 

nothing  whereby  to  re  itemT Z£T fZJJ f  ^ 
bmld  this  mansion,  or  repurchase  yonder  demesnes  n 
her !  I,  who  have  known  the  valJe  of  her  s«  s„  well  ftl? 

a  S  « 

not  time.  In  three  vears  thpvA  P  ssession  true — but 

face  of  Constance,^  I 

broken  as  they  are  can  surmnvf  1  i  '  fortunes, 

few  wants.  But  if ’married!  the  Whtv  pnd,with 
wife!  Nav  nw  nmr!  ii, ;  ,  Jaau&fity  Constance  my 

the  hero  of  Pail  the  pupil  oT&vSk  >  1°  f^'Y* ' s' 
as  even  to  dream  of  such  a  madness  !  '  h&  S°  begmled 
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“  Yet  I  have  that  -within  me  that  might  make  a  stir  in 
the  world — I  might  rise.  Professions  are  open  ;  the  Diplo¬ 
macy,  the  House  of  Commons.  What!  Percy  Godolphin 
he  ass  enough  to  grow  ambitious  !  to  toil,  to  fret,  to  slave, 
to  answer  fools  on  a  first  principle,  and  die  at  length  of  a 
broken  heart  or  a  lost  place  !  Pooh,  pooh  !  I,  who  despise 
your  prime  ministers,  can  scarcely  stoop  to  their  appren¬ 
ticeship.  Life  is  too  short  for  toil.  And  what  do  men 
strive  for  ? — to  enjoy  :  but  why  not  enjoy  without  the  toil  ? 
And  relinquish  Constance  ?  Ay,  it  is  but  one  woman 
lost!  ” 

So  ended  the  soliloquy  of  a  man  scarcely  of  age.  The 
world  teaches  us  its  last  lessons  betimes  ;  but  then,  lest  we 
should  have  nothing  left  to  acquire  from  its  wisdom,  it 
employs  the  rest  of  our  life  in  unlearning  all  that  it  first 
taught. 

Meanwhile,  the  time  approached  when  Lord  Erpingham 
was  to  arrive  at  Wendover  Castle ;  and  at  length  came  the 
day  itself.  Naturally  anxious  to  enjoy  as  exclusively  as 
possible  the  company  of  her  son  the  first  day  of  his  return 
from  so  long  an  absence,  Lady  Erpingham  had  asked  no 
one  to  meet  him.  The  earl’s  heavy  travelling-carriage  at 
length  rolled  clattering  up  the  court- yard;  and  in  a  few 
minutes  a  tall  man,  in  the  prime  of  life,  and  borrowing 
some  favourable  effect  as  to  person  from  the  large  cloak  of 
velvet  and  furs  which  hung  round  him,  entered  the  room, 
and  Lady  Erpingham  embraced  her  son.  The  kind  and 
familiar  manner  with  which  he  answered  her  inquiries  and 
congratulations  was  somewhat  changed  when  he  suddenly 
perceived  Constance.  Lord  Erpingham  was  a  cold  man, 
and,  like  most  cold  men,  ashamed  of  the  evidence  of  affec¬ 
tion.  He  greeted  Constance  very  quietly ;  and,  as  she 
thought,  slightly :  but  his  eyes  turned  to  her  far  more  often 
than  any  friend  of  Lord  Erpingham’s  might  ever  have 
remarked  those  large  round  hazel  eyes  turn  to  any  one 
before. 

When  the  earl  withdrew  to  adjust  his  toilet  for  dinner, 
Lady  Erpingham,  as  she  wiped  her  eyes,  could  not  help 
exclaiming  to  Constance,  41  Is  he  not  handsome  ?  YVLat  a 
figure !  ” 

Constance  was  a  little  addicted  to  flattery  where  she  liked 
the  one  who  was  to  be  flattered,  and  she  assented  readily 
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enough,  to  the  maternal  remark.  Hitherto,  however,  she 
had  not  observed  anything  more  in  Lord  Erpingham  than 
his  height  and  his  cloak :  as  he  re-entered  and  led  her  to 
the  dining-room  she  took  a  better,  though  still  but  a  casual, 
survey. 

Lord  Erpingham  was  that  sort  of  person  of  whom  men 
always  say,  “  What  a  prodigiously  fine  fellow  !  ”  He  was 
above  six  feet  high,  stout  in  proportion :  not,  indeed,  ac¬ 
curately  formed,  nor  graceful  in  bearing,  but  quite  as  much 
so  as  a  man  of  six  feet  high  need  be.  He  had  a  manly 
complexion  of  brown,  yellow,  and  red.  His  whiskers  were 
exceedingly  large,  black,  and  well  arranged.  His  eyes,  as 
I  have  before  said,  were  round,  large  and  hazel ;  they  were 
also  unmeaning.  His  teeth  were  good ;  and  his  nose, 
neither  aquiline  nor  Grecian,  was  yet  a  very  showy  nose 
upon  the  whole.  All  the  maid-servants  admired  him ;  and 
you  felt,  in  looking  at  him,  that  it  was  a  pity  our  army 
should  lose  so  good  a  grenadier. 

Lord  Erpingham  was  a  Whig  of  the  old  school:  he 
thought  the  Tory  boroughs  ought  to  be  thrown  open.  He 
was  generally  considered  a  sensible  man.  He  had  read 
Blackstone,  Montesquieu,  Cowper’s  Poems,  and  “  The 
Rambler ;  ”  and  he  was  always  heard  with  great  attention 
in  the  House  of  Lords.  In  his  moral  character  he  was  a 
bonvivant,  as  far  as  wine  is  concerned;  for  choice  eating 
he  cared  nothing.  He  was  good-natured,  but  close  ;  brave 
enough  to  fight  a  duel,  if  necessary  ;  and  religious  enough 
to  go  to  church  once  a-week — in  the  country. 


So  far  Lord  Erpingham  might  seem  modelled  from  one 
ot  bur  Walter  s  heroes :  we  must  reverse  the  medal,  and 
show  the  points  in  which  he  differed  from  those  patterns 
ot  propriety. 

Like  the  generality  of  his  class,  he  Tva.s  ■nPP.nliQvlTT 


some  state  office  for  a  whole  year,  and  insisted 


the  emoluments. 


on  returning 


Such  was  Robert  Earl  of  Erpingham.  During  dinner. 


GoboiiPHrisr. 


69 


at  which  lie  displayed,  to  his  mother’s  great  delight,  a  most 
excellent  appetite,  he  listened,  as  well  as  he  might,  con¬ 
sidering  the  more  legitimate  occupation  of  the  time  and 
season,  to  Lady  Erpingham’s  recitals  of  county  history ; 
her  long  answers  to  his  brief  inquiries  whether  old  friends 
were  dead  and  young  ones  married ;  and  his  countenance 
brightened  up  to  an  expression  of  interest  —  almost  of 
intelligence — when  he  was  told  that  birds  were  said  to  be 
plentiful. 

As  the  servants  left  the  room,  and  Lord  Erpingham  took 
his  first  glass  of  claret,  the  conversation  fell  upon  Percy 
Godolphin. 

.  “He  has  been  staying  with  us  a  whole  fortnight,” 
said  Lady  Erpingham ;  “  and,  by  the  by,  he  said  he 
had  met  you  in  Italy,  and  mentioned  your  name  as  it  de¬ 
served.” 

“  Indeed  !  And  did  he  really  condescend  to  praise  me?  ” 
said  Lord  Erpingham,  with  eagerness ;  for  there  was  that 
about  Godolphin,  and  his  reputation  for  fastidiousness, 
which  gave  a  rarity  and  a  value  to  his  praise,  at  least  to 
lordly  ears.  “  Ah  !  he’s  a  queer  fellow :  he  led  a  very 
singular  life  in  Italy.” 

“  So  I  have  always  heard,”  said  Lady  Erpingham. 
“  But  of  what  description  ?  was  he  very  wild  ?  ” 

“Ho,  not  exactly:  there  was  a  good  deal  of  mystery 
about  him :  he  saw  very  few  English,  and  those  were 
chiefly  men  who  played  high.  He  was  said  to  have  a  great 
deal  of  learning  and  so  forth.” 

“  Oh !  then  he  was  surrounded,  I  suppose,  by  those 
medalists  and  picture-sellers,  and  other  impostors,  who 
live  upon  such  of  our  countrymen  as  think  themselves 
blessed  with  a  taste  or  afflicted  with  a  genius,”  said  Lady 
Erpingham  ;  who,  having  lived  with  the  wits  and  orators 
of  the  time,  had  caught  mechanically  their  way  of  round¬ 
ing  a  period. 

“  Par  from  it !  ”  returned  the  earl.  “Godolphin  is  much 
too  deep  a  fellow  for  that :  he’s  not  easily  taken  in,  I  assure 
you.  I  confess  I  don’t  like  him  the  worse  for  that,”  added 
the  close  noble.  “  But  he  lived  with  the  Italian  doctors 
and  men  of  science ;  and  encouraged,  in  particular,  one 
strange  fellow  who  affected  sorcery,  I  fancy,  or  something 
very  like  it.  Godolphin  resided  in  a  very  lonely  spot  at 
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Rome  :  and  I  believe  laboratories,  and  caldrons,  and  all 
sorts  of  devilisb  things,  were  always  at  work  there — at 
least,  so  people  said.” 

“And  yet,”  said  Constance,  “yon  thought  him  too 
sensible  to  be  easily  taken  in  ?  ” 

“  Indeed  I  do,  Miss  Vernon  ;  and  the  proof  of  it  is,  that 
no  man  has  less  fortune  or  is  more  made  of.  He  plays,  it 
is  true,  but  only  occasionally ;  though  as  a  player  at  games 
of  skill — piquet,  billiards,  whist, — he  has  no  equal,  unless 
it  be  Saville.  But  then  Saville,  entre  nous,  is  suspected  of 
playing  unfairly.” 

“  And  you  are  quite  sure,”  said  the  placid  Lady  Erping- 
ham,  “  that  Mr.  Godolphin  is  only  indebted  to  skill  for  his 
success  ?  ” 

Constance  darted  a  glance  of  fire  at  the  speaker. 

“  Why,  faith,  I  believe  so  !  Ho  one  ever  accused  him  of 
a  single  shabby,  or  even  suspicious  trick :  and  indeed,  as  I 
said  before,  no  one  was  ever  more  sought  after  in  society, 
though  he  shuns  it ;  and  he’s  devilish  right,  for  it’s  a 
cursed  bore  !  ” 

“My  dear  Robert!  at  your  age!”  exclaimed  the 
mother. 

“  But,”  continued  the  earl,  turning  to  Constance — “  but, 
Miss  Vernon,  a  man  may  have  his  weak  point;  and  the 
cunning  Italian  may  have  it  on  Godolphin’s,  clever  as  he  is 
in  general:  though,  for  my  part,  I  will  tell  you  frankly, 
I  think  he  only  encouraged  him  to  mystify  and  perplex 
people,  just  to  get  talked  of — -vanity,  in  short.  He’s  a 
good-looking  fellow,  that  Godolphin — eh  ?  ”  continued  the 
earl,  in  the  tone  of  a  man  who  meant  you  to  deny  what  he 
asserted. 

“  Oh,  beautiful !  ”  said  Lady  Erpingham.  “  Such  a 
countenance !  ” 

“  Deuced  pale,  though  ! — eh  ? — and  not  the  best  of 
figures  :  thin,  narrow-shouldered,  eh — eh  ?  ’  ’ 

Godolphin’s  proportions  were  faultless ;  but  your  strap¬ 
ping  heroes  think  of  a  moderate-sized  man  as  mathema¬ 
ticians  define  a  point — declare  that  he  has  no  length  nor 
breadth  whatsoever. 

“  What  say  you ,  Constance  ?  ”  asked  Lady  Erpingham, 
meaningly. 

Constance  felt  the  meaning,  and  replied  calmly,  that 
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Mr.  Godolphin  appeared  to  her  handsomer  than  any  one 
she  had  seen  lately. 

Lord  Erpingham  played  with  his  neckcloth,  and  Lady 
Erpingham  rose  to  leave  the  room.  “\D — d  fine  girl!” 
said  the  earl,  as  he  shut  the  door  upon  Constance ; — “  but 
d — d  sharp !  ”  added  he,  as  he  resettled  himself  on  his 
chair. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

CONSTANCE  AT  HER  TOILET. — HER  FEELINGS. — HER  CHARACTER 
OF  BEAUTY  DESCRIBED. — THE  BALL. — THE  DUCHESS  OF  WIN- 
STOUN  AND  HER  DAUGHTER. — AN  INDUCTION  FROM  THE 

NATURE  OF  FEMALE  RIVALRIES. — JEALOUSY  IN  A  LOVER. - 

IMPERTINENCE  RETORTED. — LISTENERS  NEVER  HEAR  GOOD  OF 
THEMSELVES. — REMARKS  ON  THE  AMUSEMENTS  OF  A  PUBLIC 
ASSEMBLY. —  THE  SUPPER. —  THE  FALSENESS  OF  SEEMING 
GAIETY. — VARIOUS  REFLECTIONS,  NEW  AND  TRUE. — WHAT 
PASSES  BETWEEN  GODOLPHIN  AND  CONSTANCE. 

It  was  the  evening  of  the  ball  to  he  given  in  honour  of 
Lord  Erpingham’s  arrival.  Constance,  dressed  for  con¬ 
quest,  sat  alone  in  her  dressing-room.  Her  woman  had 
just  left  her.  The  lights  still  burned  in  profusion  about 
the  antique  chamber,  (antique,  for  it  was  situated  in  the 
oldest  part  of  the  castle ;)  those  lights  streamed  full  upon 
the  broad  brow  and  exquisite  features  of  Miss  Vernon.  As 
she  leaned  back  in  her  chair — the  fairy  foot  upon  the  low 
Gothic  stool,  and  the  hands  drooping  beside  her  despond- 
ingly — her  countenance  betrayed  much,  but  sot  serene, 
thought ;  and,  mixed  with  that  thought,  was  something  of 
irresolution  and  of  great  and  real  sadness. 

It  is  not,  as  I  have  before  hinted,  to  be  supposed  that 
Constance  s  lot  had  been  hitherto  a  proud  one,  even  though 
she  was  the  most  admired  beauty  of  her  day ;  even  though 
she  lived  with,  and  received  adulation  from,  the  high,  and 
noble,  and  haughty  of  her  land.  Often,  in  the  glittering 
crowd  that  she  attracted  around  her,  her  ear,  sharpened  by 
the  jealousy  and  pride  of  her  nature,  caught  words  that 
dashed  the  cup  of  pleasure  and  of  vanity  with  shame  and 
anger.  “  What !  that  the  Vernon’s  daughter  ?  Poor  girl ! 
dependent  entirely  on  Lady  Erpingham  !  Ah !  she’ll  take 
in  some  rich  roturier,  I  hope.” 

_  Such  words  from  ill-tempered  dowagers  and  faded  beau¬ 
ties  were  no  unfrequent  interruption  to  her  brief-lived  and 
wearisome  triumphs.  She  heard  manoeuvring  mothers 
caution  their  booby  sons,  whom  Constance  would  have 
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looked  into  the  dust  had  tliey  dared  but  to  touch  her  hand, 
against  her  untitled  and  undowried  charms.  She  saw 
cautious  earls,  who  were  all  courtesy  one  night,  all  coldness 
another,  as  some  report  had  reached  them,  accusing  their 
hearts  of  feeling  too  deeply  her  attractions,  or,  as  they 
themselves  suspected,  for  the  first  time,  that  a  heart  was 
not  a  word  for  a  poetical  nothing,  and  that  to  look  on  so 
beautiful  and  glorious  a  creature  was  sufficient  to  convince 
them,  even  yet,  of  the  possibility  of  emotion.  She  had  felt 
to  the  quick  the  condescending  patronage  of  duchesses  and 
chaperons;  the  oblique  hint;  the  nice  and  fine  distinction 
which,  in  polished  circles,  divides  each  grade  from  the 
other,  and  allows  you  to  be  galled  without  the  pleasure  of 
feeling  justified  in  offence. 

All  this,  which,  in  the  flush  and  heyday  of  youth,  and 
gaiety,  and  loveliness,  would  have  been  unnoticed  by  other 
women,  rankled  deep  in  the  mind  of  Constance  Yernon. 
The  image  of  her  dying  father,  his  complaints,  his  accusa¬ 
tions,  (the  justice  of  which  she  never  for  an  instant  ques¬ 
tioned,)  rose  up  before  her  in  the  brightest  hours  of  the 
dance  and  the  revel.  She  was  not  one  of  those  women 
whose  meek  and  gentle  nature  would  fly  what  wounds 
them :  Constance  had  resolved  to  conquer.  Despising  glit¬ 
ter,  and  gaiety,  and  show,  she  burned,  she  thirsted  for 
power — a  power  which  could  retaliate  the  insults  she  fancied 
she  had  received,  and  should  turn  condescension  into  homage. 
This  object,  which  every  casual  word,  every  heedless  glance 
from  another,  fixed  deeper  and  deeper  in  her  heart,  took  a 
sort  of  sanctity  from  the  associations  with  which  she  linked 
it — her  father’s  memory  and  his  dying  breath. 

At  this  moment  in  which  we  have  portrayed  her,  all 
these  restless,  and  sore,  and  haughty  feelings  were  busy 
within ;  but  they  were  combated,  even  while  the  more 
fiercely  aroused,  by  one  soft  and  tender  thought— the 
image  of  Godolphin — of  Godolphin,  the  spendthrift  heir  of 
a  broken  fortune  and  a  fallen  house.  She  felt  too  deeply 
that  she  loved  him  ;  and,  ignorant  of  his  worldlier  qualities, 
imagined  that  he  loved  her  with  all  the  devotion  of  that 
romance,  and  the  ardour  of  that  genius,  which  appeared  to 
her  to  compose  his  character.  But  this  persuasion  gave 
her  now  no  delightful  emotion.  Convinced  that  she  ought 
to  reject  him,  his  image  only  coloured  with  sadness  those 
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objects  and  that  ambition  which  she  had  hitherto  regarded 
with  an  exulting  pride.  She  was  not  the  less  bent  on  the 
lofty  ends  of  her  destiny;  bnt  the  glory  and  the  illusion 
had  fallen  from  them.  She  had  taken  an  insight  into 
futurity,  and  felt,  that  to  enjoy  power  was  to  lose  happi¬ 
ness.  Yet,  with  this  full  conviction,  she  forsook  the  hap¬ 
piness  and  clung  to  the  power.  Alas  !  for  our  best  and 
wisest  theories,  our  problems,  our  systems,  our  philosophy ! 
Human  beings  will  never  cease  to  mistake  the  means  for 
the  end ;  and,  despite  the  dogmas  of  sages,  our  conduct 
does  not  depend  on  our  convictions. 

Carriage  after  carriage  had  rolled  beneath  the  windows 
of  the  room  where  Constance  sat,  and  still  she  moved  not ; 
until,  at  length,  a  certain  composure,  as  if  the  result  of 
some  determination,  stole  over  her  features.  The  brilliant 
and  transparent  hues  returned  to  her  cheek,  and,  as  she 
rose  and  stood  erect,  with  a  certain  calmness  and  energy 
on  her  lip  and  forehead,  perhaps  her  beauty  had  never 
seemed  of  so  lofty  and  august  a  cast.  In  passing  through 
the  chamber,  she  stopped  for  a  moment  opposite  the  mirror 
that  reflected  her  stately  shape  in  its  full  height.  Beauty 
is  so  truly  the  weapon  of  woman,  that  it  is  as  impossible 
for  her,  even  in  grief,  wholly  to  forget  its  effect,  as  it  is  for 
the  dying  warrior  to  look  with  indifference  on  the  sword 
with  which  he  has  won  his  trophies  or  his  fame.  Nor  was 
Constance  that  evening  disposed  to  be  indifferent  to  the 
effect  she  should  produce.  She  looked  on  the  reflection  of 
herself  with  a  feeling  of  triumph,  not  arising  from  vanity 
alone.  J 

And  when  did  mirror  ever  give  back  a  form  more  worthy 
of  a  Pericles  to  worship,  or  an  Apelles  to  paint  ?  Though 
but  little  removed  from  tlie  common  height,  the  impression 
Constance  always  gave  was  that  of  a  person  much  taller 
than  she  really  was.  A  certain  majesty  in  the  turn  of  the 
head,  the  fall  of  the  shoulders,  the  breadth  of  the  brow, 
and  the  exceeding  calmness  of  the  features,  invested  her 
with  an  air  which  I  have  never  seen  equalled  by  any  one, 
but  which,  had  Pasta  been  a  beauty,  she  might  have  pos¬ 
sessed.  But  there  was  nothing  hard  or  harsh  in  this 
majesty.  Whatsoever  of  a  masculine  nature  Constance 
might  have  inherited,  nothing  masculine,  nothing  not  ex¬ 
quisitely  feminine,  was  visible  in  her  person.  Her  shape 
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was  rounded,  and  sufficiently  full  to  show,  that  iu  middle 
age  its  beauty  would  be  preserved  by  that  richness  and 
freshness  which  a  moderate  increase  of  the  proportions 
always  g’ives  to  the  sex.  Her  arms  and  hands  were,  and 
are,  even  to  this  day,  of  a  beauty  the  more  striking,  because 
it  is  so  rare.  Nothing  in  any  European  country  is  more 
uncommon  than  an  arm  really  beautiful  both  in  hue  and 
shape.  In  any  assembly  we  go  to,  what  miserable  bones, 
what  angular  elbows,  what  red  skins,  do  we  see  under  the 
cover  of  those  capacious  sleeves,  which  are  only  one  whit 
less  ugly.  At  the  time  I  speak  of,  those  coverings  were 
not  worn ;  and  the  white,  round,  dazzling  arm  of  Constance, 
bare  almost  to  the  shoulder,  was  girded  by  dazzling  gems, 
which  at  once  set  off,  and  were  foiled  by,  the  beauty  of 
nature.  Her  hair  was  of  the  most  luxuriant,  and  of  the 
deepest,  black;  and  it  was  worn  in  a  fashion — then  un¬ 
common,  without  being  bizarre — now  hackneyed  by  the 
plainest  faces,  though  suiting  only  the  highest  order  or 
beauty; — I  mean  that  simple  and  classic  fashion  to  which 
the  Erench  have  given  a  name  borrowed  from  Calypso,  but 
which  appears  to  me  suited  rather  to  an  intellectual  than 
a  voluptuous  goddess.  Her  long  lashes,  and  a  brow  deli¬ 
cately  but  darkly  pencilled,  gave  additional  eloquence  to 
an  eye  of  the  deepest  blue,  and  a  classic  contour  to  a  pron  e 
so  slightly  aquiline,  that  it  was  commonly  considered 
Grecian.  That  necessary  completion  to  all  real  beauty  oi 
either  sex,  the  short  and  curved  upper  lip,  terminated  m 
the  most  dazzling  teeth,  and  the  ripe  and  dewy  under  lip 
added  to  what  was  noble  in  her  beauty  that  charm  also 
which  is  exclusively  feminine.  _  Her  complexion  was  capri¬ 
cious-  now  pale,  now  tinged  with  the  pink  of  the  sea-shell, 
or  the  softest  shade  of  the  rose-leaf :  but  in  either  it  was  so 
transparent,  that  you  doubted  which  became  her  the  most. 
To  these  attractions,  add  a  throat,  a  bust  of  the  most  daz¬ 
zling  whiteness,  and  the  justest  proportions  ;  a  foot,  whose 
least  beauty  was  its  smallness ;  and  a  waist  narrow  not 
the  narrowness  of  tenuity  or  constraint  ;  but  round, 
gradual,  insensibly  less  in  its  compression  .—and  the  person 
of  Constance  Vernon,  in  the  bloom  of  her  youth,  is  befoie 

y°She  passed  with  her  quiet  and  stately  step  from  her  room, 
through  one  adjoining  it,  and  which  we  stop  to  notice, 


76 


GODOLPHEST. 


because  it  was  her  customary  sitting-room  when  not  with 
Lady  Erpingham.  There  had  Godolphin,  with  the  foreign 
but  courtly  freedom,  the  respectful  and  chivalric  ease  of 
his  manners,  often  sought  her ;  there  had  he  lingered  in 
order  to  detain  her  yet  a  moment  and  a  moment  longer 
fiom  other  company,  seeking  a  sweet  excuse  in  some  remark 
on  the  books  that  strewed  the  tables,  or  the  music  in  that 
lecess,  or  the  forest  scene  from  those  windows  through 
which  the  moon  of  autumn  now  stole  with  its  own  peculiar 
power  to  soften  and  subdue.  As  these  recollections  came 
across  her,  her  step  faltered  and  her  colour  faded  from  its 
glow :  she  paused  a  moment,  cast  a  mournful  glance  round 
the  room,  and  then  tore  herself  away,  descended  the  lofty 
staircase,  passed  the  stone-hall  melancholy  with  old  banners 
and  rusted  crests,  and  bore  her  beauty  and  her  busy  heart 
into  the  thickening  and  gay  crowd. 

Her  eye  looked  once  more  round  for  the  graceful  form 
°  r  ft?™ be  was  no^  visible ;  and  she  had  scarcely 
satisfied  herself  of  this  before  Lord  Erpingham,  the  hero  of 
the  evening,  approached  and  claimed  her  hand. 

“I  have  just  performed  my  duty,”  said  he,  with  a  gal- 
antry  of  speech  not  common  to  him,  “  now  for  my  reward, 
i  have  danced  the  first  dance  with  Lady  Margaret  Midge- 
combe  :  I  come,  according  to  your  promise,  to  dance  the 
second  with  you.” 

There  was  something  in  these  words  that  stung  one  of 
le  morbid  remembrances  in  Miss  Vernon’s  mind.  Lady 
Margaret  Midgecombe,  in  ordinary  life,  would  have  been 
thought  a  good-looking,  vulgar  girl she  was  a  Duke’s 
daughter,  and  she  was  termed  a  Hebe.  Her  little  nose,  and 
her  fresh  colour  and  her  silly  but  not  unmalicious  laugh, 
were  called  enchanting ;  and  all  irregularities  of  feature 
and  faults  of  shape,  were  absolutely  turned  into  merits  by 
tnat  odd  commendation,  so  common  with  us — “  A  deuced 
fine  girl;  none  of  your  regular  beauties.” 

Not  only  in  the  county  of  *  *  *  shire,  but  in  Lon- 
don  had  Lady  Margaret  Midgecombe  been  set  up  as  a 
rival  beauty  of  Constance  Vernon.  And  Constance,  far 
too  lovely,  too  cold,  too  proud,  not  to  acknowledge  beauty 

°  +  m S’  -W  e  ^  really  existed,  was  nevertheless  un- 
ec.  c  y  m  ignant  at  a  comparison  so  unworthy;  she 
even,  at  times,  despised  her  own  claims  to  admiration, 
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since  claims  so  immeasurably  inferior  could  be  put  into 
competition  with  them.  Added  to  this  sore  feeling  for 
Lady  Margaret,  was  one  created  by  Lady  Margaret’s  mother. 
— The  Duchess  of  Winstoun  was  a  woman  of  ordinary 
birth — the  daughter  of  a  peer  of  great  wealth  but  new 
family.  She  had  married,  however,  one  of  the  most  power¬ 
ful  dukes  in  the  peerage ; — a  stupid,  heavy,  pompous  man, 
with  four  castles,  eight  parks,  a  coal-mine,  a  tin-mine,  sis 
boroughs,  and  about  thirty  livings.  Inactive  and  reserved, 
the  duke  was  seldom  seen  in  public  :  the  care  of  supporting 
his  rank  devolved  on  the  duchess  ;  and  she  supported  it 
with  as  much  solemnity  of  purpose  as  if  she  had  been  a 
cheesemonger’s  daughter.  Stately,  insolent,  and  coarse; 
— asked  everywhere ;  insulting  all ;  hated  and  courted ; 
such  was  the  Duchess  of  Winstoun,  and  such,  perhaps, 
have  been  other  duchesses  before  her. 

Be  it  understood  that,  at  that  day,  Fashion  had  not  risen 
to  the  despotism  it  now  enjoys  :  it  took  its  colouring  from 
Power,  not  controlled  it.  I  shall  show,  indeed,  how  much 
of  its  present  condition  that  Fashion  owes  to  the  Heroine  of 
these  Memoirs.  The  Duchess  of  Winstoun  could  not  now 
be  that  great  person  she  was  then  :  there  is  a  certain  good 
taste  in  Fashion  which  repels  the  mere  insolence  of  Rank — 
which  requires  persons  to  be  either  agreeable,  or  brilliant, 
or  at  least  original — which  weighs  stupid  dukes  in  a 
righteous  balance,  and  finds  vulgar  duchesses  wanting. 
But  in  lack  of  this  new  authority — this  moral  sebastocrator 
between  the  Sovereign  and  the  dignity  hitherto  considered 
next  to  the  Sovereign’s — her  Grace  of  Winstoun  exercised 
with  impunity  the  rights  of  insolence.  She  had  taken  an 
especial  dislike  to  Constance  : — partly  because  the  few  good 
judges  of  beauty,  who  care  neither' for  rank  nor  report,  had 
very  unreservedly  placed  Miss  Vernon  beyond  the  reach  of 
all  competition  with  her  daughter  ;  and  principally,  because 
the  high  spirit  and  keen  irony  of  Constance  had  given  more 
than  once  to  the  duchess’s  effrontery  so  cutting  and  so 
public  a  check,  that  she  had  felt  with  astonishment  and 
rage  there  was  one  woman  in  that  world — that  woman  too 
unmarried — who  could  retort  the  rudeness  of  the  Duchess 
of  Winstoun.  Spiteful,  however,  and  numerous  were  the 
thino-s  she  said  of  Miss  Vernon,  when  Miss  Vernon  was 
absent ;  and  haughty  beyond  measure  were  the  inclination 
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of  her  head  and  the  tone  of  her  voice  when  Miss  Vernon 
was  present.  If,  therefore,  Constance  was  disliked  by  the 
duchess,  we  may  readily  believe  that  she  returned  the  dis¬ 
like.  The  very  name  roused  her  spleen  and  her  pride  ; 
and  it  was  with  a  feeling  all  a  woman’s,  though  scarcely 
feminine  in  the  amiable  sense  of  the  word,  that  she  learned 
to  whom  the  honour  of  Lord  Erpingham’s  precedence  had 
been  (though  necessarily)  given. 

As  Lord  Erpingham  led  her  to  her  place,  a  buzz  of 
admiration  and  enthusiasm  followed  her  steps.  This  pleased 
Erpingham  more  than,  at  that  moment,  it  did  Constance. 
Already  intoxicated  by  her  beauty,  he  was  proud  of  the 
effect  it  produced  on  others,  for  that  effect  was  a  compli¬ 
ment  to  his  taste.  He  exerted  himself  to  be  agreeable; 
nay,  more,  to  be  fascinating  :  he  affected  a  low  voice ;  and 
he  attempted— poor  man ! — to  flatter. 

The  Duchess  of  Winstoun  and  her  daughter  sat  behind 
on  an  elevated  bench.  They  saw  with  especial  advantage 
the  attentions  with  which  one  of  the  greatest  of  England’s 
earls  honoured  the  daughter  of  one  of  the  greatest  of  Eng¬ 
land’s  orators.  They  were  shocked  at  his  want  of  dignity. 
Constance  perceived  their  chagrin,  and  she  lent  a  more 
pleased  and  attentive  notice  to  Lord  Erpingham’s  compli¬ 
ments  :  her  eyes  sparkled  and  her  cheek  blushed  :  and  the 
good  folks  around,  admiring  Lord  Erpingham’s  immense 
whiskers,  thought  Constance  in  love. 

It  was  just  at  this  time  that  Percy  Go  dolphin  entered  the 
room. 

Although  Godolphin’s  person  was  not  of  a  showy  order, 
there  was  something  about  him  that  always  arrested  atten¬ 
tion.  Iiis  air ;  his  carriage ;  his  long  fair  locks ;  his  rich 
and  foreign  habit  of  dress,  which  his  high  bearing  and 
intellectual  countenance  redeemed  from  coxcombry;  all, 
united,  gave  something  remarkable  and  distinguished  to 
his  appearance  ;  and  the  interest  attached  to  his  fortunes 
and  to  his  social  reputation  for  genius  and  eccentricity, 
could  not  fail  of  increasing  the  effect  he  produced  when  his 
name  was  known. 

Erom  the  throng  of  idlers  that  gathered  around  him  ; 
from  the  bows  of  the  great  and  the  smiles  of  the  fair- 
Godolphin,  however,  directed  his  whole  notice — his  whole 
soul — to  the  spot  which  was  hallowed  by  Constance  Vernon. 
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He  saw  her  engaged  with  a  man  rich,  powerful,  and  hand¬ 
some.  He  saw  that  she  listened  to  her  partner  with  evident 
interest — that  he  addressed  her  with  evident  admiration. 
His  heart  sank  within  him ;  he  felt  faint  and  sick ;  then 
came  anger — mortification  ;  then  agony  and  despair.  All 
his  former  resolutions — all  his  prudence,  his  worldliness,  his 
caution,  vanished  at  once ;  he  felt  only  that  he  loved,  that 
he  was  supplanted,  that  he  was  undone.  The  dark  and 
fierce  passions  of  his  youth,  of  a  nature  in  reality  wild  and 
vehement,  swept  away  at  once  the  projects  and  the  fabrics  of 
that  shallow  and  chill  philosophy  he  had  borrowed  from  the 
world,  and  deemed  the  wisdom  of  the  closet.  A  cottage 
and  a  desert  with  Constance — Constance  all  his — heart  and 
hand — would  have  been  Paradise  :  he  would  have  nursed 
no  other  ambition,  nor  dreamed  of  a  reward  beyond.  Such 
effect  has  jealousy  upon  us.  We  confide,  and  we  hesitate  to 
accept  a  boon :  we  are  jealous,  and  we  would  lay  down  life 
to  attain  it. 

“  What  a  handsome  fellow  Erpingham  is !  ”  said  a  young 
man  in  a  cavalry  regiment. 

Godolphin  heard  and  groaned  audibly. 

“  And  what  a  devilish  handsome  girl  he  is  dancing  with  !” 
said  another  young  man,  from  Oxford. 

“  Oh,  Miss  Vernon  ! — By  Jove,  Erpingham  seems  smitten. 
What  a  capital  thing  it  would  be  for  her  !  ” 

“  And  for  him,  too  !  ”  cried  the  more  chivalrous  Oxonian. 

“  Humph  !  ”  said  the  officer. 

“I  heard,”  renewed  the.  Oxonian,  “that  she  was  to  be 
married  to  young  Godolphin.  He  was  staying  here  a  short 
time  ago.  They  rode  and  walked  together.  What  a  lucky 
fellow  he  has  been.  I  don’t  know  any  one  I  should  so 
much  like  to  see.” 

“  Hush  !  ”  said  a  third  person,  looking  at  Godolphin. 

Percy  moved  on.  Accomplished  and  self  collected  as  he 
usually  was,  he  could  not  wholly  conceal  the  hell  within. 
His  brow  grew  knit  and  gloomy  :  he  scarcely  returned  the 
salutations  he  received  ;  and  moving  out  of  the  crowd,  he 
stole  to  a  seat  behind  a  large  pillar,  and,  scarcely  seen  by 
any  one,  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  form  and  movements  of  Miss 
Yernon. 

It  so  happened  that  he  had  placed  himself  in  the  vicinity 
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of  the  Duchess  of  Winstoun,  and  within  hearing  of  the 
conversation  that  I  am  about  to  record. 

The  dance  being  over,  Lord  Erpingham  led  Constance  to 
a  seat  close  by  Lady  Margaret  Midgecombe.  The  duchess 
had  formed  her  plan  of  attack;  and,  rising  as  she  saw 
Constance  within  reach,  approached  her  with  an  air  that 
affected  civility. 

“  How  do  you  do,  Miss  Yernon  ?  I  am  happy  to  see  you 
looking  so  well.  What  truth  in  the  report,  eh  ?  ”  And 
the  duchess  showed  her  teeth — videlicet,  smiled. 

“  What  report  does  your  grace  allude  to?  ” 

“  Nay,  nay ;  I  am  sure  Lord  Erpingham  has  heard  it  as 
well  as  myself  ;  and  I  wish  for  yoibr  sake,  (a  slight  empha¬ 
sis,)  indeed,  for  both  your  sakes,  that  it  may  be  true.” 

“  To  wait  till  the  Duchess  of  Winstoun  speaks  intelligibly, 
would  be  a  waste  of  her  time  and  my  own,”  said  the  haughty 
Constance,  with  the  rudeness  in  which  she  then  delighted, 
and  for  which  she  has  since  become  known.  But  the 
duchess  was  not  to  be  offended  until  she  had  completed  her 
manoeuvre. 

“Well,  now,”  said  she,  turning  to  Lord  Erpingham,  “I 
appeal  to  you  ;  is  not  Miss  Yernon  to  be  married  very  soon 
to  Mr.  Godolphin  ?  I  am  sure,  (with  an  affected  good¬ 
nature  and  compassion  that  stung  Constance  to  the  quick,) 
I  am  sure  I  hope  so.” 

“  Upon  my  word  you  amaze  me,”  said  Lord  Erpingham, 
opening  to  their  fullest  extent  the  large,  round,  hazel  eyes, 
for  which  he  was  so  justly  celebrated.  “  I  never  heard  this 
before.” 

“  Oh  !  a  secret  as  yet  ?  ”  said  the  duchess :  “  very  well ! 
I  can  keep  a  secret.” 

Lady  Margaret  looked  down,  and  laughed  prettily. 

“  I  thought  till  now,”  said  Constance,  with  grave  com¬ 
posure,  “that  no  person  could  be  more  contemptible  than 
one  who  collects  idle  reports  :  I  now  find  I  was  wrong  :  a 
person  infinitely  more  contemptible  is  one  who  invents 
them.” 

The  rude  duchess,  beat  at  her  own  weapons,  blushed 
with  anger  even  through  her  rouge  :  but  Constance  turned 
away,  and,  still  leaning  on  Lord  Erpingham’s  arm,  sought 
another  seat ; — that  seat,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  pillar 
behind  which  Godolphin  sat,  was  still  within,  his  hearing. 
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Upon  my  word,  Miss  Vernon,”  said  Erpingham  “I 
admire  your  spirit.  Nothing  like  setting  down  those 
absurd  people  who  try  to  tease  one,  and  think  one  dares  not 
retort.  But  pray  I  hope  I’m  not  impertinent — pray  may 
1.  ask  it  this  rumour  have  any  truth  in  it  ?  ” 

“  Certainly  not,”  said  Constance,  with  great  effort,  but  in 
a  clear  tone. 

“  K° :  ]  s1hould  liave  thought  not — I  should  have  thought 
not.  Oodolphm  s  much  too  poor— much  too  poor  for  you 
Miss  Vernon  is  not  born  to  marry  for  love  in  a  cottage  — 
is  she  ?  ”  °  ’ 

Constance  sighed. 

That  soft,  low  tone  thrilled  to  Godolphin’s  very  heart 
PLe  bent  forward  :  he  held  his  breath  :  he  thirsted  for  her 
voice ;  for  some  tone,  some  word  in  answer ;  it  came  not  at 
that  moment. 

remember,  renewed  the  earl, — “you  remember 

Miss  L- - r*  no  :  she  was  before  your  time.  Well !  she 

married  S - ,  much  such  another  fellow  as  Godolphin. 

He  had  not  a  shilling :  but  he  lived  well :  had  a  house  in 
Mayfair ;  gave  dinners ;  hunted  at  Melton,  and  so  forth  • 
m  short,  he  played  high.  She  had  about  ten  thousand 
pounds.  They  married,  and  lived  for  two  years  so  com¬ 
fortably,  you  have  no  idea.  Every  one  envied  them.  They 
did  not  keep  a  close  carriage,  but  he  used  to  drive  her  out 
to  dinners  in  his  French  cabriolet.*  There  was  no  show- 
no  pomp  :  everything  deuced  neat,  though ;  quite  love  in  a 
cottage— only  the  cottage  was  in  Curzon  Street.  At  length, 

however,  the  cards  turned ;  S - lost  everything  :  owed 

more  than  he  could  ever  pay  :  we  were  forced  to  cut  him  ; 

and  his  relation,  Lord  - ,  coming  into  the  ministry  a 

year  afterwards,  got  him  a  place  in  the  Customs.  They 
live  at  Brompton  :  he  wears  a  pepper-and-salt  coat,  and 
she  a  mob-cap,  with  pink  ribands  :  they  have  five  hundred 

a-year,  and  ten  children.  Such  was  the  fate  of  S - ’s 

wife;  such  may  be  the  fate  of  Godolphin’s.  Oh,  Miss 
Yernon  could  not  marry  Mm  !  ” 

“You  are  right,  Lord  Erpingham,”  said  Constance,  with 
emphasis;  “bat  you  take  too  much  licence  in  expressing 
your  opinion.” 

Before  Lord  Erpingham  could  stammer  forth  his  apology, 

*  Then  uncommon. 
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they  heard  a  slight  noise  behind  :  they  turned  ;  Godolphin 
had  risen.  His  countenance,  always  inclined  to  a  calm 
severity — for  thought  is  usually  severe  in  its  outward 
aspect — bent  now  on  both  the  speakers  with  so  dark  and 
menacing  an  aspect,  that  the  stout  earl  felt  his  heart  stand 
still  for  a  moment ;  and  Constance  was  appalled  as  if  it  had 
been  the  apparition,  and  not  the  living  form,  of  her  lover 
that  she  beheld.  But  scarcely  had  they  seen  this  expres¬ 
sion  of  countenance,  ere  it  changed.  With  a  cold  and 
polished  smile,  a  relaxed  brow,  and  profound  inclination  of 
his  form,  Godolphin  greeted  the  two  :  and  passing  from  his 
seat  with  a  slow  step,  glided  among  the  crowd,  and 
vanished. 

What  a  strange  thing,  after  all,  is  a  great  assembly !  An 
immense  mob  of  persons,  who  feel  for  each  other  the 
profoundest  indifference — met  together  to  join  in  amuse¬ 
ments,  which  the  large  majority  of  them  consider  wearisome 
beyond  conception.  How  unintellectual,  how  uncivilised, 
such  a  scene,  and  such  actors  !  What  a  remnant  of  bar¬ 
barous  times,  when  people  danced  because  they  had  nothing 
to  say !  W ere  there  nothing  ridiculous  in  dancing,  there 
would  be  nothing  ridiculous  in  seeing  wise  men  dance. 
But  that  sight  would  be  ludicrous,  because  of  the  disparity 
between  the  mind  and  the  occupation.  However,  we  have 
some  excuse;  we  go  to  these  assemblies  to  sell  our  daughters, 
or  flirt  with  our  neighbours’  wives.  A  ball-room  is  nothing 
more  or  less  than  a  great  market-place  of  beauty.  Bor  my 
part,  were  I  a  buyer,  I  should  like  making  my  purchases  in 
a  less  public  mart. 

“  Come,  Godolphin,  a  glass  of  champagne,”  cried  the 
young  Lord  Belvoir  as  they  sat  near  each  other  at  the 
splendid  supper. 

“  With  all  my  heart ;  but  not  from  that  bottle  !  We  must 
have  a  new  one ;  for  this  glass  is  pledged  to  Lady  Delmour, 
and  I  would  not  drink  to  her  health  but  from  the  first 
sparkle  !  Nothing  tame,  nothing  insipid,  nothing  that  has 
lost  its  first  freshness,  can  be  dedicated  to  one  so  beautiful 
and  young.” 

The  fresh  bottle  vfas  opened,  and  Godolphin  bowed  over 
his  glass  to  Lord  Belvoir’s  sister — a  Beauty  and  a  Blue. 
Lady  Delmour  admired  Godolphin,  and  she  was  flattered  by 
a  compliment  that  no  one  wholly  educated  in  England 
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■would  .have  had  the  gallant  courage  to  utter  across  a 
crowded  table. 

“  You  have  been  dancing  ?  ”  said  she. 

“  No  !  ” 

“  What  then  P  ” 

“  What  then  ?  ”  said  Godolphin  ;  “  Ah,  Lady  Delmour, 
do  not  ask.” — The  look  that  accompanied  the  word,  supplied 
them  with  a  meaning.  “Need  I  add,”  said  he,  in  a  lower 
voice,  “that  I  have  been  thinking  of  the  most  beautiful 
person  present  ?  ” 

“  Pooh  !  ”  said  Lady  Delmour,  turning  away  her  head. 

Now,  that  pooh  is  a  very  significant  word.  On  the  lips 
of  a  man  of  business,  it  denotes  contempt  for  romance  ; 
on  the  lips  of  a  politician  it  rebukes  a  theory.  With  that 
monosyllable,  a  philosopher  massacres  a  fallacy  :  by  those 
four  letters,  a  rich  man  gets  rid  of  a  beggar.  But  in  the 
rosy  mouth  of  a  womau,  the  harshness  vanishes,  the  dis¬ 
dain  becomes  encouragement.  “  Pooh  !  ”  says  the  lady 
when  you  tell  her  she  is  handsome ;  but  she  smiles  when 
she  says  it.  With  the  same  reply  she  receives  your  protes¬ 
tation  of  love,  and  blushes  as  she  receives.  With  men  it  is 
the  sternest,  with  women  the  softest,  exclamation  in  the 
language. 

“  Pooh  !  ”  said  Lady  Delmour,  turning  away  her  head : — 
and  Godolphin  was  in  singular  spirits.  What  a  strange 
thing  that  we  should  call  such  hilarity  from  our  gloom  ! 
The  stroke  induces  the  flash  ;  excite  the  nerves  by  jealousy, 
by  despair,  and  with  the  proud,  you  only  trace  the  excite¬ 
ment  by  the  mad  mirth  and  hysterical  laughter  it  creates. 

Godolphin  was  charming  comme  un  amour,  and  the  young 
countess  was  delighted  with  his  gallantry. 

“Did  you  ever  love  ?  ”  asked  she,  tenderly,  as  they  sat 
alone  after  supper. 

“  Alas,  yes !  ”  said  he. 

“  How  often  ?  ” 

“  Bead  Marmontel’s  story  of  the  1  Four  Phials  : 3  I  have 
no  other  answer.” 

“  Oh,  what  a  beautiful  tale  that  is !  The  whole  history 
of  a  man’s  heart  is  contained  in  it. 

While  Godolphin  was  thus  talking  with  Lady  Delmour, 
his  whole  soul  was  with  Constance ;  of  her  only  he  thought, 
and  on  her  he  thirsted  for  revenge.  There  is  a  curious 
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phenomenon  in  love,  showing  how  ranch  vanity  has  to  do 
witli  even  the  best  species  of  it ;  when,  for  your  mistress  to 
prefer  another,  changes  all  yonr  affection  into  hatred  : — is 
it  the  loss  of  the  mistress,  or  her  preference  to  the  other  ? 
The  last,  to  be  sure :  for  if  the  former,  you  would  only 
grieve  but  jealousy  does  not  make  yon  grieve,  it  makes 
you  enraged  ,  it  does  not  sadden,  it  stings.  Alter  all,  as  we 
grow  old,  and  look  back  on  the  “  master  passion,”  how  we 
smile  at  the  fools  it  made  of  ns — at  the  importance  we 
attach  to  it  at  the  millions  that  have  been  governed  by  it ! 
When  we  examine  the  passion  of  love,  it  is  like  examining 
the  character  of  some  great  man;  we  are  astonished  to  per¬ 
ceive  the  littlenesses  that  belong  to  it.  \\rc  ask  in  wonder 
“How  come  such  effects  from  such  a  cause  ?  ” 

Godolphin  continued  talking  sentiment  with  Lady  Del- 
mour,  until  her  lord,  who  was  very  fond  of  his  carriage- 
horses,  came  up  and  took  her  away ;  and  then,  perhaps 
glad  to  be  relieved,  Percy  sauntered  into  the  ball-room’ 
where,  though  the  crowd  was  somewhat  thinned,  the  dance 
was  continued  with  that  spirit  which  always  seems  to 
increase  as  the  night  advances. 

For  my  own  part,  I  now  and  then  look  late  in  at  a  ball 
as  a  warning  and  grave  memento  of  the  flight  of  time.  Ho 
amusement  belongs  of  right  so  essentially  to  the  youncr  in 
their  first  youth,  to  the  unthinking,  the  intoxicated  —to 
those  whose  blood  is  an  elixir. 


‘  If  Constance  be  woman,”  said  Godolphin  to  himself  as 
he  returned  to  the  ball-room,  “  I  will  yet  humble  her  to  my 
wi  L  1  have  not  learned  the  science  so  long,  to  be  now 

foiled  m  the  first  moment  I  have  seriously  wished  to 
triumph. 

Aq  flna  -f.li  rk-n  r«*V»  4-  -C  ^  _ 3  _ t  »i  -i  i  • 


always  the  reputation  of  talent.  No 


id  which  yet  is  not 
man,  even  in  the 
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frivolous  societies  of  the  great,  obtains  homage  without 
certain  qualities,  which,  had  they  been  happily  directed, 
would  have  conducted  him  to  fame.  Had  the  attention  of 

a  Grammont,  or  of  a - ,  been  early  turned  towards  what 

ought  to  be  the  objects  desired,  who  can  doubt  that,  instead 
of  the  heroes  of  a  circle,  they  might  have  been  worthy  of 
becoming  names  of  posterity  ? 

Thus  the  genius  of  Godolphin  had  drawn  around  him  an 
eclat  which  made  even  the  haughtiest  willing  to  receive  and 
to  repay  his  notice ;  and  Lady  Margaret  actually  blushed 
with  pleasure  when  he  asked  her  to  dance.  A  foreign 
dance,  then  only  very  partially  known  in  England,  had  been 
called  for :  few  were  acquainted  with  it, — those  only  who 
had  been  abroad ;  and  as  the  movements  seemed  to  require 
peculiar  grace  of  person,  some  even  among  those  few 
declined,  through  modesty,  the  exhibition. 

To  this  dance  Godolphin  led  Lady  Margaret.  All 
crowded  round  to  see  the  performers ;  and,  as  each  went 
through  the  giddy  and  intoxicating  maze,  they  made  remarks 
on  the  awkwardness,  or  the  singularity,  or  the  impropriety 
of  the  dance.  But  when  Godolphin  began,  the  murmurs 
changed.  The  slow  and  stately  measure  then  adapted  to  the 
steps,  was  one  in  which  the  graceful  symmetry  of  his  person 
might  eminently  display  itself.  Lady  Margaret  was  at 
least  as  well  acquainted  with  the  dance ;  and  the  couple 
altogether  so  immeasurably  excelled  all  competitors,  that 
the  rest,  as  if  sensible  of  it,  stopped  one  after  the  other ; 
and  when  Godolphin,  perceiving  that  they  were  alone, 
stopped  also,  the  spectators  made  their  approbation  more 
audible  than  approbation  usually  is  in  polished  society. 

As  Godolphin  paused,  his  eyes  met  those  of  Constauce. 
There  was  not  there  the  expression  he  had  anticipated : 
there  was  neither  the  anger  of  jealousy,  nor  the  restlessness 
of  offended  vanity,  nor  the  desire  of  conciliation,  visible  in 
those  large  and  speaking  orbs.  A  deep,  a  penetrating,  a 
sad  inquiry  seemed  to  dwell  in  her  gaze,' — seemed  anxious 
to  pierce  into  his  heart,  and  to  discover  whether  there  she 
possessed  the  power  to  wound,  or  whether  each  had  been 
deceived :  so  at  least  seemed  that  fixed  and  melancholy 
intenseness  of  look  to  Godolphin.  He  left  Lady  Mar- 
garetabruptly :  in  an  instant  he  was  by  the  side  of 
Constance. 


86 


GODOLPHIN. 


,.  /^Pu  mtls^  delighted  with  this  evening,”  said  he, 
bitterly  :  “  wherever  I  go  I  hear  your  praises  :  every  one 
admires  you;  and  he  who  does  not  admire  so  much  as 
worship  you,  lie  alone  is  beneath  your  notice.  He — horn  to 
such  shattered  fortunes,— he  indeed  might  never  aspire  to 
that  which  titled  and  wealthy  idiots  deem  they  mav  com - 
viand,— the  hand  of  Constance  Vernon.” 

It  was  with  a  low  and  calm  tone  that  Godolphin  spoke. 
Constance  turned  deadly  pale  :  her  frame  trembled ;  but 
she  did  not  answer  immediately.  She  moved  to  a  seat 
retired  a  httle  from  the  busy  crowd;  Godolphin  followed, 
and  sat  himself  beside  her ;  and  then,  with  a  slight  effort’ 
Constance  spoke.  ’ 

“  You  heard  what  was  said,  Mr.  Godolphin,  and  I  grieve 
to  think  you  did.  If  I  offended  you,  however,  forgive  me 
pray  you ;  I  pray  it  sincerely— warmly.  God  knows  I 
have  suffered  myself  enough  from  idle  words,  and  from  the 
slighting  opinion  with  which  this  hard  world  visits  the 
poor,  not  to  feel  deep  regret  and  shame  if  I  wound  bv 

;lw7S«an°ther’  m?rf  specially '’-Constance’s  voice 
trembled —  more  especially  you  !” 

As  she  spoke,  she  turned  her  eyes  on  Godolphin  and 
they  were  full  of  tears.  The  tenderness  of  her  S  her 
look  melted  him  at  once.  Was  it  to  him,  indeed  that  the 

SoW?G°tnoStVCe  a£dresse?.the  words  of  kindness  and 
apoiotoy .  —to  him  whose  intrinsic  circumstances  she  had 

SceW°rthy  °f  hOT'  and'  Ws  Kas“  «d 

v"01*’  Jflss  Vernon!”  said  he,  passionately ;  “Miss 
Vernon  Constance— dear,  dear  Constance  !  darcl  call  vou 
so  .  hear  me  one  word.  I  love  you  with  a  love  which  leaves 
me  no  words  to  tell  it.  I  know  my  faults,  my  povertv”  mv 
unworthmess ;  but— but — may  I — may  I  hope  ?  ”  7 

lisle!  TwTfi,™  ^  Constance’s  cheek,  as  she 
stened.  That  cheek,  how  richly  was  it  dyed  >  Her  eves 

diooped;  her  bosom  heaved.  How  every  word  in  thJse 
broken  sentences  sank  into  her  heart!  never  was  a  trmn 

d2  the  child  bihd  ray  f°rget  ilS  m0tI,er’  ancl  the  “other 

d^arts  the  memhy^flblffirs^confessioii  ofhrpelfroinhim 


GODOLPHIN. 


87 


no,  no !  it  is 


“  This  must  not  he,”  at  last  she  said ; 
folly,  madness  in  both !  ” 

“Not  so;  nay,  not  so!”  whispered  Godolphin,  in  the 
softest  notes  of  a  voice  that  could  never  be  harsh.  “  It 
may  seem  folly — madness  if  you  will,  that  the  brilliant  and 
all-idolized  Miss  Vernon  should  listen  to  the  vows  of  so 
lowly  an  adorer :  but  try  me — prove  me,  and  own  yes, 
you  ivill  own  some  years  hence,  that  that  folly  has  oeen 
happy  beyond  the  happiness  of  prudence  or  ambition.” 

“  This  !  ”  answered  Constance,  struggling  with  her  emo¬ 
tions  ;  this  is  no  spot  or  hour  for  such  a  conference.  Let 
us  meet  to-morrow — the  western  chamber.” 

“  And  the  hour  ?  ” 

“  Twelve !  ” 

“  And  I  may  hope — till  then  P  ” 

Constance  again  grew  pale;  and  in  a  voice  that,  though 
it  scarcely  left  her  lips,  struck  coldness  and  dismay  into 
his  sudden  and  delighted  confidence,  answered, 

“No,  Percy,  there  is  no  hope ! — none !  ” 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

the  INTERVIEW. — THE  CRISIS  OP  A  RIFE. 

oneZ  XVcottn"  1 ‘  »«««*  as  the 

“*er  sociability  nor  state  stmmoted  her  to  the 

£t:  Ct;  S 

country  roads,  Lady  Erjbngham  had  nmffe  “T,  tL'’ollt-'h 
hospitality  and  he  had  willingly  accepted It ^Rh,lm  t  "lt 
appointed  hour,  he  was  at  the  fppoinSf  JL  °re  ‘h° 

#  He  had  passed  the  hours  till  fl-mn  ] 

his  pillow.  In  restless  strides  Without  even  seeking 

revolved  those  words  with  which  (ton  Ciam1bor>  Ho  Had 
deny  the  hopes  she  herself  had  createcT^All^  See“ed  to 
more  selfish  schemes,  or  reflecting  i  “ a  •  Pnvate  and 

magic,  from  the  mind  of  at  ^  vanished,  as  by 

not  yet  wholly  hardened,  in  the  mLld aturelJ  formed,  but 
turn.  He  thought  no  more  of2  f  ^°rIdI7  sPecula- 

obtaining  her  hand  •  with  +1  A  sHould  relinquish  in 

love,  bethought  ”nl;  of  hcr*teit”tU:  1  Ito*  «£ 

world  but  the  little  spot  hi  which Tl  h  existed  no 

Poverty,  privation,  toil,  the  chLn^e^f  th ' ^  ^  m°Ved- 
Habits  of  his  whole  previous  lift  e  d!  the  manners  and 
enterprise  and  self-denial  —  tol all  thifr®!  ^  P™fessional 
not  so  much  with  calmness’  as  wrth 

Le  but  Constance  mine  1  ”  said  tn  ? 
and  again  and  again  those  fatal  worts  Wked  ,A  -  f*  ! 
No  hope — none!”  and  lie  o-noci  u  .  ed  His  Heart, 

nSe!a”dmUttered’  “Bttt  ^  6she  ^lltot-SewS 

Habitual  c<T£  °to' him  °°H  80^hinS  of  his 

though  but  partially,  in  reasoning  «  ’  ^ad  succeeded, 
■a,  of  the  wP„rds  ,  &  h~ 17£  £ 
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the  gardens,  in  which  he  had  sought,  by  the  air,  to  cool  his 
mental  fever,  with  a  sentiment,  ominous  and  doubtful  in¬ 
deed,  but  still  removed  from  despondency  and  despair. 

The  day  was  sad  and  heavy.  A  low,  drizzling  rain,  and 
labouring  yet  settled  clouds,  which  denied  all  glimpse  of  the 
sky,  and  seemed  cursed  into  stagnancy  by  the  absence  of 
all  wind  or  even  breeze,  increased  by  those  associations  we 
endeavour  in  vain  to  resist,  the  dark  and  oppressive  sadness 
of  his  thoughts. 

He  paused  as  he  laid  his  hand  on  the  door  of  the  cham¬ 
ber  :  he  listened ;  and  in  the  acute  and  painful  life  which 
seemed  breathed  into  all  his  senses,  he  felt  as  if  he  could 
have  heard, — though  without  the  room, — the  very  breath 
of  Constance ;  or  known,  as  by  an  inspiration,  the  presence 
of  her  beauty.  He  opened  the  door  gently  :  all  was  silence 
and  desolation  for  him — Constance  was  not  there ! 

He  felt,  however,  as  if  that  absence  was  a  relief.  He 
breathed  more  freely,  and  seemed  to  himself  more  prepared 
for  the  meeting.  He  took  his  station  by  the  recess  of  tbe 
window:  in  vain— he  could  rest  in  no  spot:  he  walked  to 
and  fro,  pausing  only  for  a  moment  as  some  object  before 
him  reminded  him  of  past  and  more  tranquil  hours.  The 
books  he  had  admired,  and  which,  at  his  departure,  had 
been  left  in  their  usual  receptacle  at  another  part  of  the 
house,  he  now  discovered  on  the  tables  :  they  opened  of 
themselves  at  the  passages  he  had  read  aloud  to  Constance : 
those  passages,  in  his  presence,  she  had  not  seemed  to 
admire  ;  he  was  inexpressively  touched  to  perceive  that,  in 
his  absence,  they  had  ■  become  dear  to  her.  As  he  turned 
with  a  beating  heart  from  this  silent  proof  of  affection,  he 
was  startled  by  the  sudden  and  almost  living  resemblance 
to  Constance,  which  struck  upon  him  in  a  full-length 
picture  opposite — the  picture  of  her  father.  That  picture, 
by  one  of  the  best  of  our  great  modern  masters  of  the  art, 
had  been  taken  of  Vernon  in  the  proudest  epoch  of  his  pros¬ 
perity  and  fame.  It  was  portrayed  in  the  attitude  in 
which  he  had  uttered  one  of  the  most  striking  sentences 
of  one  of  his  most  brilliant  orations  :  the  hand  was  raised, 
the  foot  advanced,  the  chest  expanded.  Life,  energy,  com¬ 
mand,  flushed  from  the  dark  eye,  breathed  from  the  dilated 
nostril,  broke  from  the  inspired  lip.  That  noble  brow — 
those  modelled  features — that  air  so  full  of  the  royalty  of 
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genius  how  startlingly  did  they  resemble  the  softer  linea¬ 
ments  of  Constance! 

Anested,  in  spite  of  himself,  by  the  shill  of  the  limner, 
and.  the  characteristics  of  the  portrait  Godolphin  stood 
motionless  and  gazing,  till  the  door  opened,  and  Constance 
herself  stood  before  him.  She  smiled  faintly,  but  with 
sweetness  as  she  approached;  and  seating  herself,  motioned 
him  to  a  chair  at  a  little  distance.  He  obeyed  the  gesture 
in  silence. 

“  Go  dolphin  !  ”  said  she,  softly.  At  the  sound  of  her 
voice  he  raised  his  eyes  from  the  ground,  and  fixed  them 
on  her  countenance  with  a  look  so  full  of  an  imploring  and 
earnest  meaning,  so  expressive  of  the  passion,  the  suspense 
of  his  heart,  that  Constance  felt  her  voice  cease  at  once. 
Cut  he  saw  as  he  gazed  how  powerful  had  been  his  in¬ 
fluence.  Not  a  vestige  of  bloom  was  on  her  cheek  :  her 
very  lips  were  colourless :  her  eyes  were  swollen  with  weep- 
mg ;  and  though  she  seemed  very  calm  and  self-possessed, 
ail  her  wonted  majesty  of  mien  was  gone  !  The  form 
seemed  to  shrink  within  itself.  Humbleness  and  sorrow 
~  e®P>.  Passionate,  but  quiet  sorrow — had  supplanted  the 

haughtiness  and  the  elastic  freshness  of  her  beauty.  “  Mr 
Grodolphin,”  she  repeated,  after  a  pause,  “  answer  me  truly 
and  with  candour:  not  with  the  world’s  gallantry;  but 
with  a  sincere,  a  plain  avowal.  Were  yon  not — in  your 
unguarded  expressions  last  night — were  you  not  excited 
by  the  surprise,  the  passion,  of  the  moment  ?  Were  you 
not  uttering  what,  had  you  been  actuated  only  by  a  calm 
and  premeditated  prudence,  you  would  at  least  have  sup¬ 
pressed  r  1 

.  Vernon,”  replied  Godolphin,  “all  that  I  said  last 

mght,  1  now,  m  calmness  and  with  deliberate  premedita¬ 
tion,  repeat:  all  that  I  can  dream  of  happiness  is  in  your 
hands.  J 

I  would,  indeed,  that  I  could  disbelieve  you,”  said 
Constance,  sorrowfully :  “I  have  considered  deeply  on 
your  words.  I  am  touched — made  grateful — proud — yes 
truly  proud— by  your  confessed  affection— but— ” 

“  Oh  Constance !  ”  cried  Godolphin,  in  a  sudden  and 
agonized  voice— and  rising,  he  flung  himself  impetuously 
at  her  leet  Constance !  do  not  reject  me  !  ” 

He  seized  her  hand:  it  struggled  not  with  his.  He 
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gazed  on  her  countenance :  it  was  dyed  in  blushes ;  and 
before  those  blushes  vanished,  her  agitation  found  relief  in 
tears,  which  flowed  fast  and  full. 

“  Beloved !  ”  said  Godolphin,  with  a  solemn  tenderness, 
“why  struggle  with  your  heart?  That  heart  I  read  at 
this  moment :  that  is  not  averse  to  me.”  Constance  wept 
on.  “  I  know  what  you  would  say,  and  what  yon  feel,” 
continued  Godolphin:  “you  think  that  I — that  we  both 
are  poor :  that  you  could  ill  bear  the  humiliations  of  that 
haughty  poverty  which  those  born  to  higher  fortunes  so 
irksomely  endure.  You  tremble  to  link  your  fate  with  one 
who  has  been  imprudent — lavish — selfish,  if  you  will.  You 
recoil  before  you  entrust  your  happiness  to  a  man  who,  if 
he  wreck  that,  can  offer  you  nothing  in  return  :  no  rank — - 
no  station — nothing  to  heal  a  bruised  heart,  or  cover  its 
wound,  at  least,  in  the  rich  disguises  of  power  and  wealth. 
Am  I  not  right,  Constance  ?  Do  I  not  read  your  mind  ?  ” 

“  ISTo  !  ”  said  Constance  with  energy.  “  Had  I  been  born 
any  man’s  daughter,  but  his  from  whom  I  take  my  name  ; 
were  I  the  same  in  all  things,  mind  and  heart,  save  in  one 
feeling,  one  remembrance,  one  object — that  I  am  now ; 
Heaven  is  my  witness  that  I  would  not  cast  a  thought  upon 
poverty — upon  privation  :  that  I  would — nay,  I  do— I  do 
confide  in  your  vows,  your  affection.  If  you  have  erred,  I 
know  it  not.  If  any  but  you  tell  me  you  have  erred,  I 
believe  them  not.  You  I  trust  wholly  and  implicitly. 
Heaven,  I  say,  is  my  witness  that,  did  I  obey  the  voice  of 
my  selfish  heart,  I  would  gladly,  proudly,  share  and  follow 
your  fortunes.  You  mistake  me  if  you  think  sordid  and 
vulgar  ambition  can  only  influence  me.  No  !  I  could  be 
worthy  of  you  !  The  daughter  of  J ohn  V ernon  could  be  a 
worthy  wife  to  the  man  of  indigence  and  genius.  In  your 
poverty  I  could  soothe  you  ;  in  your  labours  I  could  sup¬ 
port  you;  in  your  reverses  console,  in  your  prosperity 
triumph.  But — but,  it  must  not  be.  Go,  Godolphin — 
dear  Godolphin  !  There  are  thousands  better  and  fairer 
than  I  am,  who  will  do  for  you  as  I  would  have  done; 
but  who  possess  the  power  I  have  not — who,  instead  of 
sharing,  can  raise  your  fortunes.  Go  !  and  if  it  comfort, 
if  it  soothe  you,  believe  that  I  have  not  been  insensible  to 
your  generosity,  your  love.  My  best  wishes,  my  fondest 
prayers,  my  dearest  hopes,  are  yours. 
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stands  s^Uhier^^?4  V  1»  “<*«■.  Con. 

from  Grodolohin  ’«  •  d  '  +  ?  ;  sIle  extricated  her  hand 

Godolpbt  £  ‘”££°h10“  — •  But 

gontlj,  but  effectually  detained' her  ^  r°be’  a”d 

Btroy  at\nee“r  „PTt8d’r  Said  he-  “a°n«tde. 

guide,  restorer.  Ton  clTudeT  y0arSel;  s°<*or, 
do  not  know  me,  Constance  ?ly°U  Can’  be  this‘ 
myself.  Hitherto  T  tmr  1  ’  fd  me  say  °ue  word  for 

bition.  Life  has  seemed  to^rL  shrt^n^aHhf 

glory  wms  so  poor  that  T  u  ,1  ort>  and  all  that  even 
tie  price  of  a  fi  w  Jf  tb°n*U  uo  labour  worth 

you,  how  joyfully  willT  rln^ZT0  ^  Bor 

I  could  ask  no  honour-  for  t-  t  m-n  <?ode  Lor  myself, 
toil  shall  be  dry  to  me— nrf  l’  1  WlU  laboilr  for  al]-  No 
renounce  my  idle  and  desulfm-P  0asure,slmll  decoy.  I  will 

great  public  arena,  where  all  wlL?^111*8'  *,Wi11  enter  tpe 

and  with  energy  Mesm  ^bo  come  armed  with  patience 

without  talents,  though  thev  1  m‘  ^onstance,  I  am  not 

but  the  word,  and  yoXowLtwP  within  me  ’ 

An  irresolution  in  Constance  wll  t?®7  Can  Produce.” 
G-odolphin  ;  he  continued,—  fc  as  a  symPa%  by 

We  are  both  desolate  in  the  world  n  i 

are  orphans-friendless,  fortuneless  Yet  ,  C°nsJance  5  we 

our  way  without  friends  and  '  ,  >°th  have  made 

though  without  fortune.’  Dn^  °m°aa£ded  our  associates, 
that  within  us  which,  when  we  are  ^  1^ecIaro  we  bave 
or  conquer  our  destiny?  And  we-1  te<?’  Ca*  stiU  exaIt 
and  contentious  world  with  wT  •  l^6  alone  m  tbe  noisy 
turn,  after  each  effort  to  our  t  \6  strive-wc  shall 
comfort  and  a  shelter  ’  Ah  thin™  If’!3’  and  find  there  a 
closer  to  each  other.  The  thoS  T  ^  **  closei'  and 
hope  of  our  future  obiects  will^ t  Solitude>  the 
our  present  love.  And  how  ml?  7  tbe  fountaia  of 
be  honours  to  you,  if  wo  thus  win  ,jWOeter’  C°ustance,  will 
will  be,  by  the  sacrifices  wehavlniadl  ’  ZT 'f  “<*** 
the  many  hours  in  which  we  desponded  l°Ugllt  of 

tion  from  each  other  •  bv  the  tli  \  i  ,  7<3t  took  consola- 

mortifications  by  sramtht  t  J S  ,b°W  W6  sweetened 
successes  noble  by  tiic  onrlMr  oo  „“ad?  ,?Ten  tll,J  lowest 
wo  ailied  them !  How  much 
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honours  than  those  which  you  might  command  at  once, 
but  accompanied  by  a  cold  heart ;  rendered  wearisome  be¬ 
cause  won  with  ease,  and  low  because  undignified  by  fame  ! 
Oh,  Constance !  am  I  not  heard  ?  Have  not  love,  nature, 
sense,  triumphed  ?  ” 

As  he  spoke,  he  bad  risen  gently,  and  wound  his  arms 
around  her  not  reluctant  form  :  her  head  reclined  upon  his 
bosom ;  her  hand  was  surrendered  to  his ;  and  his  kiss 
stole  softly  and  unchidden  to  her  cheek.  At  that  instant, 
the  fate  of  both  hung  on  a  very  hair.  How  different  might 
the  lot,  the  character,  of  each  have  been,  had  Constance’s 
lips  pronounced  the  words  that  her  heart  already  recorded  ! 
And  she  might  have  done  so ;  but,  as  she  raised  her  eyes, 
the  same  object  that  had  before  affected  Godolphin  came 
vividly  upon  her,  and  changed,  as  by  an  electric  shock,  the 
whole  current  of  her  thoughts.  Full  and  immediately 
before  her  was  the  picture  of  her  father.  The  attitude 
there  delineated,  so  striking  at  all  times,  seemed  to  Con¬ 
stance  at  that  moment  more  than  ever  impressive,  and  even 
awful  in  the  livingness  of  its  command.  It  was  the  face  of 
Vernon  in  the  act  of  speech — of  warning — of  reproof ;  such 
as  she  had  seen  it  often  in  private  life ;  such  as  she  had 
seen  it  in  his  bitter  maledictions  on  his  hollow  friends  at 
the  close  of  his  existence  :  nay,  such  as  she  had  seen  it, — 
only  more  fearful,  and  ghastly  with  the  hues  of  death, — in 
his  last  hours  ;  in  those  hours  in  which  he  had  pledged  her 
to  the  performance  of  his  revenge,  and  bade  her  live  not  for 
love  but  the  memory  of  her  sire. 

With  the  sight  of  that  face  rushed  upon  her  the  dark 
and  solemn  recollections  of  that  time  and  of  that  vow. 
The  weakness  of  love  vanished  before  the  returning  force 
of  a  sentiment  nursed  through  her  earliest  years,  fed  by 
her  dreams,  strengthened  by  her  studies,  and  hardened  by 
the  daring  energies  of  a  nature  lofty  yet  fanatical,  into  the 
rule,  the  end,  nay,  the  very  religion  of  life  !  She  tore  her¬ 
self  away  from  the  surprised  and  dismayed  Godolphin ;  she 
threw  herself  on  her  knees  before  the  picture ;  her  lips 
moved  rapidly ;  the  rapid  and  brief  prayer  for  forgiveness 
was  over,  and  Constance  rose  a  new  being.  She  turned  to 
Godolphin,  and,  lifting  her  arm  towards  the  picture,  as  she 
regarded,  with  her  bright  and  kindling  eyes,  the  face  of 
her  lover,  she  said 
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“As  you  think  now,  thought  he  whose  voice  speaks  to 
you  from  the  canvas  ;  he,  who  pursued  the  path  that  you 
would  tread ;  who,  through  the  same  toil,  the  same  pursuit, 
that  you  would  endure,  used  the  same  powers  and  the  same 
genius  as  you  would  command ;  he,  who  won, — what  you 
might  win  also  at  last, — the  smile  of  princes,  the  trust  of 
nobles,  the  shifting  and  sandy  elevation  which  the  best,  the 
wisest,  and  greatest  statesmen  in  this  country,  if  unbacked 
by  a  sordid  and  caballing  faction,  can  alone  obtain ; — he 
warns  you  from  that  hollow  distinction, — from  its  wretched 
consummation.  Oh,  Godolphin  !  ”  she  continued,  subdued, 
and  sinking  from  a  high- wrought  but  momentary  paroxysm, 
uncommon  to  her  collected  character,  “  Oh,  Godolphin  !  I 
saw  that  man  dying,  deserted,  lonely,  cursed  by  his  genius, 
ruined  by  his  prosperity.  I  saw  him  dying, — die , — of  a 
broken  and  trampled  heart.  Could  I  doom  another  victim 
to  the  same  course,  and  the  same  perfidy,  and  the  same 
fate  ?  Could  I,  with  a  silent  heart,  watch  by  that  victim  ; 
could  I,  viewing  his  certain  doom,  elate  him  with  false 
hopes  ? — No,  no  !  fly  from  me, — from  the  thought  of  such 
a  destiny.  Marry  one  who  can  bring  you  wealth,  and  sup¬ 
port  you  with  rank  ;  then  be  ambitious  if  you  will.  Leave 
me  to  fulfil  my  doom, — my  vow;  and  to  think,  however 
wretched  I  may  be,  that  I  have  not  inflicted  a  permanent 
wretchedness  on  you.” 

_  Godolphin  sprang  forward;  but  the  door  closed  upon 
his  eyes ;  and  he'  saw  Constance — as  Constance  Vernon — 
no  more. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

A  BAKE  AND  EXQUISITE  OF  THE  BEST  (WORST)  SCHOOL. — A  CON¬ 
VERSATION  ON  A  THOUSAND  MATTERS. - THE  DECLENSION  OF 

THE  SVI  PROFUSUS  INTO  THE  ALIENI  APPETENS. 

There  was,  in  the  day  I  now  refer  to,  a  certain  house  in 
Chesterfield  Street,  Mayfair,  which  few  young  men  anxious 
for  the  eclat  of  society  passed  without  a  wish  for  the  ac¬ 
quaintance  of  the  inmate.  To  that  small  and  dingy  mansion, 
with  its  verandahs  of  dusky  green,  and  its  blinds  perpetually 
drawn,  there  attached  an  interest,  a  consideration,  and  a 
mystery.  Thither,  at  the  dusk  of  night,  were  the  hired 
carriages  of  intrigue  wont  to  repair,  and  dames  to  alight, 
careful  seemingly  of  concealment,  yet  wanting,  perhaps, 
even  a  reputation  to  conceal.  Pew,  at  the  early  hours  of 
morn,  passed  that  street  in  their  way  home  from  some 
glittering  revel  without  noticing  some  three  or  foui  chariots 
in  waiting  j — or  without  hearing  from  within  the  walls  the 
sounds  of  protracted  festivity.  That  house  was  the  resi¬ 
dence  of  a  man  who  had  never  done  anything  in  public, 
and  yet  was  the  most  noted  personage  in  “  Society :  ”  in 
early  life,  the  all-accomplished  Lovelace;  in  later  years 
mingling  the  graces  with  the  decayed  heart  and  the  want 
of  principle  of  a  Grcmmont.  Reared,  contemned,  loved, 
hated,  ridiculed,  honoured,  the  very  genius,  the  very  per¬ 
sonification,  of  a  civilized  and  profligate  life  seemed  embodied 
in  Augustus  Saville.  Hitherto  we  have  spoken  of,  let  us 

now  describe,  him.  _  A 

Born  to  the  poor  fortunes  and  equivocal  station  of  cadet, 
in  a  noble  but  impoverished  house,  he  had  passed  his  exist¬ 
ence  in  a  round  of  lavish,  but  never  inelegant,  dissipation. 
Unlike  other  men,  whom  youth,  and  money,  and  the  flush 
of  health,  and  aristocratic  indulgence,  allure  to  follies, 
which  shock  the  taste  as  well  as  the  morality  of  the  wise, 
Augustus  Saville  had  never  committed  an  error  which  was 
not°  varnished  by  grace,  and  limited  by  a  profound  and 
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worldly  discretion.  A  systematic  votary  of  pleasure— no 

!“  tad  %er  through  him  lost  her  deputation  or  her 

Xt  WaS  that  he  corrupted  into  fortunate 
ch  simulation  the  minds  that  he  betrayed  into  guilt  or 

S' he  ,cIl0Se  h}8  Jictims  with  so  just  a  knowfedo-e  of 
i  characters,  and  of  the  circumstances  round  them°that 
he  might  be  sure  the  secrecy  maintained  by  himself  would 

to  Augustus1  SU  g-lld  e,1fewllere-  A11  ^e  world  attributed 
Augustus  Saville  the  most  various  and  consummate 

theTS  f 11  tHatf  q^ter  in  which  success  is  most  envied  by 
the  lighter  part  of  the  world :  yet  no  one  could  say  exact!? 

LTriSh  Tl“y  ie  atWrf Sea’  ha<1  be“  4e  “biS 

cretion  waited  upon  all  hTd2i'1L  Never  Md’h^st'10"5  t'f' 
wia  celebrity  hL  horses  or  fro^^riag^Zw  £ 
his  equipages  showed  the  ambition  to  be  distinguished  from 
another;  least  of  all  did  he  affect  that  most  disp  easdn? 
minor  ostentations,  that  offensive  exaggeration  of  neatness 
that  outre  simplicity,  which  our  young  nobles  and  asmS 
bankers  so  ridiculously  think  it  Ion  ton  to  asdumeP  nS 

harness,  industriously  avoiding  brass  ;  no  liveries  pretend 

mgt°  the  tranquillity  of  a  gentleman’s  drlss  n0Pnanei; 
disdammg  the  armorial  attributes  of  which  real  dignit? 

should  neither  be  ashamed  nor  proud _ converter)  ?i  A 

taste  into  a  display  of  plainness.  He  seldom  appeared  S 

second,  allowed  to  be  one  of  the  most  p’erZ  mStera^f 
horsemanship  m  his  time  Sn  ^  i,;„  a  ^  ^masters  or 

eren  sednZly 

appearance  of  coxcombry,  by  a  disregard  to  minutJe  He 
d  d  not  value  himself  on  the  perfection  of  his  boot-  and 
ffered  a  wrinkle  in  his  coat  without  a  sigh  •  yet  even  the 

shrewd,  and  animated  to  the  feiv’ persen^vdiom15!?11^’ 
i  ressed,  or  with  whom  he  associated  :  and  though  Im  ?  (  1 

mtw  of  the61"  t0  ent?  PHbliG  Hfe’ 

mastoi  of  the  graver  subjects  that  agitated  the  times,  t? 
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impress  even  those  practically  engaged  in  them  with  a 
belief  in  his  information  and  his  talents. 

But  he  was  born  poor ;  and  yet  he  had  lived  for  nearly 
thirty  years  as  a  rich  man!  What  was  his  secret?— he 
had  lived  upon  others  !  At  all  games  of  science,  he  played 
with  a  masterly  skill ;  and  in  those  wherein  luck  prepon¬ 
derates,  there  are  always  chances  for  a  cool  and  systematic 
calculation.  He  had  been,  indeed,  suspected  of  unfair 
play ;  but  the  charge  had  never  cooled  the  eagerness  with 
which  he  had  been  courted.  With  far  better  taste,  and  in 
far  higher  estimation  than  Brummell,  he  obtained  an  equal, 
though .  a  more  secret  sway.  Every  one  was  desirous  to 
know  him:  without  his  acquaintance,  the  young  debutant 
felt  that  he  wanted  the  qualification  to  social  success :  by 
his  intimacy,  even  vulgarity  became  the  rage.  It  was  true 
that,  as  no  woman’s  disgrace  was  confessedly  traced  to  him, 
so  neither  was  any  man’s  ruin — save  only  in  the  doubtful 
instance  of  the  unfortunate  Johnstone.  He  never  won  of 
any  person,  however  ardent,  more  than  a  certain  portion  of 
his  fortune — the  rest  of  his  undoing  Saville  left  to  his 
satellites;  nay,  even  those  who  had  in  reality  most  reason 
to  complain  of  him,  never  perceived  his  due  share  in  their 
inrpoverishment.  It  was  common  enough  to  hear  men  say, 
“  Ah  !  Saville,  I  wish  I  had  taken  your  advice,  and  left  off 
while  I  had  yet  half  my  fortune !  ”  They  did  not  accu¬ 
rately  heed  that  the  first  half  was  Saville’s;  because  the 
first  half  had  excited,  not  ruined  them. 

Besides  this  method  of  making  money,  so  strictly  social, 
Saville  had  also  applied  his  keen  intellect  and  shrewd  sense 
to  other  speculations.  Cheap  houses,  cheap  horses,  fluctua¬ 
tions  in  the  funds,  all  descriptions  of  property,  (except 
perhaps  stolen  goods,)  had  passed  under  his  earnest  atten¬ 
tion  ;  and  in  most  cases,  such  speculations  had  eminently 
succeeded.  He  was  therefore  now,  in  his  middle  age,  and 
still  unmarried,  a  man  decidedly  wealthy ;  having,  without 
ever  playing  the  miser,  without  ever  stinting  a  luxury,  or 
denying  a  wish,  turned  nothing  into  something,  poverty 
into  opulence. 

It  was  noon ;  and  Saville  was  slowly  finishing  his  morn¬ 
ing  repast,  and  conversing  with  a  young  man  stretched  on 
a  sofa  opposite  in  a  listless  attitude.  The  room  was  in 
perfect  keeping  with  the  owner :  there  was  neither  velvet, 
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nor  gilding,  nor  buhl,  nor  marque, trie — all  of  which  would 
have  been  inconsistent  with  the  moderate  size  of  the  apart¬ 
ment..  But  the  furniture  was  new,  massive,  costly,  and 
luxurious  without  the  ostentation  of  luxury.  A  few  'mod 
pictures,  and  several  exquisite  busts  and  figures  in  bronze, 
upon  marble  pedestals,  gave  something  classic  and  graceful 
to  the  aspect  of  the  room.  Annexed  to  the  back  drawing¬ 
room,  looking  over  Lord  Chesterfield’s  gardens,  a  small 
conservatory,  filled  with  rich  exotics,  made  the  only  feature 
m  the  apartment  that  might  have  seemed,  to  a  fastidious 
person,  effeminate  or  unduly  voluptuous. 

Saville  himself  was  about  forty-seven  years  of  ao-e  :  of  a 
person  slight  and  thin,  without  being  emaciated :  a  not 
ungraceful,  though  habitual  stoop,  diminished  his 'height 
which  might  be  a  little  above  the  ordinary  standard.  In 
his  youth  he  had  been  handsome ;  but  in  his  person  there 
was  now  little  trace  of  any  attraction  beyond  that  of  a 
manner  remarkably  soft  and  insinuating :  yet  in  his  narrow 
though  high  forehead — his  sharp  aquiline  nose,  grey  eye 
and  slightly  sarcastic  curve  of  lip,  something  of  his  cha¬ 
racter  betrayed  itself.  You  saw,  or  fancied  you  saw  in  them 
the  shrewdness,  the  delicacy  of  tact ;  the  consciousness  of 
duping  others ;  the  subtle  and  intuitive,  yet  bland  and 
noiseless  penetration  into  the  characters  around  him,  which 
made  the  prominent  features  of  his  mind.  And,  indeed  of 

all  qualities,  dissimulation  is  that  which  betrays  itself  the 
most  often  in  the  physiognomy.— A  fortunate  thing,  that 
the  long  habit  of  betraying  should  find  at  times  the  index 
m  which  to  betray  itself. 

“  I!\lt  F)U  clton’t' tel1  me,  my  dear  Godolphin,”  said  Saville 
as  he  broke  the  toast  into  his  chocolate, — “  you  don’t  tell 
me  how  the  world  employed  itself  at  Rome.  Were  there 
any  of  the  true  calibre  there?  steady  fellows,  yet  ardent 
hke  myself  ?— men  who  make  us  feel  our  strength  and  put 
it  forth— with  whom  we  cannot  dally  nor  idle— who  require 
our  coolness  of  head,  clearness  of  memory,  ingenuity  of 

stratagem  in  a  word,  men  of  my  art — the  art  of  plav  • _ _ 

were  there  any  such  ?  ”  i  j  ■ 

“Not  many  but  enough  for  honour,”  said  Godolphin- 
1  have  long  forsworn  gambling  for  profit  ” 
,•7  /  alw7s  fought  you  wanted  that  perseverance 
which  belongs  to  strength  of  character.  And  how  stand 
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your  resources  now  ?  Sufficient  to  recommence  the  world 
here  with  credit  and  eclat?” 

“  AJ,  were  I  so  disposed,  Saville.  But  I  shall  return  to 
Italy.  Within  a  month  hence,  I  shall  depart.” 

“What!  and  only  just  arrived  in  town!  An  heir  in 
possession !  ” 

“  Of  what  P  ” 

“  The  reputation  of  having  succeeded  to  a  property,  the 
extent  of  which,  if  wise,  you  will  tell  to  no  one! — Are' you 
so  young,  Godolphin,  as  to  imagine  that  it  signifies  one 
ciumb  of  this  bread  what  be  the  rent-roll  of  your  estate,  so 
long  as  you  can  obtain  credit  for  any  sum  to  which  you  are 
pleased  to  extend  it  P— Credit !  beautiful  invention  !— the 
moral  new  world  to  which  we  fly  when  banished  from  the 
old.  Credit! — the  true  charity  of  Providence,  by  which 
they  who  otherwise  would  starve  live  in  plenty,  and  despise 
the  indigent  rich.  Credit ! — admirable  system,  alike  for 

those  who  live  on  it  and  the  wiser  few  who  live  by  it. _ 

Will  you  borrow  some  money  of  me,  Godolphin  ?'” 

“  At  what  per  centage  ?  ” 

Why,  let  me  see:  funds  are  low;  I’ll  be  moderate. 
But  stay ;  be  it  with  you  as  I  did  with  George  Sinclair. 
You  shall  have  all  you  want,  and  pay  me  with  a  premium 
when  you  marry  an  heiress. — Why,  man,  you  wince  at  the 
word  ‘  marry !  ’  ” 

“  ’Tis  a  sore  subject,  Saville  :  one  that  makes  a  man 
think  of  halters.” 

“You  are  right:— I  recognise  my  young  pupil.  Your 
old  play-writers  talked  nonsense  when  they  said  men  lost 
liberty  of  person  by  marriage.  Men  lose  liberty,  but  it  is 
the  liberty  of  the  mind.  We  cease  to  be  independent  of 
the  world’s  word,  when  we  grow  respectable  with  a  wife,  a 
fat  butler,  two  children,  and  a  family  coach. — It  makes  a 
gentleman  little  better  than  a  grocer  or  a  king  !  But  you 
have  seen  Constance  Vernon. — Why,  out  on  this  folly, 
Godolphin !  You  turn  away.  Do  you  fancy  that  I  did 
not  penetrate  your  weakness  the  moment  you  mentioned 
her  name  ? — still  less,  do  you  fancy,  my  dear  young  friend, 
that  I,  who  have  lived  through  nearly  half  a  century,  and 
know  our  nature,  and  the  whole  thermometer  of  our  blood, 
think  one  jot  the  worse  of  you  for  forming  a  caprice,  or  a 
passion,  if  you  will — for  a  woman  who  would  set  an  anchoret, 
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or,  what  is  still  colder,  a  worn-out  debauchee,  on  fire  ? 
Bah  !  Godolphin,  I  am  wiser  than  you  take  me  for.  And 
I  will  tell  you  more.  For  your  sake,  I  am  happy  that  you 
have  incurred  already  this,  our  common,  folly,  (which  we 
all  have  once  in  a  life,)  and  that  the  fit  is  over.  I  do  not 
pry  into  your  secrets ;  I  know  their  delicacy.  I  do  not  ask 
which  of  you  drew  back ;  for,  to  have  gone  forward,  to  have 
married,  would  have  been  madness  in  both.  Nay,  it  was 
an  impossibility  :  it  could  not  have  happened  to  my  pupil; 
the  ablest,  the  subtlest,  the  wisest  of  my  pupils.  But,  how¬ 
ever  it  was  broken  off,  I  repeat  that  I  am  glad  it  happened. 
One  is  never  sure  of  a  man’s  wisdom,  till  he  has  been  really 
and  vainly  in  love.  You  know  what  that  moralizing  lump 
of  absurdity,  Lord  Edouard,  has  said  in  the  Julie — ‘the 
path  of  the  passions  conducts  us  to  philosophy  !  ’  It  is 
true,  very  true:  and  now  that  the  path  has  been  fairly 
trod,  the  goal  is  at  hand.  Now,  I  can  confide  in  your 
steadiness ;  now,  I  can  feel  that  yon  will  run  no  chance,  in 
future,  of  over-appreciating  that  bauble,  Woman.  You  will 
beg,  borrow,  steal,  and  exchange,  or  lose  the  jewel,  with  the 
same  delicious  excitement,  coupled  with  the  same  steady 
indifference,  with  which  we  play  at  a  more  scientific  game, 
and  for  a  more  comprehensive  reward.  I  say  more  com¬ 
prehensive  reward  :  for  how  many  women  may  we  be  able 
to  buy  by  a  judicious  bet  on  the  odd  trick !  ” 

“  Your  turn  is  sudden,”  said  Godolphin,  smiling ;  “  and 
there  is  some  justice  in  your  reasoning.  The  fit  is  over ; 
and  if  ever  I  can  be  wise,  I  have  entered  on  wisdom  now. 
But  talk  of  this  no  more.” 

I  will  not,”  said  Saville,  Avhose  unerring  tact  had 
reached  just  the  point  where  to  stop,  and  who  had  led 
Godolphin  through  just  that  vein  of  conversation,  half 
sentimentalising,  half  sensible,  all  profligate,  which  seldom 
fails  to  win  the  ear  of  a  man  both  of  imagination  and  of 
the  world.  “  I  will  not;  and,  to  vary  the  topic,  I  will 
turn  egoist,  and  tell  you  my  adventures.” 

_  With  this,  Saville  began  a  light  and  amusing  recital  of 
his  various  and  singular  life  for  the  last  three  years. 
Anecdote,  jest,  maxim,  remark,  interspersed,  gave  a  zest 
and  piquancy  to  the  narration.  An  accomplished  roue 
always  affects  to  moralise;  it  is  a  part  of  his  character. 
There  is  a  vague  and  shrewd  sentiment  that  pervades  his 
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morale  and  Ms  system.  Frequent  excitement,  and  its  at¬ 
tendant  relaxation ;  the  conviction  of  the  folly  of  all 
pursuits ;  the  insipidity  of  all  life ;  the  hollowness  of  all 
love ;  the  faithlessness  in  all  ties ;  the  disbelief  in  all 
worth ;  these  consequences  of  a  dissipated  existence  on  a 
thoughtful  mind,  produce  some  remarkable,  while  they 
make  so  many  wretched,  characters.  They  coloured  some 
of  the  most  attractive  prose  among  the  French,  and  the 
most  fascinating  verse  in  the  pages  of  Byron.  It  might 
be  asked,  by  a  profane  inquirer  (and  I  have  touched  on 
this  before,)  what  effect  a  life  nearly  similar — a  life  of 
luxury,  indolence,  lassitude,  profuse,  but  heartless  love, 
imparted  to  the  deep  and  touching  wisdom  in  Ins  page, 
whom  we  consider  the  wisest  of  men,  and  who  has  left  us 
the  most  melancholy  of  doctrines  ? 

It  was  this  turn  of  mind  that  made  Saville’s  conversa¬ 
tion  peculiarly  agreeable  to  Godolphin  in  his  present 
humour ;  and  the  latter  invested  it,  from  his  own  mood, 
with  a  charm  which  in  reality  it  wanted.  For,  as  I  shall 
show,  in  Godolphin,  what  deterioration  the  habits  of  frivo¬ 
lous  and  worldly  life  produce  on  the  mind  of  a  man  of 
genius,  I  show  only  in  Saville  the  effect  they  produce  on  a 
man  of  sense. 

“Well,  Godolphin,”  said  Saville,  as  he  saw  the  former 
rise  to  depart ;  “  you  will  at  least  dine  with  me  to-day — a 
punctual  eight.  I  think  I  can  promise  you  an  agreeable 
evening.  The  Linettini,  and  that  dear  little  Fanny  Mil- 
linger,  (your  old  flame,)  are  coming  ;  and  I  have  asked  old 
Stracey,  the  poet,  to  say  ions  mots  for  them.  Poor  old 
Stracey !  He  goes  about  to  all  his  former  friends  and  fel¬ 
low-liberals,  boasting  of  his  favour  with  the  Great,  and 
does  not  see  that  we  only  use  him  as  we  would  a  puppet- 
show  or  a  dancing-dog.” 

“What  folly,”  said  Godolphin,  “it  is  in  any  man  of 
genius  (not  also  of  birth)  to  think  the  Great  of  this 
country  can  possibly  esteem  him!  Nothing  can  equal  the 
secret  enmity  with  which  dull  men  regard  an  intellect 
above  their  comprehension.  Party  politics,  and  the  tact, 
the  shifting,  the  commonplace  that  Party-politics  alone 
require ;  these  they  can  appreciate ;  and  they  feel  respect 
for  an  orator,  even  though  he  be  nof  a  county  member ;  for 
he  can  assist  them  in  their  paltry  ambition  for  place  and 
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pension :  but  an  author,  or  a  man  of  science,  the  rogues 
positively  jeer  at  him  !  ” 

“And  yet,”  said  Saville,  “how  few  men  of  letters  per¬ 
ceive  a  truth  so  evident  to  us,  so  hackneyed  even  in  the 
conversations  of  society !  For  a  little  reputation  at  a 
dinner-table,  for  a  coaxing  note  from  some  titled  demirep 
affecting  the  De  Stael,  they  forget  not  only  to  be  glorious 
but  even  to  be  respectable.  And  this,  too,  not  only  for  so 
petty  a  gratification,  but  for  one  that  rarely  lasts  above  a 
London  season.  We  allow  the  low-born  author  to  be  the 
lion  this  year  ;  but  we  dub  him  a  bore  the  next.  We  shut 
our  doors  upon  his  twice-told  jests,  and  send  for  the  Prague 
minstrels  to  sing  to  us  after  dinner  instead.” 

“  However,”  said  Godolphin,  “  it  is  only  poets  you  find 
so  foolish  as  to  be  deceived  by  you.  There  is  not  a  single 
prose  writer  of  real  genius  so  absurd.” 

“  And  why  is  that  ?  ” 

“  Because,”  replied  Godolphin,  philosophising,  “  poets 
address  themselves  more  to  women  than  men  ;  and  insen¬ 
sibly  they  acquire  the  weaknesses  which  they  are  accus¬ 
tomed  to  address.  A  poet  whose  verses  delight  the  women 
will  be  found,  if  we  closely  analyse  his  character,  to  be  very 
like  a  woman  himself.” 

“You  don’t  love  poets?”  said  Saville. 

“  The  glory  of  old  has  departed  from  them.  I  mean  less 
from  their  pages  than  their  minds.  We  have  plenty  of 
beautiful  poets,  but  how  little  poetry  breathing  of  a  great 
soul ! ” 

Here  the  door  opened,  and  a  Mr.  Glosson  was  announced. 
There  entered  a  little,  smirking,  neat-dressed  man,  prim  as 
a  lawyer  or  a  house-agent. 

“Ah,  Glosson,  is  that  you?”  said  Saville,  with  some¬ 
thing  like  animation  :  “  sit  down,  my  good  sir, — sit  down. 
Well !  well !  (rubbing  his  hands ;)  what  news  ?  what 
news  ?  ” 

“Why,  Mr.  Saville,  I  think  we  may  get  the  land  from 

old - .  He  has  the  right  of  the  job.  I  have  been  with 

him  all  this  morning.  He  asks  six  thousand  pounds 
for  it.” 

“  The  unconscionable  dog !  He  got  it  from  the  crown 

for  two.” 

“Ah,  very  true, —very  true:  but  you  don’t  see,  sir, — yon 
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don’t  see,  that  it  is  well  worth  nine.  Sad  times, — sad 
times :  jobs  from  the  crown  are  growing  scarcer  every  day, 
Mr.  Saville.” 

“Humph  !  that’s  all  a  chance,  a  speculation.  Times  are 
bad,  indeed,  as  you  say :  no  money  in  the  market :  go, 
Glosson ;  offer  him  five ;  your  per-centage  shall  be  one  per 
cent,  higher  than  if  I  pay  six  thousand,  and  shall  be  counted 
up  to  the  latter  sum.” 

“  He  !  he  !  he !  sir !  ”  grinned  Glosson  ;  “  yon  are  fond  of 
your  joke,  Mr.  Saville.” 

“  Well,  now ;  what  else  in  the  market  ?  never  mind,  my 
friend:  Mr.  Godolphin — Mr.  Glosson;  nowall  gene  is  over; 
proceed, — proceed.” 

Glosson  hummed,  and  bowed,  and  hummed  again,  and 
then  glided  on  to  speak  of  houses,  and  crown  lands,  and 
properties  in  W ales,  and  places  at  court,  (for  some  of  the 
subordinate  posts  at  the  palace  were  then — perhaps  are 
now — regular  matter  of  barter  ;)  and  Saville,  bending  over 
the  table,  with  his  thin  delicate  hands  clasped  intently,  and 
his  brow  denoting  his  interest,  and  his  sharp  shrewd  eye 
fixed  on  the  agent,  furnished  to  the  contemplative  Godol¬ 
phin  a  picture  which  he  did  not  fail  to  note,  to  moralise  on, 
to  despise ! 

What  a  spectacle  is  that  of  the  jn-odigal  rake,  hardening 
and  sharpening  into  the  grasping  speculator ! 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

FANNY  MILLINGER  ONCE  MORE. — LOVE. — WOMAN. — BOOKS. — A 

HUNDRED  TOPICS  TOUCHED  ON  THE  SURFACE. - GODOLPHIN’S 

STATE  OF  MIND  MORE  MINUTELY  EXAMINED. — THE  DINNER  AT 

saville’s. 

Godolphin  went  to  see  and  converse  with  Fanny  Millin- 
ger.  She  was  still  unmarried,  and  still  the  fashion.  There 
was  a  sort  of  allegory  of  real  life,  in  the  manner  in  which, 
at  certain  epochs,  onr  Idealist  was  brought  into  contact 
with  the  fair  actress  of  ideal  creations.  There  was,  in 
short,  something  of  a  moral  in  the  way  these  two  streams 
of  existence — the  one  belonging  to  the  Actual,  the  other  to 
the  Imaginary — flowed  on,  crossing  each  other  at  stated 
times.  Which  was  the  more  really  imaginative — the  life 
of  the  stage,  or  that  of  the  world’s  stage  ? 

The  gay  Fanny  was  rejoiced  to  welcome  back  again 
her  early  lover.  She  ran  on,  talking  of  a  thousand 
topics,  without  remarking  the  absent  mind  and  musing 
eye  of  Godolphin,  till  he  himself  stopped  her  somewhat 
abruptly : — 

“Well,  Fanny,  well,  and  what  do  you  know  of  Saville  ? 
You  have  grown  intimate  with  him,  eh  ?  We  shall  meet 
at  his  house  this  evening.” 

“  Oh,  yes,  he  is  a  charming  person  in  his  little  way  ;  and 
the  only  man  who  allows  me  to  be  a  friend  without  dream¬ 
ing  of  becoming  a  lover.  Now  that’s  what  I  like.  We 
poor  actresses  have  so  much  would-be  love  in  the  course 
of  our  lives,  that  a  little  friendship  now  and  then  is  a 
novelty  which  other  and  soberer  people  can  never  appre¬ 
ciate.  On  reading  ‘  Gil  Bias  ’  the  other  day — I  am  no 
great  reader,  as  you  may  remember— I  was  struck  by  that 
part  in  which  the  dear  Santillane  assures  us  that  there  was 
never  any  love  between  him  and  Laura  the  actress.  I 
thought  it  so  true  to  nature,  so  probable,  that  they  should 
have  formed  so  strong  an  intimacy  for  each  other,  lived  in 
the  same  house,  had  every  opportunity  for  love,  yet  never 
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loved.  And  it  was  exactly  because  sbe  was  an  actress,  and 
a  light  good-for-nothing  creature,  that  it  so  happened  ;  the 
very  multiplicity  of  lovers  prevented  her  falling  in  love : 
the  very  carelessness  of  her  life,  poor  girl,  rendered  a  friend 
so  charming  to  her.  It  would  have  spoiled  the  friend  to 
have  made  him  an  adorer  ;  it  would  have  turned  the  rarity 
into  the  every-day  character.  Now,  so  it  is  with  me  and 
Saville  ;  I  like  his  wit,  he  likes  my  good  temper.  We  see 
each  other  as  often  as  if  we  were  in  love ;  and  yet  I  do  not 
believe  it  even  possible  that  he  should  ever  kiss  my  hand. 
After  all,”  continued  Fanny,  laughing,  “love  is  not  so 
necessary  to  us  women  as  people  think.  Fine  writers  say, 

‘  Oh,  men  have  a  thousand  objects,  women  but  one !  ’ 
That’s  nonsense,  dear  Percy ;  women  have  them  thousand 
objects  too.  They  have  not  the  bar,  but  they  have  the 
milliner’s  shop  ;  they  can’t  fight,  but  they  can  sit  by  the 
window  and  embroider  a  work-bag ;  they  don’t  rush  into 
politics,  but  they  plunge  their  souls  into  love  for  a  parrot 
or  a  lap-dog.  Don’t  let  men  flatter  themselves  ;  Providence 
has  been  just  as  kind  in  that  respect  to  one  sex  as  to  the 
other ;  our  objects  are  small,  yours  great ;  but  a .  small 
object  -may  occupy  the  mind  just  as  much  as  the  loftiest.” 

“  Ours  great !  pshaw  !  ”  said  Glodolphin,  who  was  rather 
struck  with  Fanny’s  remarks  ;  “  there  is  nothing  great  in 
those  professions  which  man  is  pleased  to  extol.  Is  selfish¬ 
ness  great  ?  Are  the  low  trickery,  the  organised  lies  of 
the  bar,  a  great  calling  ?  Is  the  mechanical  slavery  of  the 
soldier — fighting  because  he  is  in  the  way  of  fighting, 
without  knowing  the  cause,  without  an  object,  save  a  dim, 
foolish  vanity  which  he  calls  glory,  and  cannot  analyse — is 
that  a  great  aim  and  vocation  ?  Well:  the  senate  !  look 
at  the  outcry  which  wise  men  make  against  the  loathsome 
corruption  of  that  arena ;  then  look  at  the  dull  hours,  the 
tedious  talk,  the  empty  boasts,  the  poor  and  flat  rewards, 
and  tell  me  where  is  the  greatness?  No,  Fanny  !  the  em¬ 
broidered  work-bag,  and  the  petted  parrot,  afford  just  as 
pTeat— morally  great— occupations  as  those  of  the  bar,  the 
army,  the  senate.  It  is  only  the  frivolous  who  talk  of 
frivolities  :  there  is  nothing  frivolous  :  all  earthly  occupa¬ 
tions  are  on  a  par — alike  important  if  they  alike  occupy  ; 
for  to  the  wise  all  are  poor  and  valueless. 

“  I  fancy  you  are  very  wrong,”  said  the  actress,  pressing 
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her  pretty  fingers  to  her  forehead,  as  if  to  understand  him  ; 
“  but  I  cannot  tell  you  why,  and  I  never  argue.  I  ramble 
on  in  my  odd  way,  casting  out  my  shrewd  things  without 
defending  them,  if  any  one  chooses  to  quarrel  with  them. 
What  I  do  I  let  others  do.  My  maxim  in  talk  is  my  maxim 
in  life.  I  claim  liberty  for  myself,  and  give  indulgence  to 
others.” 

“  I  see,”  said  Godolphin,  “  that  you  have  plenty  of  books 
about  you,  though  you  plead  not  guilty  to  reading.  Do 
you  learn  your  philosophy  from  them  p  for  I  think  you 
have  contracted  a  vein  of  reflection  since  we  parted,  which 
I  scarcely  recognise  as  an  old  characteristic.” 

“  Why,”  answered  Fanny,  “though  I  don’t  read,  I 
skim.  Sometimes  I  canter  through  a  dozen  novels  in  a 
morning.  I  am  disappointed,  I  confess,  in  all  these  works. 
I  want  to  see  more  real  knowledge  of  the  world  than  they 
ever  display.  They  tell  us  how  Lord  Arthur  looked,  and 
Lady  Lucy  dressed,  and  what  was  the  colour  of  those  cur¬ 
tains,  and  these  eyes,  and  so  forth ;  and  then  the  better 
sort,  perhaps,  do  also  tell  ns  what  the  heroine  felt  as  well 
as  wore,  and  try  with  might  and  main  to  pull  some  string 
of  the  internal  machine  ;  but  still  I  am  not  enlightened  not 
touched.  I  don’t  recognise  men  and  women ;  they  are 
puppets  with  holiday  phrases :  and  I  tell  you  what,  Percy, 
these  novelists  make  the  last  mistake  you  would  suppose 
them  guilty  of  ;  they  have  not  romance  enough  in  them  to 
paint  the  truths  of  society.  Old  gentlemen  say  novels  are 
bad  teachers  of  life,  because  they  make  it  too  ideal ;  quite 
the  reverse:  novels  are  too  trite!  too  superficial!  their 
very  talk  about  love,  and  the  fuss  they  make  about  it, 
show  how  shallow  real  romance  is  with  them  ;  for  they  say 
nothing  new  on  it,  and  real  romance  is  for  ever  striking- 
out  new  thoughts.  Am  I  not  right,  Percy  ?— No  !  life  be 
it  worldly  as  it  may,  has  a  vast  deal  of  romance  in’  it. 
Every  one  of  us  (even  poor  I)  have  a  mine  of  thoughts, 
and  fancies,  and  wishes,  that  books  are  too  dull  and  com¬ 
mon  place  to  reach :  the  heart  is  a  romance  in  itself.” 

“  A  philosophical  romance,  my  Fanny  ;  full  of  mysteries 
and  conceits,  and  refinements,  mixed  up  with  its  deeper 
passages.  But  how  came  you  so  wise  ?  ” 

“  Thank  you  !  ”  answered  Fanny,  with  a  profound  curt¬ 
sey.  “  The  fact  is— though  you,  as  in  duty  bound,  don’t 
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perceive  it — that  I  am  older  than  I  was  when  we  last  met. 
I  reflect  where  I  then  felt.  Besides,  the  stage  fills  our 
heads  with  a  half  sort  of  wisdom,  and  gives  ns  that  strange 
melange  of  shrewd  experience  and  romantic  notions  which 
is,  in  fact,  the  real  representation  of  nine  human  hearts  out 
of  ten.  Talking  of  books,  I  want  some  one  to  write  a  novel, 
which  shall  be  a  metaphysical  Gil  Bias ;  which  shall  deal 
more  with  the  mind  than  Le  Sage’s  book,  and  less  with  the 
actions ;  which  shall  make  its  hero  the  creature  of  the 
world,  but  a  different  creation,  though  equally  true ;  which 
shall  give  a  faithful  picture  in  the  character  of  one  man  of 
the  aspect  and  the  effects  of  our  social  system ;  making 
that  man  of  a  better  sort  of  clay  than  the  amusing  lacquey 
was,  and  the  product  of  a  more  artificial  grade  of  society. 
The  book  I  mean  would  be  a  sadder  one  than  Le  Sage’s, 
but  equally  faithful  to  life.” 

“  And  it  would  have  more  of  romance,  if  I  rightly  un¬ 
derstand  what  yon  mean  ?  ” 

“  Precisely  :  romance  of  idea  as  well  as  incident — natural 
romance.  By  the  way,  how  few  know  what  natural 
romance  is  :  so  that  you  feel  the  ideas  in  a  book  or  play 
are  true  and  faithful  to  the  characters  they  are  ascribed  to, 
why  mind  whether  the  incidents  are  probable  ?  Yet  com¬ 
mon  readers  only  go  by  the  incidents  ;  as  if  the  incidents 
in  three-fourths  of  Shakspeare’s  plays  were  even  ordinarily 
possible  !  But  people  have  so  little  nature  in  them,  that 
they  don’t  know  what  is  natural !  ” 

Thus  Fanny  ran  on,  in  no  very  connected  manner ; 
stringing  together  those  remarks  which,  unless  I  am  mis¬ 
taken,  show  how  much  better  an  uneducated,  clever  girl, 
whose  very  nature  is  a  quick  perception  of  art,  can  play 
the  critic,  than  the  pedants  who  assume  the  office. 

But  it  was  only  for  the  moment  that  the  heavy  heart  of 
Godolphin  could  forget  its  load.  It  was  in  vain  that  he 
sought  to  be  amused  while  yet  smarting  under  the  fresh¬ 
ness  of  regret.  A  great  shock  had  been  given  to  his 
nature ;  he  had  loved  against  his  will ;  and  as  we  have 
seen,  on  his  return  to  the  Priory,  he  had  even  resolved  on 
curing  himself  of  a  passion  so  unprofitable  and  unwise. 
But  the  jealousy  of  a  night  had  shivered  into  dust  a  pru¬ 
dence  which  never  of  right  belonged  to  a  very  ardent  and 
generous  nature  :  that  jealousy  was  soothed,  allayed  :  but 
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how  fierce,  how  stunning  was  the  blow  that  succeeded  it ! 
Constance  had  confessed  love,  and  yet  had  refused  him 
for  ever  !  Clear  and  noble  as  to  herself  her  motives  might 
seem  in  that  refusal,  it  was  impossible  that  they  should 
appear  in  the  same  light  to  Godolphin.  Unable  to  pene¬ 
trate  into  the  effect  which  her  father’s  death-bed  and  her 
own  oath  had  produced  on  the  mind  of  Constance  ;  how 
indissolubly  that  remembrance  had  united  itself  with  all 
her  schemes  and  prospects  for  the  future ;  how  marvel¬ 
lously,  yet  how  naturally,  it  had  converted  worldly  ambi¬ 
tion  into  a  sacred  duty ; — unable,  I  say,  to  comprehend 
all  these  various,  and  powerful,  and  governing  motives, 
Godolphin  beheld  in  her  refusal  only  the  aversion  to  share 
his  slender  income,  and  the  desire  for  loftier  station.  He 
considered,  therefore,  that  sorrow  was  a  tribute  to  her  un¬ 
worthy  of  himself ;  lie  deemed  it  a  part  of  his  dignity  to 
strive  to  forget.  That  hollowed  sentiment  which,  in  some 
losses  of  the  heart,  makes  it  a  duty  to  remember,  and 
preaches  a  soothing  and  soft  lesson  from  the  very  text  of 
regret,  was  not  for  the  wrung  and  stricken  soul  of  Godol¬ 
phin.  He  only  strove  to  dissipate  his  grief,  and  shut  out 
from  his  mental  sight  the  charmed  vision  of  the  first,  the 
only  woman  he  had  deeply  loved. 

Godolphin  felt,  too,  that  the  sole  impulse  which  could 
have  united  the  fast-expiring  energy  and  enterprise  of  his 
youth  to  the  ambition  of  life  was  for  ever  gone.  With 
Constance — with  the  proud  thoughts  that  belonged  to  her 
— the  aspirings  after  earthly  honours  were  linked,  and  wdtk 
her  were  broken.  He  felt  his  old  philosophy — the  love  of 
ease,  the  profound  contempt  for  fame, — close,  like  the  deep 
waters  over  those  glittering  hosts  for  whose  passage  they 
had  been  severed  for  a  moment — whelming  the  crested  and 
gorgeous  visions  for  ever  beneath  the  wave  !  Conscious  of 
his  talents — nay,  swayed  to  and  fro  by  the  unquiet  stirrings 
of  no  common  genius — Godolphin  yet  foresaw  that  he  was 
not  henceforth  destined  to  play  a  shining  part  in  the 
crowded  drama  of  life.  His  career  was  already  closed  :  he 
might  be  contented,  prosperous,  happy ;  but  never  great. 
He  had  seen  enough  of  authors,  and  of  the  thorns  that 
beset  the  paths  of  literature,  to  experience  none  of  those 
delusions  which  cheat  the  blinded  aspirer  into  the  wilder¬ 
ness  of  publication — that  mode  of  obtaining  fame  and 
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hatred  to  which  those  who  feel  unfitted  for  more  hustling 
concerns  are  impelled.  Write  he  might :  and  he  was  fond 
(as  disappointment  increased  his  propensities  to  dreaming) 
of  brightening  his  solitude  with  the  golden  palaces  and 
winged  shapes  that  lie  glassed  within  the  fancy — the  soul’s 
fairy-land.  But  the  vision  with  him  was  only  evoked  one 
hour  to  be  destroyed  the  next.  Happy  had  it  been  for 
Godolphin,  and  not,  unfortunate  perhaps  for  the  world, 
had  he  learned  at  that  exact  moment  the  true  motive  for 
human  action  which  he  afterwards,  and  too  late,  discovered. 
Happy  had  it  been  for  him  to  have  learned  that  there  is  an 
ambition  to  do  good — an  ambition  to  raise  the  wretched  as 
well  as  to  rise. 

Alas ! — either  in  letters  or  in  politics,  how  utterly  poor, 
barren,  and  untempting,  is  every  path  that  points  upward 
to  the  mockery  of  public  eminence,  when  looked  upon  by  a 
soul  that  has  any  real  elements  of  wise  or  noble  unless  we 
have  an  impulse  within,  which  mortification  chills  not  a 
reward  without,  which  selfish  defeat  does  not  destroy. 

But,  unblest  by  one  friend  really  wise  or  good,  spoilt  by 
the  world,  soured  by  disappointment,  Godolphin’ s  very 
faculties  made  him  inert,  and  his  very  wisdom  taught  him 
to  be  useless.  Again  and  again, — as  the  spider  in  some 
cell  where  no  winged  insect  ever  wanders,  builds  and  re¬ 
builds  his  mesh, — the  scheming  heart  of  the  Idealist  was 
doomed  to  weave  net  after  net  for  those  visions  of  the 
Lovely  and  the  Perfect  which  never  can  descend  to  the 
gloomy  regions  wherein  mortality  is  cast.  The  most  com¬ 
mon  disease  to  genius  is  nympholepsy — the  saddening  for 
a  spirit  that  the  world  knows  not.  Ah  !  how  those  out¬ 
ward  disappointments  which  should  cure,  only  feed  the 
disease ! 

The  dinner  at  Saville’s  was  gay  and  lively,  as  such  enter¬ 
tainments  with  such  participators  usually  are.  If  nothing 
in  the  world  is  more  heavy  than  your  formal  banquet, 
nothing,  on  the  other  hand,  is  more  agreeable  than  those 
well-chosen  laissez  alter  feasts  at  which  the  guests  are  as 
happily  selected  as  the  wines  ;  where  there  is  no  form, 
no  reserve,  no  effort;  and  people,  having  met  to  sit  still 
for  a  few  hours,  are  willing  to  be  as  pleasant  to  eacn  other 
as  if  they  were  never  to  meet  again.  Yet  the  conversation 
in  all  companies  not  literary  turns  upon  persons  rather 
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than  things ;  and  your  wits  learn  their  art  only  in  the 
School  for  Scandal. 

“  Only  think,  Fanny”  said  Saville,  “  of  Clavers  turning 
beau  in  his  old  age !  He  commenced  with  being  a  jockey  ; 
then  he  became  an  electioneerer ;  then  a  methodist  parson  ; 
then  a  builder  of  houses  ;  and  now  he  has  dashed  suddenly 
up  to  London,  rushed  into  the  clubs,  mounted  a  wig, 
studied  an  ogle,  and  walks  about  the  Opera  House  swing¬ 
ing  a  cane,  and,  at  the  age  of  fifty-six,  punching  young 
minors  in  the  side,  and  saying  tremulously,  “  We  young 
fellows  ?  ” 

“  He  hires  pages  to  come  to  him  in  the  Park  with  three 
cornered  notes,”  said  Fanny  :  “  he  opens  each  with  affected 
nonchalance;  looks  full  at  the  bearer;  and  cries  aloud — 
‘  Tell  your  mistress  I  cannot  refuse  her :  ’ — then  canters  off, 
with  the  air  of  a  man  persecuted  to  death !  ” 

“  But  did  you  see  what  an  immense  pair  of  whiskers 
Chester  has  mounted  ?  ” 

“Yes,”  answered  a  Mr.  De  Lacy;  “A - says  he  has 

cultivated  them  in  order  to  ‘plant  out  ’  his  ugliness.” 

“  But  vy  you  no  talk,  Monsieur  de  Dauphin  ?  ”  said  the 
Linettini  gently:  turning  to  Percy;  “  you  ver  silent.” 

“  Unhappily,  I  have  been  so  long  out  of  town,  that  these 
anecdotes  of  the  day  are  caviare  to  me.” 

“  But  so,”  cried  Saville,  “  would  a  volume  of  French 
Memoirs  be  to  any  one  that  took  it  up  for  the  first  time  • 
yet  the  French  Memoirs  amuse  one  exactly  as  much  as  if 
one  had  lived  with  the  persons  written  of.  Now  that  ought 
to  be  the  case  with  conversations  upon  persons.  I  flatter 
myself,  Fanny,  that  you  and  I  hit  off  characters  so  well  by 
a  word  or  two,  that  no  one  who  hears  us  wants  to  know 
any  thing  more  about  them.” 

“  I  believe  you,”  said  Godolphin ;  “  and  that  is  the  reason 
you  never  talk  of  yourselves.” 

“  Bah !  Apropos  of  egoism,  did  you  meet  Jack  Barabel 
in  Rome?  ” 

“Yes,  writing  his  travels.  ‘Pray,’  said  he  to  me  (seizing 
me  by  the  button)  in  the  Colisseum,  ‘  What  do  you  think 
is  the  highest  order  of  literary  composition  ?  ’  ‘  Why,  an 

epic,  I  fancy,’  said  I ;  ‘  or  perhaps  a  tragedy,  or  a  great 
history,  or  a  novel  like  Bon  Quixote.’’  ‘  Pooh  !  ’  quoth  Bar¬ 
abel,  looking  important,  ‘  there’s  nothing  so  high  in  litera- 
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ture  as  a  good  book  of  travels ;  ’  then  sinking  bis  voice  into 
a  whisper,  and  laying  his  finger  wisely  on  his  nose,  he 
hissed  out,  I  have  a  quarto,  sir,  in  the  press  !  ’  ” 

“Ha!  ha!  ’’  laughed  Stracey,  the  old  wit,  picking  his 
teeth  and  speaking  for  the  first  time ;  “  if  you  tell  Barabel 
you  have  seen  a  handsome  woman,  he  says,  mysteriously 
frowning,  Handsome,  sir !  has  she  travelled?— answer  me 

tllci't ! 


But  have  you  seen  Paulton’s  new  equipage  ?  Brown 
carriage,  brown  liveries,  brown  harness,  brown  horses,  while 
Paulton  and  his  wife  sit  within  dressed  in  brown  cap-a-pie. 

he  best  of  it  is  that  Paulton  went  to  his  coaehmaker  to 
order  ms  carriage,  saying,  ‘Mr.  Houlditch,  I  am  growing 
old— too  old  to  be  eccentric  any  longer;  I  must  have  some^ 
thing  remarkably  plain;’  and  to  this  hour  Paulton  goes 
brown- mg  about  the  town,  crying  out  to  every  one,  ‘  Nothing 
like  simplicity,  believe  me.’”  6 

“  He  discharged  his  coachman  for  wearing  white  gloves 
instead  of  brown,”  said  Stracey.  “  ‘  What  do  you  mean, 
sir,  cried  he,  ‘  with  your  d — d  showy  vulgarities  P — don’t 
you  see  me  toiling  my  soul  out  to  be  plain  and  quiet,  and 
you  must  spoil  all,  by  not  being  brown  enough  !  ’  ” 

“Ah,  Go  dolphin,  you  seem  pensive,”  whispered  Fanny 
“yet  we  are  tolerably  amusing,  too.” 

“My  dear  Fanny,”  answered  Godolphin,  rousing  himself 
tlie  dialogue  is  gay,  the  actors  know  their  parts,  the 
lights  are  brilliant ;  but — the  scene — the  scene  cannot  shift 
for  me !  Call  it  what  you  will,  I  am  not  deceived.  I  see 
the  paint  and  the  canvas,  but— and  yet,  away  these  thoughts ' 
Shall  I  fill  your  glass,  Fanny  ?  ” 


m 


GODOLPHIN. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

AN  EVENT  OF  GREAT  IMPORTANCE  TO  THE  PRINCIPAL  ACTORS  IN 
THIS  HISTORY. — GODOLPHIN  A  SECOND  TIME  LEAVES  ENGLAND. 

Godolphin  was  welcomed  with  enthusiasm  by  the  London 
world.  His  graces,  his  manners,  his  genius,  his  Ion  ton, 
and  his  bonnes  fortunes,  were  the  theme  of  every  society. 
Verses  imputed  to  him, — some  erroneously,  some  truly,- 
were  mysteriously  circulated  from  hand  to  hand  ;  and  every 
one  envied  the  fair  inspirers  to  whom  they  were  supposed 
to  be  addressed. 

It  is  not  my  intention  to  reiterate  the  wearisome  echo  of 
novelists,  who  descant  on  fashion  and  term  it  life.  No 
description  of  rose-coloured  curtains  and  buhl  cabinets — 
no  miniature  paintings  of  boudoirs  and  salons — no  recital 
of  conventional  insipidities,  interlarded  with  affected  criti¬ 
cisms,  and  honoured  by  the  name  of  dramatic  dialogue, 
shall  lend  their  fascination  to  these  pages.  Far  other  and 
far  deeper  aims  are  mine  in  stooping  to  delineate  the  cus¬ 
toms  and  springs  of  polite  life.  The  reader  must  give 
himself  wholly  up  to  me  ;  he  must  prepare  to  go  with  me 
through  the  grave  as  through  the  gay,  and  unresistingly 
to  thread  the  dark  and  subtle  interest  which  alone  I  can 
impart  to  these  memoirs,  or — let  him  close  the  book  at 
once.  I  promise  him  novelty ;  but  it  is  not,  when  duly 
scanned,  a  novelty  of  a  light  and  frivolous  cast. 

But  throughout  that  routine  of  dissipation  in  which  he 
chased  the  phantom  Forgetfulness,  Godolphin  sighed  for 
the  time  he  had  fixed  on  for  leaving  the  scenes  in  which  it 
was  pursued.  Of  Constance’s  present  existence  he  heard 
nothing ;  of  her  former  triumphs  and  conquests  he  heard 
everywhere.  And  when  did  he  ever  meet  one  face,  how¬ 
ever  fair,  which  could  awaken  a  single  thought  of  admira¬ 
tion,  while  hers  was  yet  all  faithfully  glassed  in  his  re¬ 
membrance?  I  know  nothing  that  so  utterly  converts 
society  into  “  the  gallery  of  pictures,”  as  the  recollection  of 
one  loved  and  lost.  That  recollection  has  but  two  cures — 
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Time  and  the  Hermitage.  Foreigners  impute  to  ns  the 
turn  for  sentiment ;  alas  !  there  are  no  people  who  have  it 
less.  We.  seek  for  ever  after  amusement ;  and  there  is  not 
one  popular  prose-book  in  our  language  in  which  the  more 
tender  and  yearning  secrets  of  the  heart  form  the  subject 
matter.  The  “  Corinne  ”  and  the  “  Julie  ”  weary  us,  or  we 
turn  them  into  sorry  jests  ! 

One  evening,  a  little  before  his  departure  from  England, 

that  a  lingering  and  vague  hope,  of  which  Constance  was 
the  object,  had  considerably  protracted  beyond  the  allotted 
time  Codolphin  was  at  a  house  in  which  the  hostess  was 
a  relation  to  Lord  Erpingham. 

Have  you  heard,”  asked  Lady  C — — -,  “  that  my  cousin 
Erpingham  is  to  be  married  ?  ” 

Ho,  indeed ;  to  whom?  ”  said  Codolphin,  easterly. 

“  To  Miss  Vernon.” 

Sudden  as  was  the  shock,  Godolphin’ heard,  and  changed 
neither  hue  nor  muscle. 

“  you  certain  of  this  ?  ”  asked  a  lady  present. 

„  “Quite:  Lady  Erpingham  is  my  authority;  I  received 
the  news  from  herself  this  very  day.” 

“  And  does  she  seem  pleased  with  the  match  ?  ” 

WLy  I  can  scarcely  say,  for  the  letter  contradicts  itself 
in  every  passage.  How,  she  congratulates  herself  on  hav¬ 
ing  so  charming  a  daughter-in-law;  now,  she  suddenly 
stops  short  to  observe  what  a  pity  it  is  that  youno-  men 
should  be  so  precipitate !  How,  she  says  what  a&  great 
match  it  will  be  for  her  dear  ward  !  and  now,  what  a  happy 
one  it  will  be  for  Erpingham  !  In  short,  she  does  not  know 
whether  to  be  pleased  or  vexed ;  and  that,  pour  dire  vrai, 
is  my  case  also.” 

“Why,  indeed,”  observed  the  former  speaker,  “Miss 
Vernon  has  played  her  cards  well.  Lord  Erpingham  would 
have  been  a  great  match  in  himself,  with  his  person  and 
reputation.  Ah  !  she  was  always  an  ambitious  girl.” 

“  And  a  proud  one,”  said  Lady  G - .  “  Well,  I  sup¬ 

pose  Erpingham  House  will  be  the  rendezvous  to  all  the 
blues,  and  wits,  and  savans.  Miss  Vernon  is  another 
Aspasia,  I  hear.” 

“  I  hate  girls  who  are  so  designing,”  said  the  lady  who 
spoke  before,  and  had  only  one  daughter,  very  ugly,  who, 
at  the  age  of  thirty-five,  was  about  to  accept  her  first  offer, 
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and  marry  a  younger  son  in  the  Guards.  1  think  she  s 
rather  vulgar ;  for  my  part,  I  doubt  if — 1  shall  patronise 
her.” 

“  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  it,  Mr.  Godolphin  ?— you 
have  seen  Miss  Vernon  ?  ” 

Godolphin  was  gone. 

It  was  about  ten  days  after  this  conversation  that  Go¬ 
dolphin,  waiting  at  a  hotel  in  Dover  the  hour  at  which  the 
packet  set  sail  for  Calais,  took  up  the  “  Morning  Post ; 
and  the  first  passage  that  met  his  eye,  was  the  one  which  I 
transcribe : — 

“  Marriage  in  High  Life. — On  Thursday  last,  at  W endover 
Castle,  the  Earl  of  Erpingham,  to  Constance,  only  daughter 
of  the  celebrated  Mr.  Vernon.  The  bride  was  dressed, 

&c.  - ”  And  then  followed  the  trite,  yet  pompous 

pageantry  of  words — the  sounding  nothings — with  which 
ladies  who  become  countesses  are  knelled  into  marriage. 

“  The  dream  is  over !  ”  said  Godolphin  mournfully,  as 
the  paper  fell  to  the  ground  ;  and,  burying  his  face  within 
his  hands,  he  remained  motionless  till  they  came  to  announce 
the  moment  of  departure. 

And  thus  Percy  Godolphin  left,  for  the  second  time,  his 
native  shores.  When  we  return  to  him,  what  changes  will 
the  feelings,  now  awakened  within  him,  have  worked  in 
his  character !  The  drops  that  trickle  within  the  cavern 
harden,  yet  brighten  into  spars  as  they  indurate.  Nothing 
is  more  polished,  nothing  more  cold,  than  that  wisdom 
which  is  the  work  of  former  tears,  of  former  passions,  and 
is  formed  within  a  musing  and  solitary  mind  ! 
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THE  BRIDE  ALONE. — A  DIALOGUE  POLITICAL  AND  MATRIMONIAL. _ 

Constance’s  genius  for  diplomacy. — the  character  of 

HER  ASSEMBLIES. — HER  CONQUEST  OVER  LADY  DELVILLE. 


“  Being  me  tliat  book ;  place  tbat  table  nearer ;  and  leave 
me.” 


The  Abigail  obeyed  the  orders,  and  the  young  Countess 
of  Erpingham  was  alone. — Alone  !  what  a  word  for  a  young 
and  beautiful  bride  in  the  first  months  of  her  marriage ! 
Alone,  and  in  the  heart  of  that  mighty  city  in  which  rank 
and  wealth — and  they  were  hers — are  the  idols  adored  by 
millions. 

It  was  a,  room  fancifully  and  splendidly  decorated. 
Flowers  and  perfumes  were,  however,  its  chief  luxury  ;  and 
from  the  open  window  you  might  see  the  trees  in  the  old 
Mall  deepening  into  the  rich  verdure  of  June.  That  haunt, 
too — a  classical  haunt  for  London — was  at  the  hour  I  speak 
of  full  of  gay  and  idle  life ;  and  there  was  something  fresh 
and  joyous  in  the  air,  the  sun,  and  the  crowd  of  foot  and 
horse  that  swept  below. 

Was  the  glory  gone  from  your  brow,  Constance  ? — or 
the  proud  gladness  from  your  eye  ?  Alas  !  are  not  the 
blessings  of  the  world  like  the  enchanted  bullets? — that 
which  pierces  our  heart  is  united  with  the  gift  which  our 
heart  desired  ! 

Lord  Erpingham  entered  the  room.  “  Well,  Constance,” 
said  he,  “  shall  you  ride  on  horseback  to-day  ?  ” 

“  I  think  not.” 

“  Then  I  wish  you  would  call  on  Lady  Delville.  You 
see,  Delville  is  of  my  party:  we  sit  together.  You  should 
be  very  civil  to  her,  and  I  did  not  think  you  were  so  the 
other  night.” 

“You  wish  Lady  Delville  to  support  your  political  inte¬ 
rest  ;  and,  if  I  mistake  not,  you  think  her  at  present  luke¬ 
warm  ?  ” 

“  Precisely.” 
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“  Then,  my  dear  lord,  will  you  place  confidence  in  my 
discretion  ?  I  promise  you,  if  you  will  leave  me  undis¬ 
turbed  in  my  own  plans,  that  Lady  Delville  shall  be  the 
most  devoted  of  your  party  before  the  season  is  half  over : 
but  then,  the  means  will  not  be  those  you  advise.” 

“Why,  I  advised  none.” 

“  Yes — civility ;  a  very  poor  policy.” 

“  D - n  it,  Constance !  why  you  would  not  frown  a 

great  person  like  Lady  Delville  into  affection  for  us  ?  ” 

“  Leave  it  to  me.” 

“  Nonsense !  ” 

“My  dear  lord,  only  try.  Three  months  is  all  I  ask. 
You  will  leave  the  management  of  politics  to  me  ever  after- 
wai’ds  !  I  was  born  a  schemer.  Am  I  not  John  Vernon’s 
daughter  ?  ” 

“  Well,  well,  do  as  you  will !  ”  said  Lord  Erpingham : — 
“But  I  see  how  it  will  end.  However,  you  will  call  on 
Lady  Delville  to-day  ?  ” 

“  If  you  wish  it,  certainly.” 

“  I  do.” 

Lady  Delville  was  a  proud,  great  lady ;  not  very  much 
liked,  and  not  so  often  invited  by  her  equals  as  if  she  had 
been  agreeable  and  a  flirt. 

Constance  knew  with  whom  she  had  to  treat.  She 
called  on  Lady  Delville  that  day.  Lady  Delville  was  at 
home :  a  pretty  and  popular  Mrs.  Trevor  was  with  her. 

Lady  Delville  received  her  coolly  —  Constance  was 
haughtiness  itself. 

“  You  go  to  the  Duchess  of  Daubigny’s  to-night?  ”  said 
Lady  Delville,  in  the  course  of  their  broken  conversation. 

“  Indeed  I  do  not.  I  like  agreeable  society.  It  shall  be 
my  object  to  form  a  circle  that  not  one  displeasing  person 
shall  obtain  access  to.  Will  you  assist  me,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Trevor  ?  ” — and  Constance  turned,  with  her  softest  smile, 
to  the  lady  she  addressed. 

Airs.  Trevor  was  flattered :  Lady  Delville  drew  herself 

up. 

“It  is  a  small  party  at  the  duchess’s,”  said  the  latter; 

“  merely  to  meet  the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  C - .” 

“  Ah  !  few  people  are  capable  of  giving  a  suitable  enter- 
tamment  to  the  royal  family.” 
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“  But  surely  none  more  so  than  the  Duchess  of  Daubigny : 
— her  house  so  large,  her  rank  so  great !  ” 

“  These  are  hut  poor  ingredients  towards  the  forming  of 
an  agreeable  party,”  said  Constance  coldly.  “  The  mistake 
made  by  common  minds  is,  to  suppose  titles  the  only  rank. 
Royal  dukes  love,  above  all  other  persons,  to  be  amused ; 
and  amusement  is  the  last  thing  generally  provided  for 
them.” 

The  conversation  fell  into  other  channels.  Constance 
rose  to  depart.  She  warmly  pressed  the  hand  of  Mrs. 
Trevor,  whom  she  had  only  seen  once  before. 

“  A  few  persons  come  to  me  to-morrow  evening,”  said 
she ;  “do  waive  ceremony,  and  join  us.  I  can  promise  you 
that  not  one  disagreeable  person  shall  be  present ;  and  that 
the  Duchess  of  Daubigny  shall  write  for  an  invitation,  and 
be  refused.” 

Mrs.  Trevor  accepted  the  invitation. 

Lady  Delville  was  enraged  beyond  measure.  Never  was 
female  tongue  more  bitter  than  hers  at  the  expense  of  that 
insolent  Lady  Erpingham  !  Tet  Lady  Delvillewas  secretly 
in  grief  ;  for  the  first  time  in  her  life,  she  was  hurt  at  not 
having  been  asked  to  a  party  :  and  being  hurt  because  she 
was  not  going,  she  longed  most  eagerly  to  go. 

The  next  evening  came.  Erpingham  House  was  not 
large,  but  it  was  well  adapted  to  the  description  of  assembly 
its  beautiful  owner  had  invited.  Statues,  busts,  pictures, 
books,  scattered  or  arranged  about  the  apartments,  fur¬ 
nished  matter  for  intellectual  conversation,  or  gave  at  least 
an  intellectual  air  to  the  meeting. 

About  a  hundred  persons  were  present.  They  were 
selected  from  the  most  distinguished  ornaments  of  the 
time.  Musicians,  painters,  authors,  orators,  fine  gentlemen, 
dukes,  princes,  and  beauties.  One  thing,  however,  was 
imperatively  necessary  in  order  to  admit  them — the  profes¬ 
sion  of  liberal  opinions.  No  Tory,  however  wise,  eloquent, 
or  beautiful,  could,  that  evening,  have  obtained  the  sesame 
to  those  apartments. 

Constance  never  seemed  more  lovely,  and  never  before 
was  she  so  winning.  The  coldness  and  the  arrogance  of 
her  manner  were  wholly  vanished.  To  every  one  she 
spoke ;  and  to  every  one  her  voice,  her  manner,  were  kind, 
cordial,  familiar ;  but  familiar  with  a  soft  dignity  that 
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heightened  the  charm.  Ambitious  not  only  to  please  but 
to  dazzle,  she  breathed  into  her  conversation  all  the  grace 
and  culture  of  her  mind.  They  who  admired  her  the  most, 
were  the  most  accomplished  themselves.  Now  exchanging 
with  foreign  nobles  that  brilliant  trifling  of  the  world  in 
which  there  is  often  so  much  penetration,  wisdom,  and 
research  into  character ;  now  with  a  kindling  eye  and 
animated  cheek  commenting,  with  poets  and  critics,  on 
literature  and  the  arts ;  now,  in  a  more  remote  and  quiet 
corner, .  seriously  discussing,  with  hoary  politicians,  those 
affairs  in  which  even  they  allowed  her  shrewdness  and  her 
grasp  of  intellect;  and  combining  with  every  grace  and 
every  accomplishment  a  rare  and  dazzling  order  of  beauty 
— we  may  readily  imagine  the  sensation  she  created,  and 
the  sudden  and  novel  zest  which  so  splendid  an  Ann  id  a 
must  have  given  to  the  tameness  of  society. 

The  whole  of  the  next  week,  the  party  at  Erpmgham 
House  was  the  theme  of  every  conversation.  Each  person 
who  had  been  there  had  met  the  lion  he  had  been  most 
anxious  to  see.  The  beauty  had  conversed  with  the  poet, 
who  had  charmed  her ;  the  young  debutant  in  science  had 
paid  homage  to  the  great  professor  of  its  loftiest  mysteries  ; 
the  statesman  had  thanked  the  author  who  had  defended 
his  measures  ;  the  author  had  been  delighted  with  the  com¬ 
pliment  of  the  statesman.  Every  one  then  agreed  that, 
while  the  highest  rank  in  the  kingdom  had  been  there’ 
zank  had  been  the  least  attraction  ;  and  those  who  before 
had  found  Constance  repellent,  were  the  very  persons  who 
now  expatiated  with  the  greatest  rapture  on  the  sweetness  of 
her  manners.  Then,  too,  evei’y  one  who  had  been  admitted 
to  the  coterie  dwelt  on  the  rarity  of  the  admission ;  and 
thus,  all  the  world  were  dying  for  an  introduction  to 
Erpingham  House  partly,  because  it  was  agreeable  — 
principally,  because  it  was  difficult. 

It  soon  became  a  compliment  to  the  understanding 
t°  say  a  person,  “  He  goes  to  Lady  Erpingham’s  !  ”  They 
who  valued  themselves  on  their  understandings  moved  . 
heaven  and  earth  to  become  popular  with  the  beautiful 
countess.  Lady  Delville  was  not  asked  ;  Lady  Delville  was 
furious ;  she  affected  disdain,  but  no  one  gave  her  credit  for 
1  i<  -GJOr<*  Drpingham  teazed  Constance  on  this  point. 

“You  see  I  was  right;  for  you  have  affronted  Lady 
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Delville.  She  has  made  Delville  look  coolly  on  me ;  in  a 
few  weeks  he  will  be  a  Tory ;  think  of  that,  Lady  Erpmg- 


“  One  month  more,”  answered  Constance,  with  a  smile, 

“  and  yon  shall  see.” 

One  night,  Lady  Delville  and  Lady  Erpingham  met  at  a 
large  party.  The  latter  seated  herself  by  her  haughty 
enemy  :  not  seeming  to  heed  Lady  Delville’s  coolness 
Constance  entered  into  conversation  with  her.  bhe  dwelt 
upon  books,  pictures,  music  :  her  manner  was  animated, 
and  her  wit  playful.  Pleased,  in  spite  of  herself,  Lady 

Delville  warmed  from  her  reserve. 

'  “My  dear  Lady  Delville,”  said  Constance,  suddenly 
turning  her  bright  countenance  on  the  countess  with  an 
expression  of  delighted  surprise ;  “  will  you  forgive  me  . 

I  never  dreamed  before  that  you  were  so  charming  a  per¬ 
son’  I  never  conceal  my  sentiments:  and  I  own  with 
regret  and  shame  that,  till  this  moment,  I  had  never  seen 
in  your  mind— whatever  I  might  in  your  person— those 
claims  to  admiration  which  were  constantly  dinned  into 
my  ear.” 

Lady  Delville  actually  coloured. 

“Pray”  continued  Constance,  “condescend  to  permit 
me  to  a  nearer  acquaintance.  Will  you  dine  with  us  on 
Thursday  ?— we  shall  have  only  nine  persons  besides  your¬ 
self  :  but  they  are  the  nine  persons  whom  I  most  esteem 

and  admire.”  .  _  , .  ,  , 

Lady  Delville  accepted  the  invitation.  From  that  hour. 
Lady  Delville — who  had  at  first  resented,  from  the  deepest 
recess  of  her  heart,  Constance  Vernon’s  accession  to  rank 
and  wealth,— who,  had  Constance  deferred  to  her  eaiiy 
acquaintance,  would  have  always  found  something  m  her 
she  could  have  affected  to  despise ;  from  that  hour,  Lady 
Delville  was  the  warmest  advocate,  and  a  little  time  alter, 
the  sincerest  follower,  of  the  youthful  countess. 


120 


GODOLPHIN. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

AN  INSIGHT  INTO  THE  REAL  GRAND  MONDE  ; — BEING  A  SEARCH 
BEHIND  THE  ROSE-COLOURED  CURTAINS. 

The  time  we  now  speak  of  was  the  most  brilliant  the 
English  world,  during  the  last  half  century,  has  known. 
Eord  Byron  was  in  his  brief  and  dazzling  zenith  ;  De  Stael 
was  m  London ;  the  Peace  had  turned  the  attention  of  rich 
idlers  to  social  enjoyment  and  to  letters.  There  was  an 
excitement,  and  a  brilliancy,  and  a  spirituality,  about  our 
circles,  which  we  do  not  recognise  now.  Never  had  a 
young  and  ambitious  woman— a  beauty  and  a  genius— a 
hner  moment  for  the  commencement  of  her  power.  It  was 
Constance  s  early  and  bold  resolution  to  push  to  the  utmost 
—even  to  exaggeration— a  power  existing  in  all  polished 
states,  but  now  mostly  in  this,— the  power  of  fashion  ! 

^JT**™*  and  subtle  engine  she  was  eminently 
skilled  to  move  according  to  her  will.  Her  intuitive  nene- 
tration  into  character,  her  tact,  and  her  grace,  were  exactly 
the  talents  Fashion  most  demands ;  and  they  were  at 
present  devoted  only  to  that  sphere.  The  rudeness  that 
she  mingled,  at  times,  with  the  bewitching  softness  and 

effect°ofTnner  8116  C°TfldC°mTnd  at  °thers’  increased  the 
wh?  a  LH1  P0Wf  ‘  1  S  mUCh  t0  intimidate  as  well  as  to 

win.  And  her  rudeness  m  a  very  little  while  grew  popular- 

for  it  was  never  exercised  but  on  those  whom  the  world 
oves  to  see  humbled.  Modest  merit  in  anvrank;  and  even 
insolence,  if  accompanied  with  merit,  were  always  safe 
from  her  satire  It  was  the  hauteur  of  foolish  duch  Jsses  or 

abased  ^  ^  Wed’  and  scrnPlcd  ^t,  to 

And  the  independence  of  her  character  was  mixed  with 
extraordinary  sweetness  of  temper.  Constance  could  not 
be  in  a  passion :  it  was  out  of  her  nature.  If  she  was 
stung,  she  could  utter  a  sarcasm  ;  but  she  could  not  frown 
or  raise  her  voice.  There  was  that  magic  in  her  that  she 
was  always  feminine.  She  did  not  stare  young  men  out  of 
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countenance  ;  she  never  addressed  them  by  their  Christian 
names ;  she  never  flirted — never  coquetted  :  the  bloom  and 
flush  of  modesty  was  yet  all  virgin  upon  her  youth.  She, 
the  founder  of  a  new  dynasty,  avoided  what  her  successors 
and  contemporaries  have  deemed  it  necessary  to  incur. 
She  was  the  leader  of  fashion ;  but — it  is  a  miraculous 
union — she  was  respectable  ! 

At  this  period,  some  new  dances  were  brought  into 
England.  These  dances  found  much  favour  in  the  eyes  of 
several  great  ladies  young  enough  to  dance  them.  They 
met  at  each  other’s  houses  in  the  morning,  to  practise  the 
steps.  Among  these  was  Lady  Erpingham ;  her  house 
.became  the  favourite  rendezvous. 

The  young  Marquis  of  Dartington  was  one  of  the  little 
knot.  Celebrated  for  his  great  fortune,  his  personal  beauty, 
and  his  general  success,  he  resolved  to  fall  in  love  with  Lady 
Erpingham.  He  devoted  himself  exclusively  to  her;  he 
joined  her  in  the  morning  in  her  rides — in  the  evening  in 
her  gaieties.  He  had  fallen  in  love  with  her  ? — yes  ! — did 
he  love  her  ? — not  the  least.  But  he  was  excessively  idle! 
—what  else  could  he  do  ? 

Constance  early  saw  the  attentions  and  designs  of  Lord 
Dartington.  There  is  one  difficulty  in  repressing  advances 
in  great  society — one  so  easily  becomes  ridiculous  by  being 
a  prude.  But  Constance  dismissed  Lord  Dartington  with 
great  dexterity.  This  was  the  occasion : — 

One  of  the  apartments  in  Erpingham  House  communi¬ 
cated  with  a  conservatory.  In  this  conservatory  Constance 
was  alone  one  morning,  when  Lord  Dartington,  who  had 
entered  the  house  with  Lord  Erpingham,  joined  her.  He 
was  not  a  man  who  could  ever  become  sentimental ;  he  was 
rather  the  gay  lover — rather  the  Don  Gaolor  than  the 
Amaclis ;  but  he  was  a  little  abashed  before  Constance. 
He  trusted,  however,  to  his  fine  eyes  and  his  good  com¬ 
plexion — plucked  up  courage  ;  and,  picking  a  flower  from 
the  same  plant  Constance  was  tending,  said, — 

“  I  believe  there  is  a  custom  in  some  part  of  the  world  to 
express  love  by  flowers.  May  I,  dear  Lady  Erpingham, 
trust  to  this  flower  to  express  what  I  dare  not  utter?  ” 

Constance  did  not  blush,  nor  look  confused,  as  Lord 
Dartington  had  hoped  and  expected.  One  who  had  been 
loved  by  Gfodolphin  was  not  likely  to  feel  much  agitation 
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at  tlie  gallantry  of  Lord  Dartington  ;  but  she  looked  gravely 
in  his  face,  paused  a  little  before  she  answered,  and  then 
said,  with  a  smile  that  abashed  the  suitor  more  than 
severity  could  possibly  have  done : — 

“  My  dear  Lord  Dartington,  do  not  let  us  mistake  each 
other.  I  live  in  the  world  like  other  women,  but  I  am  not 
altogether  like  them.  Not  another  word  of  gallantry  to  me 
alone,  as  you  value  my  friendship.  In  a  crowded  room,  pay 
me  as  many  compliments  as  you  like.  It  will  flatter  my 
vanity  to  have  you  in  my  train.  And  now,  just  do  me  the 
favour  to  take  these  scissors,  and  cut  the  dead  leaves  off 
that  plant.” 

Lord  Dartington,  to  use  a  common  phrase,  “  hummed 
and  hawed.”  He  looked,  too,  a  little  angry.  An  artful 
and  shrewd  politician,  it  was  not  Constance’s  wish  to  cool 
the  devotion,  though  she  might  the  attachment,  of  a  single 
member  of  her  husband’s  party.  With  a  kind  look— but  a 
look  so  superior,  so  queenlike,  so  free  from  the  petty  and 
coquettish  condescension  of  the  sex,  that  the  gay  lord  won¬ 
dered  from  that  hour  how  he  could  ever  have  dreamed  of 
Constance  as  of  certain  other  ladies — she  stretched  her 
hand  to  him. 

“We  are  friends,  Lord  Dartington  ? — and  now  we  know 
each  other,  we  shall  be  so  always.” 

Lord  Dartington  bowed  confusedly  over  the  beautiful 
hand  he  touched ;  and  Constance,  walking  into  the  draw¬ 
ing-room,  sent  for  Lord  Erpingham  on  business — Dartington 
took  his  leave. 
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CHAPTER  XXIY. 


THE  MABRIED  STATE  OE  CONSTANCE. 


Constance,  Countess  of  Erpingham,  was  young,  rich, 
lovely  as  a  dream,  worshipped  as  a  goddess.  Was  she 
happy  ?  and  was  her  whole  heart  occupied  with  the  trifles 
that  surrounded  her  ? 

Deep  within  her  memory  was  buried  one  ratal  image, 
that  she  could  not  exorcise.  The  reproaching  and  mourn¬ 
ful  countenance  of  Grodolphin  rose  before  her  at  all  times 
and  seasons.  The  charm  of  his  presence  no  other  human 
belli cr  could  renew.  His  eloquent  and  noble  features,  living 
and  glorious  with  genius  and  with  passion,  his  sweet  deep 
voice3  his  conversation,  so  rich  -with  mind  and  knowledge, 
and  the  subtle  delicacy  with  which  he  applied  its  graces  to 
some  sentiment  dedicated  to  her,  (delicious  flattery,  of  all 
flatteries  the  most  attractive  to  a  sensitive  and  intellectual 
woman  !)— these  occurred  to  her  again  and  again,  and  ren¬ 
dered  all  she  saw  around  her  flat,  wearisome,  insipid.  JNor 
was  this  deep-seated  and  tender  weakness  the  only  serpent 
_ if  X  may  use  so  confused  a  metaphor  in  the  roses  ot 


And  here  I  invoke  the  reader’s  graver  attention.  The 
fate  of  women  in  all  the  more  polished  circles  of  society  is 
eminently  unnatural  and  unhappy.  The  peasant  and  his 
dame  are  on  terms  of  equality— equality  even  of  ambition:  no 
career  is  open  to  one  and  shut  to  the  other ;  equality  even 
of  hardship,  and  hardship  is  employment  :  no  labour  occu¬ 
pies  the  whole  energies  of  the  man,  but  leaves  those  of  the 
women  unemployed.  Is  this  the  case  with  the  wives  m  a 
higher  station?— the  wives  of  the  lawyer,  the  merchant, 
the  senator,  the  noble?  There,  the  men  have  their  occu¬ 
pations;  and  the  women  (unless,  like  poor  l  anny  woi  v- 
bags  and  parrots  can  employ  them)  none.  ^ 

Thev  employ  the  imagination  and  the  heart.  They  fall  m 
love  and  are  wretched;  or  they  remain  virtuous,  and  are 
either  wearied  by  an  eternal  monotony  or  they  flitter 
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a,way  intellect,  mind,  character,  in  the  minutest  frivolities 
frivolities  being  their  only  refuge  from  stagnation.  Yes  ' 
there  is  one  very  curious  curse  for  the  sex  which  men  don’t 
consider!  Once  married,  the  more  aspiring  of  them  have 
no  real  scope  for  ambition  :  the  ambition  gnaws  awav 
their  content,  and  never  finds  elsewhere  wherewithal  to 
teed  on. 

This  was  Constance’s  especial  misfortune.  Her  loftv 
and  restless,  and  soaring  spirit  pined  for  a  sphere  of  action 
and  ball-rooms  and  boudoirs  met  it  on  every  side.  One 
hope  she  did  indeed  cherish ;  that  hope  was  the  source  of 
her  lntriguings  and  schemes,  of  her  care  for  seeming  trifles 
the  waste  of  her  energies  on  seeming  frivolities.  This 
hope,  this  object,  was  to  diminish— to  crush,  not  onlv  the 
party  which  had  forsaken  her  father,  but  the  power  of  that 
order  to  which  she  belonged  herself  ;  which  she  had  entered 

vision^  o,Umble'  +But  ?1S  h°P°  was  a  distant  and  chill 
i  i!°  WaS- 10°  ratl0nal  to  anticipate  an  early  and 
effectual  change  in  our  social  state,  and  too  rich  in  the 

treasures  of  mind  to  be  the  creature  of  one  idea.  Satietv 
-the  common  curse  of  the  great-crept  over  her  day  by 

&  I  hf,  P™ers  her  %  stagnant— the  keen  inteh 

feet  rusted  m  its  sheath. 

„  1  If0W  is  it’”  said  she  t(5  beautiful  Countess  of _ 

that  you  seem  always  so  gay  and  so  animated ;  that  with 

occJpatio™  YoT  r  emeSS’ J0U  are  never  at  a  J°ss  for 
occupation  t  You  never  seem  weary—  ennuye'e— why  is 

1  Wl11  tal1  y°u>”  said  ^e  pretty  countess,  archlv-  “I 

£XZ‘rrS  eTOT7  m0nth C<mstace  W'-Aed/and 

Tn 'T  CUT?:  Witb0at  a  ;‘ta£d  and  wooetf’on 
all  aides  maU  shapes  ;-many  women  might  have  "enured 

if  not  into  love,  at  least  into  coquetrv  But  Prmcfo  ’ 
mained  as  bright  and  cold  as  ever— 2V  Constance  re- 

It  might  be,  indeed,  that  the  memory  of ' Pod" M ™°W !  ” 
.served  her  safe  from’ all  lesser  d“ngS  The  ast^  IT 
conquered  by  Are  can  never  be  consumed  by  it  b.  fr 
was  also  another  oanse  in  Constance’s  ytyCme-it*  ™ 
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Oh!  if  men  could  but  dream  of  what  a  proud  woman 
endures  in  those  caresses  which  humble  her,  they  would 
not  wonder  why  proud  women  are  so  difficult  to  subdue. 
This  is  a  matter  on  which  we  all  ponder  much,  but  we 
dare  not  write  honestly  upon  it.  But  imagine  a  young, 
haughty,  guileless  beauty,  married  to  a  man  whom  she 
neither  loves  nor  honours ;  and  so  far  from  that  want  of 
love  rendering  her  likely  to  fall  hereafter,  it  is  more  pro¬ 
bable  that  it  will  make  her  recoil  from  the  very  name  of 
love. 

About  this  time  the  Dowager  Lady  Erpingham  died  ;  an 
event  sincerely  mourned  by  Constance,  and  which  broke 
the  strongest  tie  that  united  the  young  countess  to  her  lord. 
Lord  Erpingham  and  Constance,  indeed,  now  saw  but  little 
of  each  other.  Like  most  men  six  feet  high,  with  large 
black  whiskers,  the  earl  was  vain  of  his  person ;  and,  like 
most  rich  noblemen,  he  found  plenty  of  ladies  who  assured 
him  he  was  irresistible.  He  had  soon  grown  angry  at  the 
unadmiring  and  calm  urbanity  of  Constance  ;  and,  living  a 
great  deal  with  single  men,  he  formed  liaisons  of  the  same 
order  they  do.  He  was,  however,  sensible  that  he  had  been 
fortunate  in  the  choice  of  a  wife.  His  political  importance 
the  wisdom  of  Constance  had  quadrupled,  at  the  least ;  his 
house  she  had  rendered  the  most  brilliant  in  London,  and 
his  name  the  most  courted  in  the  lists  of  the  peerage. 
Though  munificent,  she  was  not  extravagant;  though  a 
beauty,  she  did  not  intrigue ;  neither,  though  his  incon¬ 
stancy  was  open,  did  she  appear  jealous  ;  nor,  whatever  the 
errors  of  his  conduct,  did  she  ever  disregard  his  interest, 
disobey  his  wishes,  or  waver  from  the  smooth  and  con¬ 
tinuous  sweetness  of  her  temper.  Of  such  a  wife,  Lord 
Erpingham  could  not  complain  :  he  esteemed  her,  praised 
her,  asked  her  advice,  and  stood  a  little  in  awe  of  her. 

Ah,  Constance  !  had  you  been  the  daughter  of  a  noble  or 
a  peasant — had  you  been  the  daughter  of  any  man  but  John 
Vernon — what  a  treasure  beyond  price,  without  parallel, 
would  that  heart,  that  beauty,  that  genius  have  been  ! 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

THE  PLEASURE  OP  RETALIATING  HUMILIATION.  —  CONSTANCE’S 

DEFENCE  OP  FASHION. — REMARKS  ON  FASHION. — GODOLPHIN’s 

WHEREABOUT. — FANNY  MILLINGER’s  CHARACTER  OP  HERSELF. 

— WANT  OP  COURAGE  IN  MORALISTS. 

It  was  a  proud  moment  for  Constance,  when  the  Duchess 
of  Winstoun  and  Lady  Margaret  Midgecombe  wrote  to  her, 
worried  her,  beset  her,  for  a  smile,  a  courtesy,  an  invita¬ 
tion,  or  a  ticket  to  Almack’s. 

They  had  at  first  thought  to  cry  her  down  ;  to  declare 
that  she  was  plebeian,  mad,  bizarre,  and  a  blue.  It  was  all 
in  vain.  Constance  rose  every  hour.  They  struggled 
against  the  conviction,  but  it  would  not  do.  The  first  per¬ 
son  who  confounded  them  with  a  sense  of  their  error  was 
the  late  King,  then  Regent ;  he  devoted  himself  to  Lady 
Erpingham  for  a  whole  evening,  at  a  ball  given  by  himself. 
From  that  hour  they  were  assured  they  had  been  wrong  : 
they  accordingly  called  on  her  the  next  day.  Constance 
received  them  with  the  same  coldness  she  had  always 
evinced  ;  but  they  went  away  declaring  they  never  saw 
any  one  whose  manners  were  so  improved.  They  then  sent 
her  an  invitation  !  .  she  refused  it ;  a  second  !  she  refused  ; 
a  third,  begging  her  to  fix  the  day !  !  !  she  fixed  the  day' 
and  disappointed  them.  Lord  bless  us  ! — how  sorry  they 
were,  how  alarmed,  how  terrified !  —  their  dear  Lady 
Erpingham  must  be  ill ! — they  sent  every  day  for  the  next 
Aveek  to  know  how  she  was  ! 

“Why,”  said  Mrs.  Trevor  to  Lady  Erpingham, — “why 
do  you  continue  so  cruel  to  these  poor  people  ?  I  know 
they  were  very  impertinent,  and  so  forth,  once ;  but  it  is 
surely  wiser  and  more  dignified  now  to  forgive  ;  to  appear 
unconscious  of  the  past :  people  of  the  world  ought  not  to 
quarrel  with  each  other. 

“  You  are  right,  and  yet  you  are  mistaken,”  said  Con¬ 
stance  :  “I  do  forgive,  and  I  don’t  quarrel;  but  my 
opinion,  my  contempt,  remain  the  same,  or  arc  rather  more 


GODOLPHIN. 


127 


disdainful  than  ever.  These  people  are  not  worth  losing 
the  luxury  we  all  experience  in  expressing  contempt.  I 
continue,  therefore,  hut  quietly  and  without  affectation,  to 
indulge  that  luxury.  Besides,  I  own  to  you,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Trevor,  I  do  think  that  the  mere  insolence  of  titles  must 
fairly  and  thoroughly  be  put  down,  if  we  sincerely  wish  to 
render  society  agreeable  3  and  where  can  we  find  a  better 
example  for  punishment  than  the  Duchess  of  Winstoun?  ” 

“  But,  my  dear  Lady  Erpingham,  you  are  thought  inso¬ 
lent  :  your  friend,  Lady - ,  is  called  insolent,  too  : — are 

you  sure  the  charge  is  not  merited  ?  ” 

“  I  allow  the  justice  of  the  charge  ;  but  you  will  observe, 
ours  is  not  the  insolence  of  rank  :  we  have  made  it  a  point 
to  protect,  to  the  utmost,  the  poor  and  unfriended  of  all 
circles.  Are  we  ever  rude  to  governesses  or  companions, 
or  poor  writers  or  musicians  ?  When  a  man  marries  below 
him,  do  we  turn  our  backs  on  the  poor  wife  ?  Do  we  not, 
on  the  contrary,  lavish  our  attention  on  her,  and  throw 
round  her  equivocal  and  joyless  state  the  protection  of 
Fashion?  No,  no!  our  insolence  is  justice!  it  is  the 
chalice  returned  to  the  lips  which  prepared  it ;  it  is  inso¬ 
lence  to  the  insolent :  reflect,  and  you  will  allow  it.” 

The  fashion  that  Constance  set  and  fostered  was  of  a 
o-enerous  order  5  but  it  was  not  suited  to  the  majority  ,  it 
wTas  corrupted  by  her  followers  into  a  thousand  basenesses. 
In  vain  do  we  make  a  law,  if  the  general  spirit  is  averse  to 
the  law.  Constance  could  humble  the  great j  could  loosen 
the  links  of  extrinsic  rank;  could  undermine  the  power  of 
titles  3  but  that  was  all !  She  could  abase  the  proud,  but 
not  elevate  the  general  tone  :  for  one  slavery  she  only  sub¬ 
stituted  another,— people  hugged  the  chains  of  Fashion,  as 
before  they  hugged  those  of  Titular  Arrogance. 

Amidst  the  gossip  of  the  day,  Constance  heard  much  of 
Godolphin,  and  all  spoke  of  him  with  interest — even  those 
who  could  not  comprehend  his  very  intricate  and  peculiar 
character.  Separated  from  her  by  lands  and  seas,  there 
seemed  no  danger  in  allowing  herself  the  sweet  pleasure  of 
hearing  his  actions  and  his  mind  discussed.  She  fancied 
she  did  not  permit  herself  to  love  him  3  she  was  too  pure 
not  to  start  at  such  an  idea  3  but  her  mind  was  not  so  re¬ 
gulated,  so  trained  and  educated  in  sacred  principle,  that 
she  forbade  herself  the  luxury  to  remember.  Of  his  present 
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mode  of  life  she  heard  little.  He  was  traced  from  city  to 
city ;  from  shore  to  shore  ;  from  the  haughty  noblesse  of 
Vienna  to  the  gloomy  shrines  of  Memphis,  by  occasional 
report,  and  seemed  to  tarry  long  in  no  place.  This  roving 
and  unsettled  life,  which  secretly  assured  her  of  her  power, 
suffused  his  image  in  all  tender  and  remorseful  dyes.  Ah  ! 
where  is  that  one  person  to  be  envied,  could  we  read  the 
heart  ? 

(  The  actress  had  heard  incidentally  from  Saville  of 
Godolphin’s  attachment  to  the  beautiful  countess.  She 
longed  to  see  her  ;  and  when,  one  night  at  the  theatre,  she 
was  informed  that  Lady  Erpingham  was  in  the  Lord  Cham¬ 
berlain’s  box  close  before  her,  she  could  scarcely  command 
her  self-possession  sufficiently  to  perform  with  her  wonted 
brilliancy  of  effect. 

She  was  greatly  struck  by  the  singular  nobleness  of  Lady 
Erpingham  s  face  and  person  :  and  Godolphin  rose  in  her 
estimation,  from  the  justice  of  the  homage  he  had  rendered 
to  so  fair  a  shrine.  What  a  curious  trait,  by  the  by,  that 
is  in  woman ; — their  exaggerated  anxiety  to  see  one  who 
has  been  loved  by  the  man  in  whom  they  themselves  take 
interest ;  and  the  manner  in  which  the  said  man  rises  or 
f j ills  in  their  estimation,  according  as  they  admire,  or  arc 
disappointed  in,  the  object  of  his  love. 

And  so,  said  Saville,  supping  one  night  with  the 
actress,  “  you  think  the  world  does  not  overland  Lady 
Erpingham  ?  ”  J 

“  Ho  :  she  is  what  Medea  would  have  been,  if  innocent 
full  of  majesty,  and  yet  of  sweetness.  It  is  the  face  of 
a  queen  of  some  three  thousand  years  back.  I  could  have 
worshipped  her.” 

“  My  little  Fanny,  you  are  a  strange  creature.  Me  thinks 
you  have  a  dash  of  poetry  in  you.” 

“Nobody  who  has  not  written  poetry  could  ever  read 
my  character,”  answered  Fanny  with  naivete,  yet  with 
truth.  J 

Yet  you  have  not  much  of  the  ideal  about  you,  pretty 
one.  x  J 

“No;  because  I  was  so  early  thrown  on  myself,  that 
1  was  forced  to  make  independence  my  chief  good.  I  soon 
saw  that  if  I  followed  my  heart  to  and  fro,  wherever  it  led 
me,  I  should  be  the  creature  of  every  breath — the  victim  of 
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every  accident :  I  slionld  liave  been  the  very  fool  of 
romance  ;  lived  on  a  smile ;  and  died,  perhaps,  in  a  ditch 
at  last.  Accordingly,  I  set  to  work  with  my  feelings,  and 
pared  and  cut  them  down  to  a  convenient  compass.  Happy 
for  me  that  I  did  so  !  What  would  have  become  of  me  if, 
years  ago,  when  I  loved  Godolphin,  I  had  thrown  the 
whole  world  of  my  heart  upon  him  ?  ” 

“  Why,  he  has  generosity  ;  he  would  not  have  deserted 
you.” 

“  But  I  should  have  wearied  him,”  answered  Fanny ; 
“  and  that  would  have  been  quite  enough  for  me.  But  I 
did  love  him  well,  and  purely — (ah!  you  may  smile!) — 
and  disinterestedly.  I  was  only  fortified  in  my  resolution 
not  to  love  any  one  too  much,  by  perceiving  that  he  had 
affection  but  no  sympathy  for  me.  His  nature  was  different 
from  mine.  I  am  woman  in  everything  ;  and  Godolphin  is 
always  sighing  for  a  goddess  !  ” 

“  i  should  like  to  sketch  your  character,  Fanny.  It  is 
original  though  not  strongly  marked.  I  never  met  with  it 
in  any  book  ;  yet  it  is  true  to  your  sex,  and  to  the  world.” 

“Few  people  could  paint  me  exactly,”  answered  Fanny. 
“  The  danger  is,  that  they  would  make  too  much  or  too 
little  of  me.  But  such  as  I  am,  the  world  ought  to  know 
what  is  so  common,  and,  as  you  think,  so  undescribed.” 

And  now,  beautiful  Constance,  farewell  for  the  present ! 
I  leave  you  surrounded  by  power,  and  pomp,  and  adulation. 
Enjoy  a3  you  may,  that  for  which  you  sacrificed  affection ! 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

THE  VISIONARY  AND  HIS  DAUGHTER. — AN  ENGLISHMAN,  SUCH  AS 
FOREIGNERS  IMAGINE  THE  ENGLISH. 

We  must  now  present  the  reader  to  characters  very 
different  from  those  which  have  hitherto  passed  before  his 
eye. 

Without  the  immortal  city,  along  the  Appia  Yia,  there 
dwelt  a  singular  and  romantic  visionary,  of  the  name  of 
Volktman.  He  was,  by  birth,  a  Dane ;  and  nature  had 
bestowed  on  him  that  frame  of  mind  which  might  have  won 
him  a  distinguished  career,  had  she  placed  the  period  of  his 
birth  in  the  eleventh  century.  Volktman  was  essentially  a 
man  belonging  to  the  past  time:  the  character  of  his 
enthusiasm  was  weird  and  Gothic  ;  with  beings  of  the  pre¬ 
sent  day  he  had  no  sympathy;  their  loves,  their  hatreds, 
their  politics,  their  literature,  awoke  no  echo  in  his  breast. 
He  did  not  affect  to  herd  with  them ;  his  life  was  soli¬ 
tude,  and  its  occupation  study — and  study  of  that  nature, 
which  every  day  unfitted  him  more  and  more  for  the  pur¬ 
poses  of  existence.  In  a  word,  he  was  a  reader  of  the  stars  ; 
a  believer  in  the  occult  and  dreamy  science  of  astrology. 
Bred  up  to  the  art  of  sculpture,  he  had  early  in  life  sought 
Rome,  as  the  nurse  of  inspiration ;  but  even  then  he  had 
brought  with  him  the  dark  and  brooding  temper  of  his 
northern  tribe.  The  images  of  the  classic  world;  the 
bright,  and  cold,  and  beautiful  divinities,  whose  natures  as 
well  as  shapes  tho  marble  simulation  of  life  is  so  especially 
adapted  to  represent ;  spoke  but  little  to  Volktman’s  pre¬ 
occupied  and  gloomy  imagination.  Faithful  to  the  super¬ 
stitions  and  the  warriors  of  the  North,  the  loveliness  and 
majesty  of  the  southern  creations  but  called  forth  in  him 
the  desire  to  apply  the  principles  by  which  they  were 
formed  to  the  embodying  those  stern  visions  which  his 
haggard  and  dim  fancies  only  could  invoke.  This  train  of 
inspiration  preserved  him,  at  least,  from  the  deadliest  vice 
in  a  worshipper  of  the  arts — commonplace.  He  was  no 
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servile  and  trite  imitator ;  his  very  faults  were  solemn 
and  commanding.  But  before  he  had  gained  that  long 
experience  which  can  alone  perfect  genius,  his  natural 
energies  were  directed  to  new  channels.  In  an  illness 
which  prevented  his  applying  to  his  art,  he  had  accidentally 
sought  entertainment  in  a  certain  work  upon  astrology. 
The  wild  and  imposing  theories  of  the  science — if  science  it 
may  be  called — especially  charmed  and  invited  him.  The 
clear  bright  nights  of  his  fatherland  were  brought  back  to 
his  remembrance ;  he  recalled  the  mystic  and  unanalysed 
impressions  with  which  he  had  gazed  upon  the  lights  of 
heaven ;  and  he  imagined  that  the  very  vagueness  of  his 
feelings  was  a  proof  of  the  certainty  of  the  science. 

The  sons  of  the  North  are  pre-eminently  liable  to  be 
affected  by  that  romance  of  emotion  which  the  hushed  and 
starry  aspect  of  night  is  calculated  to  excite.  The  long- 
unbroken  luxurious  silence  that,  in  their  frozen  climate, 
reigns  from  the  going  down  of  the  sun  to  its  rise  ;  the 
wandering  and  sudden  meteors  that  disport,  as  with  an 
impish  life,  along  the  noiseless  and  solemn  heaven  ;  the 
peculiar  radiance  of  the  stars ;  and  even  the  sterile  and 
severe  features  of  the  earth,  which  those  stars  light  up  with 
their  chill  and  ghostly  serenity,  serve  to  deepen  the  effect 
of  the  wizard  tales  which  are  instilled  into  the  ear  of  child¬ 
hood,  and  to  collect  the  less  known  and  more  visionary  im¬ 
pulses  of  life  with  the  influences,  or  at  least  with  the  asso¬ 
ciations,  of  Night  and  Heaven. 

To  Yolktman,  more  alive,  than  even  his  countrymen  are 
wont  to  be,  to  superstitious  impressions,  the  science  on 
which  he  had  chanced  came  with  an  all-absorbing  interest 
and  fascination.  He  surrendered  himself  wholly  to  his 
new  pursuit.  By  degrees,  the  block  and  the  chisel  were 
neglected,  and,  though  he  still  worked  from  time  to  time, 
he  ceased  to  consider  the  sculptor’s  art  as  the  vocation  of 
his  life  and  the  end  of  his  ambition.  Fortunately,  though 
not  rich,  Yolktman  was  not  without  the  means  of  existence, 
nor  even  without  the  decent  and  proper  comforts  :  so  that 
he  was  enabled,  as  few  men  are,  to  indulge  his  ardour  for 
unprofitable  speculations,  albeit,  to  the  exclusion  of  lucra¬ 
tive  pursuits.  It  may  be  noted,  that  when  a  man  is 
addicted  to  an  occupation  that  withdraws  him  from  the 
world,  any  great  affliction  tends  to  confirm,  without  hope 
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of  cure,  liis  inclinations  to  solitude.  The  world,  distasteful, 
in  that  it  gave  no  pleasure,  becomes  irremediably  hateful 
when  it  is  coupled  with  the  remembrance  of  pain.  Volkt- 
man  had  married  an  Italian,  a  woman  'who  loved  him 
entirely,  and  whom  he  loved  with  that  strong  though  un¬ 
caressing  affection  common  to  men  of  his  peculiar  temper. 
Of  the  gay  and  social  habits  and  constitution  of  her  country, 
the  Italian  was  not  disposed  to  suffer  the  astrologer  to 
dwell  only  among  the  stars.  She  sought,  playfully  and 
kindly,  to  attract  him  towards  human  society;  and  Volkt- 
man  could  not  always  resist — as  what  man  earth-born  can 
do  ? — the  influence  of  the  fair  presider  over  his  house  and 
hearth.  It  happened,  that  on  one  day  in  which  she  pecu¬ 
liarly  wished  his  attendance  at  some  one  of  those  parties  in 
which  Englishmen  think  the  notion  of  festivity  strange — 
for  it  includes  conversation — Volktman  had  foretold  the 
menace  of  some  great  misfortune.  Uncertain,  from  the 
character  of  the  prediction,  whether  to  wish  his  wife  to 
remain  at  home  or  to  go  abroad,  he  yielded  to  her  wish,  and 
accompanied  her  to  her  friend’s  house.  A  young  English¬ 
man  lately  arrived  at  Rome,  and  already  celebrated  in  the 
circles  of  that  city  for  his  eccentricity  of  life  and  his  passion 
for  beauty,  was  of  the  party.  He  appeared  struck  with  the 
sculptor’s  wife;  and  in  his  attentions,  Yolktman,  for  the 
first  and  the  last  time,  experienced  the  pangs  of  jealousy  ;  he 
hurried  his  wife  away. 

On  their  return  home,  whether  or  not  a  jewel  worn  by 
the  signora  had  attracted  the  cupidity  of  some  of  the  law¬ 
less  race  who  live  through  gaining,  and  profiting  by,  such 
information,  they  were  attacked  by  two  robbers  in  the 
obscure  and  ill-lighted  suburb.  Though  Volktman  offered 
no  resistance,  the  manner  of  their  assailants  was  rude  and 
violent.  The  signora  was  fearfully  alarmed ;  her  shrieks 
brought  a  stranger  to  their  assistance ;  it  was  the  English 
youth  who  had  so  alarmed  the  jealousy  of  Volktman. 
Accustomed  to  danger  in  his  profession  of  a  gallant,  the 
Englishman  seldom,  in  those  foreign  lands,  went  from  home 
at  night  without  the  protection  of  pistols.  At  the  sight  of 
fire-arms,  the  ruffians  felt  their  courage  evaporate;  they 
fled  from  their  prey ;  and  the  Englishman  assisted  Volkt¬ 
man  in  conveying  the  Italian  to  her  home.  But  the  terror 
of  the  encounter  operated  fatally  on  a  delicate  frame ;  and 
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within  three  weeks  from  that  night,  Volktman  was  a 
widower. 

His  marriage  had  been  blessed  with  but  one  daughter, 
who  at  the  time  of  this  catastrophe  was  about  eight  &years 
of  age.  His  love  for  his  child  in  some  measure  reconciled 
Volktman  to  life ;  and  as  the  shock  of  the  event  subsided, 
he  returned,  with  a  pertinacity  which  was  now  subjected  to 
no  interruption,  to  his  beloved  occupations  and  mysterious 
researches.  One  visitor  alone  found  it  possible  to  win  fre¬ 
quent  ingress  to  his  seclusion  ;  it  was  the  young  English¬ 
man.  A  sentiment  of  remorse  at  the  jealous  feelings  he 
had  experienced,  and  for  which  his  wife,  though  an  Italian, 
had  never  given  him  even  the  shadow  of  a  cause,  had 
softened — into  a  feeling  rendered  kind  by  the  associations 
of  the  deceased,  and  a  vague  desire  to  atone  to  her  for  an 
acknowledged  error, — the  dislike  he  had  at  first  conceived 
against  the  young  man.  This  was  rapidly  confirmed  by  the 
gentle  and  winning  manners  of  the  stranger,  by  his  atten¬ 
tions  to  the  deceased,  to  whom  he  had  sent  an  English 
physician  of  great  skill,  and,  as  their  acquaintance  expanded, 
by  the  animated  interest  which  he  testified  in  the  darling 
theories  of  the  astrologer. 

It  happened  also  that  Volktman’s  mother  had  been  the 
daughter  of  Scotch  parents.  She  had  taught  him  the 
English  tongue ;  and  it  was  the  only  language,  save  his 
own,  which  he  spoke  as  a  native.  This  circumstance  tended 
greatly  to  facilitate  his  intercourse  with  the  traveller  ;  and 
he  found  in  the  society  of  a  man  ardent,  sensitive,  melan¬ 
choly,  and  addicted  to  all  abstract  contemplation,  a  pleasure 
which,  among  the  keen,  but  uncultivated  intellects  of  Italy, 
he  had  never  enjoyed. 

Frequently,  then,  came  the  young  Englishman  to  the 
lone  house  on  the  Appia  Via;  and  the  mysterious  and 
unearthly  conversation  of  the  starry  visionary  afforded  to 
him,  who  had  early  learned  to  scrutinise  the  varieties  of 
his  kind,  a  strange  delight,  heightened  by  the  contrast  it 
presented  to  the  worldly  natures  with  which  he  usually 
associated,  and  the  commonplace  occupations  of  a  life  in 
pursuit  of  pleasure. 

And  there  was  one  who,  child  as  she  was,  watched  the 
coming  of  that  young  and  beautiful  stranger  with  emotion 
beyond  her  years.  Brought  up  alone  ;  mixing,  since  her 


134 


GODOLPHIN. 


mother’s  death,  with  no  companions  of  her  age  ;  catching 
dim  and  solemn  glimpses  of  her  father’s  wild  bnt  lofty 
speculations  ;  his  books,  filled  with  strange  characters  and 
imposing  “words  of  mighty  sound,”  open  for  ever  to  her 
young  and  curious  gaze  ;  it  can  scarce  be  matter  of  wonder 
that  something  strange  and  unworldly  mingled  with  the 
elements  of  character  which  Lu cilia  Volktman  early 
developed — a  character  that  was  nature  itself,  yet  of  a 
nature  erratic  and  bizarre.  Her  impulses  she  obeyed 
spontaneously,  but  none  fathomed  their  origin.  She  was 
not  of  a  quiet  and  meek  order  of  mind;  but  passionate, 
changeful,  and  restless.  She  would  laugh  and  weep  with¬ 
out  apparent  cause;  and  the  colour  on  her  cheek  never 
seemed  for  two  minutes  the  same  ;  and  the  most  fitful 
changes  of  an  April  heaven  were  immutability  itself  com¬ 
pared  with  the  play  and  lustre  of  expression  that  undulated 
in  her  features,  and  her  wild,  deep,  eloquent  eyes. 

Her  person  resembled  her  mind  ;  it  was  beautiful ;  but 
the  beauty  struck  you  less  than  the  singularity  of  its 
character.  Her  eyes  were  of  a  darkness  that  at  night 
seemed  black  ;  but  her  hair  was  of  the  brightest  and  purest 
auburn ;  her  complexion,  sometimes  pale,  sometimes  radiant 
even  to  the  flush  of  a  fever,  was  delicate  and  clear  ;  her 
teeth  and  mouth  were  lovely  beyond  all  words  ;  her  hands 
and  feet  were  small  to  a  fault  ;  and  as  she  grew  up  (for  we 
have  forestalled  her  age  in  this  description)  her  shape, 
though  wanting  in  height,  was  in  such  harmony  and  pro¬ 
portion,  that  the  mind  of  the  sculptor  would  sometimes 
escape  from  the  absorption  of  the  astrologer,  and  Volkt¬ 
man  would  gaze  upon  her  with  the  same  admiration  that 
he  would  have  bestowed,  in  spite  of  the  subject,  on  the 
goddess-forms  of  Phidias  or  Canova.  But  then,  this  beauty 
was  accompanied  with  such  endless  variety  of  gesture, 
often  so  wild,  though  always  necessarily  graceful,  that  the 
eye  ached  for  that  repose  requisite  for  prolonged  admi¬ 
ration. 

When  she  was  spoken  to,  she  did  not  often  answer  to  the 
purpose,  but  rather  appeared,  to  reply  as  to  some  interro¬ 
gatory  of  her  own ;  in  the  midst  of  one  occupation,  she 
would  start  up  to  another  ;  leave  that,  in  turn,  undone,  and 
sit  down  in  silence  lasting  for  hours.  Her  voice,  in  sing¬ 
ing,  was  exquisitely  melodious  ;  she  had  too,  an  intuitive 
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talent  for  painting  ;  ancl  she  read  all  tlie  books  that  came 
in  her  way  with  an  avidity  that  bespoke  at  once  the  rest¬ 
lessness  and  the  genius  of  her  mind. 

This  description  of  Lucilla  must,  I  need  scarcely  repeat, 
be  considered  as  applicable  to  her  at  some  years  distant 
from  the  time  in  which  the  young  Englishman  first  at¬ 
tracted  her  childish  but  ardent  imagination.  To  her,  that 
face,  with  its  regular  and  harmonious  features,  its  golden 
hair,  and  soft,  shy,  melancholy  aspect,  seemed  as  belonging 
to  a  higher  and  brighter  order  of  beings  than  those  who, 
with  exaggerated  lineaments  and  swarthy  hues,  surrounded 
and  displeased  her.  She  took  a  strange  and  thrilling  plea¬ 
sure  in  creeping  to  his  side,  and  looking  up,  when  unob¬ 
served,  at  the  countenance  which,  in  his  absence,  she  loved 
to  imitate  with  her  pencil  by  day,  and  to  recall  in  her 
dreams  at  night.  But  she  seldom  spoke  to  him,  and  she 
shrank,  covered  with  painful  blushes,  from  his  arms,  when¬ 
ever  he  attempted  to  bestow  on  her  those  caresses  which 
children  are  wont  to  claim  as  an  attention.  Once,  however, 
she  summoned  courage  to  ask  him  to  teach  her  English, 
and  he  complied.  She  learned  that  language  with  surpris¬ 
ing  facility ;  and  as  V olktman  loved  its  sound  she  grew 
familiar  with  its  difficulties,  by  always  addressing  her  father 
in  a  tongue  which  became  inexpressibly  dear  to  her.  And 
the  young  stranger  delighted  to  hear  that  soft  and  melo¬ 
dious  voice,  with  its  trembling,  Italian  accent,  make  music 
from  the  nervous  and  masculine  language  of  his  native 
land.  Scarce  accountably  to  himself,  a  certain  tender  and 
peculiar  interest  in  the  fortunes  of  this  singular  and  be¬ 
witching  child  grew  up  within  him — peculiar  and  not  easily 
accounted  for,  in  that  it  was  not  wholly  the  interest  we 
feel  in  an  engaging  child,  and  yet  was  of  no  more  interested 
nor  sinister  order.  Were  there  truth  in  the  science  of  the 
stars,  I  should  say  that  they  had  told  him  her  fate  was  to 
have  affinity  with  his  j  and  with  that  persuasion,  something 
mysterious,  and  more  than  ordinarily  tender,  entered  into 
the  affection  he  felt  for  the  daughter  of  his  friend. 

The  Englishman  was  himself  of  a  romantic  character. 
He  had  been  self-taught ;  and  his  studies,  irregular  though 
often  deep,  had  given  directions  to  his  intellect  frequently 
enthusiastic  and  unsound.  His  imagination  preponderated 
over  his  judgment ;  and  any  pursuit  that  attracted  his 
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imagination  won  Inis  entire  devotion,  until  his  natural 
sagacity  proved  it  deceitful.  If  at  times,  living  as  lie  did 
in  that  daily  world  which  so  sharpens  our  common  sense, 
he  smiled  at  the  persevering  fervour  of  the  astrologer,  he 
more  often  shared  it;  and  he  became  his  pupil  in  “the 
poetry  of  heaven,”  with  a  secret  hut  deep  belief  in  the 
mysteries  cultivated  by  his  master.  Carrying  the  delusion 
to  its  height,  I  fear  that  the  enthusiasts  entered  upon 
ground  still  more  shadowy  and  benighted ; — the  old  secrets 
of  the  alchymist,  and  perhaps,  even  of  those  arcana  yet 
more  gloomy  and  less  rational,  were  subjected  to  their 
serious  contemplation ;  and  night  after  night,  they  delivered 
themselves  wholly  up  to  that  fearful  and  charmed  fascina¬ 
tion  which  the  desire  and  effort  to  overleap  our  mortal 
boundaries  produce  even  in  the  hardest  and  best  regulated 
minds.  The  train  of  thought  so  long  nursed  by  the  ab¬ 
struse  and  solitary  Dane,  was,  perhaps,  a  better  apology 
for  the  weakness  of  credulity,  than  the  youth  and  wander¬ 
ing  fancy  of  the  Englishman.  But  the  scene  around — not 
alluring  to  the  one — fed  to  overflowing  the  romantic  aspira¬ 
tions  of  the  other. 

On  his  way  home,  as  the  stars  (which  night  had  been 
spent  in  reading)  began  to  wink  and  fade,  the  Englishman 
crossed  the  haunted  Almo,  renowned  of  yore  for  its  healing 
virtues,  and  in  whose  stream  the  far-famed  simulacrum  (the 
image  of  Cybele),  which  fell  from  Heaven,  was  wont  to  be 
laved  with  every  coming  spring ;  and  around  his  steps,  till 
he  gained  his  home,  were  the  relics  and  monuments  of  tb'H 
superstition  which  sheds  so  much  beauty  over  all  that,  in 
harsh  reasoning,  it  may  be  said  to  degrade  ;  so  [that  his 
mind,  always  peculiarly  alive  to  external  impressions,  W'as 
girt,  as  it  were,  with  an  atmosphere  favourable  both  to  the 
lofty  speculation  and  the  graceful  credulities  of  romance. 

The  Englishman  remained  at  Rome,  with  slight  intervals 
of  absence,  for  nearly  three  years.  On  the  night  before  the 
day  in  which  he  received  intelligence  of  an  event  that  re¬ 
called  him  to  his  native  country,  he  repaired  at  an  hour 
accidentally  later  than  usual  to  the  astrologer’s  abode. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

A  CONVERSATION  LITTLE  APPERTAINING  TO  THE  NINETEENTH 
CENTURY. — RESEARCHES  INTO  HUMAN  PATE. — THE  PRE¬ 
DICTION. 

On  entering  the  apartment  he  found  Lucilla  seated  on  a 
low  stool  beside  the  astrologer.  She  looked  up  when  she 
heard  his  footstep ;  but  her  countenance  seemed  so  de¬ 
jected,  that  he  turned  involuntarily  to  that  of  Volktman 
for  explanation.  Volktman  met  his  gaze  with  a  steadfast 
and  mournful  aspect. 

“  What  has  happened  ?  ”  asked  the  Englishman  :  “  you 
seem  sad, — you  do  not  greet  me  as  usual.” 

“  I  have  been  with  the  stars,”  replied  the  visionary. 

“They  seem  but  poor  company,”  rejoined  the  English¬ 
man  ;  “  and  do  not  appear  to  have  much  heightened  your 
spirits.” 

“  Jest  not,  my  friend,”  said  Volktman ;  “  it  was  for  the 
loss  of  thee  that  I  looked  sorrowful.  I  perceive  that  thou 
wilt  take  a  journey  soon,  and  that  it  will  be  of  no  pleasant 
nature.” 

“  Indeed  !  ”  answered  the  Englishman,  smilingly.  “  I 
ask  leave  to  question  the  fact :  you  know  better  than  any 
man,  how  often,  through  an  error  in  our  calculations, 
through  haste,  even  through  an  over-attention,  astrological 
predictions  are  exposed  to  falsification ;  and  at  present  I 
foresee  so  little  chance  of  my  quitting  Rome,  that  I  prefer 
the  earthly  probabilities  to  the  celestial.” 

“My  schemes  are  just,  and  the  Heavens  wrote  their 
decrees  in  their  clearest  language,”  answered  the  astrologer. 
“  Thou  art  on  the  eve  of  quitting  Rome.” 

“  On  what  occasion  ?  ” 

The  astrologer  hesitated — the  young  visitor  pressed  the 
question. 

“  The  lord  of  the  fourth  house,”  said  Volktman,  re¬ 
luctantly,  “  is  located  in  the  eleventh  house.  Thou 
knowest  to  whom  the  position  portends  disaster.” 

“  My  father  !  ”  said  the  Englishman,  anxiously,  and 
turning  pale;  “I  think  that  position  would  relate  to 
him.” 
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“  It  doth,”  said  the  astrologer,  slowly. 

“Impossible!  I  heard  from  him  to-day;  he  is  well — 
let  me  see  the  figures.” 

The  young  man  looked  over  the  mystic  hieroglyphics  of 
the  art,  inscribed  on  a  paper  that  was  placed  before  the 
visionary,  with  deep  and  scrutinising  attention.  Without 
bewildering  the  reader  with  those  words  and  figures  of 
weird  sound  and  import  which  perplex  the  uninitiated,  and 
entangle  the  disciple  of  astrology,  I  shall  merely  observe 
that  there  was  one  point  in  which  the  judgment  appeared 
to  admit  doubt  as  to  the  signification.  The  Englishman 
insisted  on  the  doubt;  and  a  very  learned  and  edifying 
debate  was  carried  on  between  pupil  and  master,  in  the 
heat  of  which  all  recollection  of  the  point  in  dispute  (as  is 
usual  in  such  cases)  evaporated. 

“  I  know  not  how  it  is,”  said  the  Englishman,  “  that  I 
should  give  any  credence  to  a  faith  which  (craving  your 
forgiveness)  most  men  out  of  Bedlam  concur,  at  this  day, 
in  condemning  as  wholly  idle  and  absurd.  Eor  it  may  be 
presumed,  that  men  only  incline  to  some  unpopular  theory 
in  proportion  as  it  flatters  or  favours  them  ;  and  as  for  this 
theory  of  yours — of  ours,  if  you  will — it  has  foretold  me 
nothing  but  misfortune.” 

“Thy  horoscope,”  replied  the  astrologer,  “is  indeed 
singular  and  ominous :  but,  like  my  daughter,  the  exact 
minute  (within  almost  a  whole  hour)  of  thy  birth  seems 
unknown ;  and  however  ingeniously  we,  following  the 
ancients,  have  contrived  means  for  correcting  nativities, 
our  predictions  (so  long  as  the  exact  period  of  birth  is  not 
ascertained)  remain,  in  my  mind,  always  liable  to  some 
uncertainty.  Indeed,  the  surest  method  of  reducing  the 
supposed  time  to  the  true — that  of  ‘  Accidents,’  is  but 
partially  given,  as  in  thy  case  ;  for,  with  a  negligence  that 
cannot  be  too  severely  blamed  or  too  deeply  lamented, 
thou  hast  omitted  to  mark  down,  or  remember,  the  days 
on  which  accidents — fevers,  broken  limbs,  &c. — occurred 
to  thee ;  and  this  omission  leaves  a  cloud  over  the  bright 
chapters  of  fate - ” 

“Which,”  interrupted  the  young  man,  “  is  so  much  the 
happier  for  me,  in  that  it  allows  me  some  loophole  for 
hope.” 

“  Yet,”  renewed  the  astrologer,  as  if  resolved  to  deny 
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his  friend  any  consolation,  “thy  character,  and  the  bias  of 
thy  habits  as  well  as  the  pecnliarities  of  thy  person— nay, 
even  the  moles  upon  thy  skin— accord  with  thy  proposed 
horoscope.” 

“Be  it  so  !  ”  said  the  Englishman,  gaily.  “Yon  grant 
me,  at  least,  the  fairest  of  earthly  gifts — the  happiness  of 
pleasing  that  sex  which  alone  sweetens  our  human  mis¬ 
fortunes.  That  gift  I  would  sooner  have,  even  accom¬ 
panied  as  it  is,  than  all  the  benign  influences,  without  it. 

“  Yet,”  said  the  astrologer,  shalt  thou  even  there  be  met 
with  affliction ;  for  Saturn  had  the  power  to  thwart  the 
star  Venus,  that  was  disposed  to  favour  thee,  and  evil  may 
be  the  result  of  the  love  thou  inspirest.  There  is  one 
thing  remarkable  in  our  science,  which  is  especially  woi  thy 
of  notice  in  tliy  lot.  The  ancients,  unacquainted  with 
the  star  of  Hcrschel,  seem  also  scarcely  acquainted  with 
the  character  which  the  influence  of  that  wayward  and 
melancholy  orb  creates.  Thus,  the  aspect  of  Horse  e 
neutralises,  in  great  measure,  the  boldness,  and  ambition, 
and  pride  of  heart,  thou  wonldst  otherwise  have  drawn 
from  the  felicitous  configuration  of  the  stars  around  the 
Moon  and  Mercury  at  thy  birth.  That  yearning  for  some- 
thing  beyond  the  narrow  bounds  of  the  world,  that  love 
for  revery,  that  passionate  romance,  yea,  thy  very  leaning, 
despite  thy  worldly  sense,  to  these  occult  and  starry 
mysteries; — all  are  bestowed  on  thee  by  this  new  and 

P°“  And  hence! I  suppose,”  said  the  Englishman  interested 
(as  the  astrologer  had  declared)  m  spite  of  himseh, 
“hence  that  opposition,  in  my  nature,  of  the  worldly  and 
romantic;  hence,  with  you,  I  am  the  dreaming  enthusiast ; 
but  the  instant  I  regain  the  living  and  motley  crowd, 
shake  off  the  influence  with  ease,  and  become  the  gay 

pursuer  of  social  pleasures.  , 

“  Never  at  heart  gay,"  muttered  the  astrologer ;  ^baturn 
and  Herschel  make  not  sincere  mirth-makers.  the 
Englishman  did  not  hear  or  seem  to  hear  him. 

“No,”  resumed  the  young  man,  musingly,  no.  it  is 
true  that  there  is  some  counteraction  of  what,  at  times,  i 
should  have  called  my  natural  bent.  Thus,  I  am  bold 
enough,  and  covetous  of  knowledge,  and  not  deaf  to 
vanity ;  and  yet  I  have  no  ambition.  The  desire  to  rise 
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seems  to  me  wholly  unalluring :  I  scorn  and  contemn  it 
as  a  weakness.  But  what  matters  it  P  so  much  the 
happier  for  me  if,  as  you  predict,  my  life  be  short.  But 
how,  if  so  unambitious  and  so  quiet  of  habit,  how  can  I 
imagine  that  my  death  will  be  violent  as  well  as  pre¬ 
mature  ?  ” 

It  was  as  he  spoke  that  the  young  Lucilla,  who,  with 
fixed  eyes  and  lips  apart,  had  been  drinking  in  their  con¬ 
versation,  suddenly  rose  and  left  the  room.  They  were  used 
to  her  comings  in  and  her  goings  out  without  cause  or 
speech,  and  continued  their  conversation. 

“  Alas  !  ”  said  the  visionary ;  “  can  tranquillity  of  life,  or 
care,  or  prudence,  preserve  us  from  our  destiny  ?  No  sign 
is  more  deadly,  whether  by  accident  or  murder,  than  that 
which  couples  Hyleg  with  Orion  and  Saturn.  Yet,  thou 
mayest  pass  the  year  in  which  that  danger  is  foretold  thee  ; 
and,  beyond  that  time,  peace,  honour,  and  good  fortune, 
await  thee.  Better  to  have  the  menace  of  ill  in  early  life 
than  in  its  decline.  Youth  bears  up  against  misfortune; 
but  it  withers  the  heart,  and  crushes  the  soul  of  age  !  ” 

“  After  all,”  said  the  young  guest,  haughtily,  “  we  must 
do  our  best  to  contradict  the  starry  evils  by  our  own 
internal  philosophy.  We  can  make  ourselves  independent 
of  fate;  that  independence  is  better  than  prosperity!” 
Then,  changing  his  tone,  he  added, — “  But  you  imagine 
that,  by  the  power  of  other  arts,  we  may  control  and 
counteract  the  prophecies  of  the  stars - ” 

“  How  meanest  thou  ?  ”  said  the  astrologer,  hastily. 
“  Thou  dost  not  suppose  that  alchymy,  which  is  the  servant 
of  the  heavenly  host,  is  their  opponent  ?  ” 

“  Hay,”  answered  the  disciple  ;  but  you  allow  that  wo 
may  be  enabled  to  ward  off  evils,  and  to  cure  diseases, 
otherwise  fatal  to  us,  by  the  gift  of  Uriel  and  the  charm  of 
the  Cabala  ?  ” 

“  Surely,”  replied  the  visionary  ;  but  then,  I  opine  that 
the  discovery  of  these  precious  secrets  was  foretold  to  us  by 
the  Omniscient  Book  at  our  nativity;  and,  therefore,  though 
the  menace  of  evils  be  held  out  to  us,  so  also  is  the  pro¬ 
bability  of  their  correction  or  our  escape.  And  I  must 
own  (pursued  the  enthusiast)  that,  to  me,  the  very  culture 
of  those  divine  arts  hath  given  a  consolation  amidst  the 
evils  to  which  I  have  beep  fated ;  so  true  seems  it,  that  it 
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is  not  in  tile  outer  nature,  in  tlie  great  elements,  and  in  tire 
bowels  of  the  earth,  but  also  within  ourselves  that  we  must 
look  for  the  preparations  whereby  we  are  to  achieve  the 
wisdom  of  Zoroaster  and  Hermes.  We  must  abstract  our¬ 
selves  from  passion  and  earthly  desires.  Lapped  in  a 
celestial  revery,  we  must  work  out,  by  contemplation,  the 
essence  from  the  matter  of  things :  nor  can  we  dart  into 
the  soul  of  the  Mystic  World  until  we  ourselves  have  for¬ 
gotten  the  body ;  and  by  fast,  by  purity,  and  by  thought, 
have  become,  in  the  flesh  itself,  a  living  soul.” 

Much  more,  and  with  an  equal  wildness  of  metaphysical 
eloquence,  did  the  astrologer  declare  in  presence  of  those 
arts  condemned  by  the  old  church ;  and  it  doth  indeed 
appear,  from  reference  to  the  numerous  works  of  the 
alchymists  and  magians  yet  extant,  somewhat  hastily  and 
unjustly.  For  those  books  all  unite  in  dwelling  on  the 
necessity  of  virtue,  subdued  passions,  and  a  clear  mind,  in 
order  to  become  a  fortunate  and  accomplished  cabalist— a 
precept,  by  the  way,  not  without  its  policy ;  for,  if  the 
disciple  failed,  the  failure  might  be  attributed  to  his  own 
fleshy  imperfections,  not  to  any  deficiency  in  the  truth  of 
the  science. 

The  young  man  listened  to  the  visionary  with  an  earnest 
and  fascinated  attention.  Independent  of  the  dark  interest 
always  attached  to  discourses  of  supernatural  things,  more 
especially,  we  must  allow,  in  the  mouth  of  a  fervent  and 
rapt  believer,  there  was  that  in  the  language  and  very 
person  of  the  astrologer  which  inexpressibly  enhanced  the 
effect  of  the  theme.  Like  most  men  acquainted  with  the 
literature  of  a  country,  but  not  accustomed  to  daily  con¬ 
versation  with  its  natives,  the  English  words  and  fashion 
of  periods  that  occurred  to  Volktman  were  rather  those 
used  in  books  than  in  colloquy ;  and  a  certain  solemnity 
and  slowness  of  tone,  accompanied  with  the  frequent, 
almost  constant  use  of  the  pronoun  singular — the  thou  and 
the  thee,  gave  a  strangeness  and  unfamiliar  majesty  to  his 
dialect  that  suited  well  with  the  subjects  on  which  he  so 
loved  to  dwell.  He  himself  was  lean,  gaunt,  and  wan  ;  his 
cheeks  were  drawn  and  hollow ;  and  thin  locks,  prematurely 
bleached  to  grey,  fell  in  disorder  round  high,  bare  temples, 
in  which  the  thought  that  is  not  of  this  world  had  paled 
the  hue  and  furrowed  the  surface  !  But,  as  may  be  noted 
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in  many  imaginative  men,  the  life  that  seemed  faint  and 
chill  in  the  rest  of  the  frame,  collected  itself,  as  in  a  citadel, 
within  the  eye.  Bright,  wild,  and  deep,  the  expression  of 
those  blue  large  orbs  told  the  intense  enthusiasm  of  the 
mind  within;  and,  even  somewhat  thrillinglv,  communicated 
a  part  of  that  emotion  to  those  on  whom  they  dwelt.  No 
painter  could  have  devised,  nor  even  Y olktman  himself,  in 
the  fulness  of  his  northern  phantasy,  have  sculptured 
forth,  a  better  image  of  those  pale  and  unearthly  students 
who,  in  the  darker  ages,  applied  life  and  learning  to  one 
unhallowed  vigil,  the  Hermes  or  the  Glebir  of  the  alchymist’s 
empty  science — dreamers,  and  the  martyrs  of  their  dreams. 

In  the  discussion  of  mysteries  which  to  detail  would  only 
weary,  while  it  perplexed  the  reader,  the  enthusiasts  passed 
the  greater  portion  of  the  night ;  and  when  at  length  the 
Englishman  rose  to  depart,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  a 
solemn  and  boding  emotion  agitated  his  breast. 

“  We  have  talked,”  said  he,  attempting  a  smile,  “  of 
things  above  this  nether  life ;  and  here  we  are  lost,  un¬ 
certain.  On  one  thing,  however,  we  can  decide  ;  life  itself 
is  encompassed  with  gloom  ;  sorrow  and  anxiety  await  even 
those  upon  whom  the  stars  shed  their  most  golden  influence. 
We  know  not  one  day  what  the  next  shall  bring ! — no  ;  I 
repeat  it ;  no — in  spite  of  your  scheme,  and  your  ephemeris, 
and  your  election  of  happy  moments.  But,  come  what 
will,  Yolktman,  come  all  that  you  foretell  to  me;  crosses 
in  my  love,  disappointment  in  my  life,  melancholy  in  my 
blood,  and  a  violent  death  in  the  very  flush  of  my  manhood, 
— me  at  least,  me  !  my  soul,  my  heart,  my  better  part,  you 
shall  never  cast  down,  nor  darken,  nor  deject.  I  move  in 
a  certain  and  serene  circle ;  ambition  cannot  tempt  me 
above  it,  nor  misfortune  cast  me  below !  ” 

Volktman  looked  at  the  speaker  with  surprise  and 
admiration  ;  the  enthusiasm  of  a  brave  mind  is  the  only 
fire  broader  and  brighter  than  that  of  a  fanatical  one. 

“Alas!  my  young  friend,”  he  said,  as  he  clasped  the 
hand  of  his  guest ;  “  I  would  to  Heaven  that  my  predictions 
may  be  wrong  :  often  and  often  they  have  been  erroneous,” 
added  he,  bowing  his  head  humbly ;  “  they  may  be  so  in 
their  reference  to  thee.  So  young,  so  brilliant,  so  beautiful 
too ;  so  brave,  yet  so  romantic  of  heart,  I  feel  for  all  that 
may  happen  to  thee — ay,  far,  far  more  deeply  than  aught 
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which  may  be  fated  to  myself ;  for  I  am  an  old  man  now, 
and  long  inured  to  disappointment ;  all  the  greenness  of 
my  life  is  gone :  even  could  I  attain  to  the  Grand  Secret, 
the  knowledge  methinks  would  be  too  late.  And,  at  my 
birth,  my  lot  was  portioned  out  unto  me  in  characters  so 
clear,  that,  while  I  have  had  time  to  acquiesce  in  it,  I  have 
had  no  hope  to  correct  and  change  it.  For  Jupiter  in 
Cancer,  removed  from  the  Ascendant,  and  not  impedited 
of  any  other  star,  betokened  me  indeed  some  expertness  in 
science,  but  a  life  of  seclusion,  and  one  that  should  bring 
not  forth  the  fruits  that  its  labour  deserved.  But  there  is 
so  much  in  thy  fate  that  ought  to  be  bright  and  glorious, 
that  it  will  be  no  common  destiny  marred,  should  the  evil 
influences  and  the  ominous  seasons  prevail  against  thee. 
But  thou  speakest  boldly — boldly,  and  as  one  of  a  high 
soul,  though  it  be  sometimes  clouded  and  led  astray.  And 
I,  therefore,  again  and  again  impress  upon  thee,  it  is  from 
thine  own  self,  thine  own  character,  thine  own  habits,  that 
all  evil,  save  that  of  death,  will  come.  Wear,  then,  I 
implore  thee,  wear  in  thy  memory,  as  a  jewel,  the  first 
great  maxim  of  alchymist  and  magian  : — ‘  Search  thyself 
■ — CORRECT  THYSELF — SUBDUE  THYSELF  ;  ’  it  is  Only  through 
the  lamp  of  crystal  that  the  light  will  shine  duly  out.” 

“It  is  more  likely  that  the  stars  should  err,”  returned 
the  Englishman,  “  than  that  the  human  heart  should 
correct  itself  of  error  :  adieu  !  ” 

He  left  the  room,  and  proceeded  along  a  passage  that 
led  to  the  outer  door.  Ere  he  reached  it,  another  door 
opened  suddenly,  and  the  face  of  Lucilla  broke  forth  upon 
him.  She  held  a  light  in  her  hand  ;  and  as  she  gazed  on 
the  Englishman,  he  saw  that  her  face  was  very  pale,  and 
that  she  had  been  weeping.  She  looked  at  him  long  and 
earnestly,  and  the  look  affected  him  strangely ;  he  broke 
silence,  which  at  first  it  appeared  to  him  difficult  to  do. 

“  Good  night,  my  pretty  friend,”  said  he  :  “  shall  I  bring 
you  some  flowers  to-morrow  F  ” 

Lucilla  burst  into  a  wild  eltritch  laugh ;  and  abruptly 
closing  the  door,  left  him  in  darkness. 

The  cool  air  of  the  breaking  dawn  came  freshly  to  the 
cheek  of  our  countryman ;  yet,  still,  an  unpleasant  and 
heavy  sensation  sat  at  his  heart.  His  nerves,  previously 
weakened  by  his  long  commune  with  the  visionary,  and 
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the  effect  it  had  produced,  yet  tingled  and  thrilled  with  the 
abrupt  laugh  and  meaning  countenance  of  that  strange 
girl,  who  differed  so  widely  from  all  others  of  her  years. 
The  stars  were  growing  pale  and  ghostly,  and  there  was  a 
mournful  and  dim  haze  around  the  moon. 

“  Ye  look  ominously  upon  me,”  said  he,  half  aloud,  as  his 
eyes  fixed  their  gaze  above ;  and  the  excitement  of  his 
spirit  spread  to  his  language  :  “  ye  on  whom,  if  our  lore  be 
faithful,  the  Most  High  hath  written  the  letters  of  our 
mortal  doom.  And  if  ye  rule  the  tides  of  the  great  deep, 
and  the  changes  of  the  rolling  year,  what  is  there  out  of 
reason  or  nature  in  our  belief  that  ye  hold  the  same 
sympathetic  and  unseen  influence  over  the  blood  and  heart, 
which  are  the  character  (and  the  character  makes  the 
conduct)  of  man?”  Pursuing  his  soliloquy  of  thought, 
and  finding  reasons  for  a  credulity  that  afforded  to  him 
but  little  cause  for  pleasure  or  hope,  the  Englishman  took 
his  Avay  to  St.  Sebastian’s  gate. 

There  was,  in  truth,  much  in  the  traveller’s  character 
that  corresponded  with  that  which  was  attributed  and 
destined  to  one  to  whom  the  heavens  had  given  a  horoscope 
answering  to  his  own ;  and  it  was  this  conviction,  rather 
than  any  accidental  coincidence  in  events,  which  had  first 
led  him  to  pore  with  a  deep  attention  over  the  vain  but 
imposing  prophecies  of  judicial  astrology.  Possessed  of 
all  the  powers  that  enable  men  to  rise ;  ardent,  yet 
ordinarily  shrewd;  eloquent,  witty,  brave,  and,  though  not 
what  may  be  termed  versatile,  possessing  that  rare  art  of 
concentrating  the  faculties  which  enables  the  possessor 
rapidly  and  thoroughly  to  master  whatsoever  once  arrests 
the  attention,  he  yet  despised  all  that  would  have  brought 
these  endowments  into  full  and  legitimate  display.  Ho 
lived  only  for  enjoyment.  A  passionate  lover  of  women, 
music,  letters,  and  the  arts,  it  was  society,  not  the  world, 
which  made  the  sphere  and  end  of  his  existence.  Yet  was 
he  no  vulgar  and  commonplace  epicurean :  he  lived  for 
enjoyment ;  but  that  enjoyment  was  mainly  formed  from 
elements  wearisome  to  more  ordinary  natures.  Revery, 
contemplation,  loneliness,  were  at  times  dearer  to  him  than 
the  softer  and  more  Aristippean  delights.  His  energies 
were  called  forth  in  society,  but  he  was  scarcely  social. 
Trained  from  his  early  boyhood  to  solitude,  he  was  seldom 
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weary  of  being  alone.  He  sought  the  crowd,  not  to  amuse 
himselr,  but  to  observe  others.  The  world  to  him  was  less 
as  a  theatre  on  which  he  was  to  play  a  part,  than  as  a  book 
m  which  he  loved  to  decipher  the  enigmas  o‘f  wisdom, 
ie  observed  all  that  passed  around  him.  Ho  sprightlv 
cavalier  at  any  time ;  the  charm  that  he  exercised  at  will 

°Ver3  \1Sx1COrnp.aill0ns  was  that  of  softness,  not  vivacity.  But 
amidst  that  silken  blandness  of  demeanour,  the  lynx  eye  of 
Remark  never  slept.  He  penetrated  character  at  a  glance, 
but  he  seldom  made  use  of  his  knowledge.  He  found  a 
p  easure  in  reading  men,  but  a  fatigue  in  governing  them. 
And  thus,  consummately  skilled  as  he  was  in  the  science  du 
monde,  he  often  allowed  himself  to  appear  ignorant  of  its 
practice.  Forming  in  his  mind  a  beau  ideal  of  friendship 
and  ot  Jove,  he  never  found  enough  in  the  realities  long  to 
engage  his  affection.  Thus,  with  women  he  was  considered 
nckle,  and  with  men  he  had  no  intimate  companionship. 
1  Ins  trait  of  character  is  common  with  persons  of  genius; 
and,  owing  to  too  largo  an  overflow  of  heart,  they  are 
frequently  considered  heartless.  There  is  always,  how¬ 
ever,  danger  that  a  character  of  this  kind  should  become 
with  years  what  it  seems ;  what  it  soon  learns  to  despise. 
Nothing  steels  the  affections  like  contempt. 

The  next  morning  an  express  from  England  reached  the 
young  traveller.  His  father  was  dangerously  ill ;  nor  was 
it  expected  that  the  utmost  diligence  would  enable  the 
young  man  to  receive  his  last  blessing.  The  Englishman, 
appalled  and  terror-stricken,  recalled  his  interview  with 
the  astrologer.  Nothing  so  effectually  dismays  us,  as  to 
feel  a  confirmation  of  some  idea  of  supernatural  dread  that 
has  already  found  entrance  within  our  reason ;  and  of  all 
supernatural  belief,  that  of  being  compelled  by  a  predecree, 
and  thus  being  the  mere  tools  and  puppets  of  a  dark  and 
relentless  fate,  seems  the  most  fraught  at  once  with  abase¬ 
ment  and  with  horror. 


the  Englishman  left  Rome  that  morning,  and  sent  only 
a  verbal  and  hasty  message  to  the  astrologer,  announcing 
the  cause  of  his  departure.  Volktmau  was  a  man  of 
excellent  heart :  but  one  would  scarcely  like  to  inquire, 
whether  exultation  at  the  triumph  of  his  jjrediction  was 
not  with  him  a  far  more  powerful  sentiment  than  grief  at 
the  misfortune  to  his  friend ! 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

THE  YOUTH  OE  LUCILLA  VOLKTMAN. — A  MYSTERIOUS  CONVERSATION. 

— THE  RETURN  OF  ONE  UNLOOKED  FOR. 

Time  went  .slowly  on,  and  Lucilla  grew  up  in  beauty. 
The  stranger  traits  o£  her  character  increased  in  strengt  i, 
but  perhaps  in  the  natural  bashfulness  of  maidenhood  they 
became  more  latent.  At  the  age  of  fifteen,  her  elastic 
shape  had  grown  round  and  full,  and  the  wild  girl  hacl 
already  ripened  to  the  woman.  An  expression  of  thought, 
when  the  play  of  her  features  was  in  repose,  that  dwelt 
upon  her  lip  and  forehead,  gave  her  the  appearance  of 
beino1  two  or  three  years  older  than  she  was ;  but  again, 
when  her  natural  vivacity  returned,— when  the  clear  and 
buoyant  music  of  her  gay  laugh  rang  out,  or  when  the  cool 
air  and  bright  sky  of  morning  sent  the  blood  to  her  cheek 
and  the  zephyr  to  her  step,  her  face  became  as  the  face  of 
childhood,  and  contrasted  with  a  singular  and  dangerous 
loveliness  the  rich  development  of  her  form. 

And  still  was  Lucilla  Volktman  a  stranger  to  all  that 
savoured  of  the  world  ;  the  company  of  others  of  her  sex 
and  age  never  drew  forth  her  emotions  from  their  resting- 
place  : — 

“  And  Nature  said,  a  lovelier  flower 
On  earth  was  never  sown : 
***** 

Myself  will  to  my  darling  be 
Both  law  and  impulse;  and  with  me 
The  girl,  in  rock  and  plain, 

In  earth  and  heaven,  in  glade  and  bower, 

Shall  feel  an  overseeing  power 
To  kindle  or  restrain. 


The  stars  of  midnight  shall  be  dear 
To  her;  and  she  shall  lean  her  ear 
In  many  a  secret  place  _; 

Where  rivulets  dance  their  wayward  round, 
And  beauty,  born  of  murmuring  sound, 

Shall  pass  into  her  face.”— Wordsworth. 


These  lines  have  occurred  to  me  again  and  again,  as  I 
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looked  on  the  face  of  her  to  whom  I  have  applied  them. 
And,  remembering  as  I  do  its  radiance  and  glory  in  her 
happier  moments,  I  can  scarcely  persuade  myself  to  notice 
the  faults  and  heats  of  temper  which  at  times  dashed  awa.y 
all  its  lustre  and  gladness.  Unrestrained  and  fervid,  she 
gave  Avay  to  the  irritation  or  grief  of  the  moment  with  a 
violence  that  would  have  terrified  any  one  who  beheld  her 
at  such  times.  But  it  rarely  happened  that  the  scene  had 
its  witness  even  in  her  father,  for  she  fled  to  the  loneliest 
spot  she  could  find  to  indulge  these  emotions  ;  and  perhaps 
even  the  agony  they  occasioned — -an  agony  convulsing  the 
heart  and  whole  of  her  impassioned  frame — -took  a  sort  of 
luxury  from  the  solitary  and  unchecked  nature  of  its 
indulgence. 

Volktman  continued  his  pursuits  with  an  ardour  that 
increased — as  do  all  species  of  monomania  — with  increasing 
years  ;  and  in  the  accidental  truth  of  some  of  his  predictions, 
he  forgot  the  erroneous  result  of  the  rest.  He  corresponded 
at  times  with  the  Englishman,  who,  after  a  short  sojourn 
in  England,  had  returned  to  the  Continent,  and  was  now 
making  a  prolonged  tour  through  its  northern  capitals. 

Very  different,  indeed,  from  the  astrologer’s  occupations 
were  those  of  the  wanderer ;  and  time,  dissipation,  and  a 
maturer  intellect,  had  cured  the  latter  of  his  boyish  ten¬ 
dency  to  studies  so  idle  and  so  vain.  Yet  he  always  looked 
back  with  an  undefined  and  unconquered  interest  to  the 
period  of  his  acquaintance  with  the  astrologer ;  to  their 
long  and  thrilling  watches  in  the  night  season  ;  to  the  con¬ 
tagious  fervour  of  faith  breathing  from  the  visionary  ;  his 
dark  and  restless  excursions  into  that  remote  science  asso¬ 
ciated  with  the  legends  of  eldest  time,  and  of 

“  The  crew,  who,  under  names  of  old  renown, 

Osiris,  Isis,  Orus,  and  their  train, 

With  monstrous  shapes  and  sorceries,  abused 
Fanatic  Egypt  and  her  priests.” 


One  night,  four  years  after  the  last  scene  we  have 
described  in  the  astrologer’s  house,  Volktman  was  sitting 
alone  in  his  favourite  room.  Before  him  was  a  calculation 
on  which  the  ink  was  scarcely  dry.  His  face  leant  on  his 
breast,  and  he  seemed  buried  in  thought.  His  health  had 
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been  of  late  gradually  declining;  and  it  might  be  seen 
upon  his  worn  brow  and  attenuated  frame,  that  death  was 
already  preparing  to  withdraw  the  visionary  from  a  world 
whose  substantial  enjoyments  he  had  so  sparingly  tasted. 

Lucilla  had  been  banished  from  his  chamber  during  the 
day.  She  now  knew  that  his  occupation  was  over,  and 
entered  the  room  with  his  evening  repast;  that  frugal 
meal,  common  with  the  Italians  the  jpolBTitct  (made  of 
Indian  corn),  the  bread  and  the  fruits,  which  after  the 
fashion  of  students,  he  devoured  unconsciously,  and  would 
not  have  remembered  one  hour  after  whether  or  not  it  had 

been  tasted  !  _ 

“  Sit  thee  down,  child,”  said  he  to  Lucilla,  kindly ; 

“  sit  thee  down.” 

Lucilla  obeyed,  and  took  her  seat  upon  the  very  stool  on 
which  she  had  been  seated  the  last  night  on  which  tlio 
Englishman  had  seen  her. 

“I  have  been  thinking,”  said  Yolktman,  as  he  placed  his 
hand  on  his  daughter’s  head,  “  that  I  shall  soon  leave  tliec  ; 
and  I  should  like  to  see  thee  protected  by  another  before 
my  own  departure.” 

“  Ah,  father,”  said  Lucilla,  as  the  tears  rushed  to  her 
eyes,  “  do  not  talk  thus !  indeed,  indeed,  you  must  not 
indulge  in  this  perpetual  gloom  and  seclusion  of  life.  I  on 
promised  to  take  me  with  you,  some  day  this  week,  to  the 
Vatican.  Do  let  it  be  to-morrow ;  the  weather  has  been 
so  fine  lately  ;  and  who  knows  how  long  it  may  last  ?  ” 

“True,”  said  Volktman ;  “and  to-morrow  will  not,  I 
think,  be  unfavourable  to  our  stirring  abroad,  for  the  moon 
will  be  of  the  same  age  as  at  my  birth — an  accident  that 
thou  wilt  note,  my  child,  to  be  especially  auspicious  towards 
any  enterprise.” 

T)  e  poor  astrologer  so  rarely  stirred  from  his  home,  that 
he  did  well  to  consider  a  walk  of  a  mile  or  two  in  the  light 
of  an  enterprise. — “  I  have  wished, ”  continued  he,  after  a 
pause,  “  that  I  might  see  xour  English  friend  once  more — 
that  is,  ere  long.  For,  to  tell  thee  the  truth,  Lucilla, 
certain  events  happening  unto  him  do,  strangely  enough, 
occur  about  the  same  time,  as  that  in  which  events,  equally 
boding,  will  befall  thee.  This  coincidence  it  was  which 
contributed  to  make  me  assume  so  warm  an  interest  in  the 
lot  of  a  stranger.  I  would  I  might  see  him  soon.” 
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Lucilla’s  beautiful  breast  heaved,  and  her  face  was 
covered  with  blushes  :  these  were  symptoms  of  a  disorder 
that  never  occurred  to  the  recluse. 

“Thou  rememberest  the  foreigner?”  asked  Volktman, 
after  a  pause. 

“  Yes,”  said  Lucilla,  half  inaudibly. 

“  I  have  not  heard  from  him  of  late  :  I  will  make  question 
concerning  him  ere  the  cock  crow.” 

“Nay,  my  father!”  said  Lucilla,  quickly:  “not  to¬ 
night  :  you  want  rest,  your  eyes  are  heavy.” 

“Girl,”  said  the  mystic,  “the  soul  sleepeth  not,  nor 
wanteth  sleep  :  even  as  the  stars,  to  which  (as  the  Arabian 
saith)  there  is  also  a  soul,  wherewith  an  intent  passion  of 
our  own  doth  make  an  union — so  that  we,  by  an  unslum¬ 
bering  diligence,  do  constitute  ourselves  a  part  of  the 
heaven  itself  ! — even,  I  say,  as  the  stars  may  vanish  from 
the  human  eye,  nor  be  seen  in  the  common  day — though 
all  the  while  their  course  is  stopped  not,  nor  their  voices 
dumb — even  so  doth  the  soul  of  man  retire,  as  it  were, 
into  a  seeming  sleep  and  torpor,  yet  it  worketh  all  the  same 
— and  perhaps  with  a  less  impeded  power,  in  that  it  is  more 
free  from  common  obstruction  and  trivial  hinderance. 
And  if  I  purpose  to  confer  this  night  with  the  ‘  Intelligence  ’ 
that  ruleth  earth  and  earth’s  beings,  concerning  this 
stranger,  it  will  not  be  by  the  vigil  and  the  scheme,  but 
by  the  very  sleep  which  thou  imagincst,  in  thy  mental 
darkness,  Avould  deprive  me  of  the  resources  of  my  art.” 

“  Can  you  really,  then,  my  father,”  said  Lucilla,  in  a 
tone  half  anxious,  half  timid, — “can  you  really,  at  will, 
conjure  up  in  your  dreams  the  persons  you  wish  to  see  ;  or 
draw,  from  sleep,  any  oracle  concerning  their  present 
state  ? ” 

“Of  a  surety,”  answered  the  astrologer;  “it  is  one  of 
the  great — though  not  perchance  the  most  gifted — of  our 
endowments.” 

“  Can  you  teach  me  the  method  ?  ”  asked  Lucilla, 
gravely. 

“All  that  relates  to  the  art  I  can,”  rejoined  the  mystic  : 
“  but  the  chief  and  main  power  rests  with  thyself.  Lor 
know,  my  daughter,  that  one  who  seeks  the  wisdom  that  is 
above  the  earth,  must  cultivate  and  excite,  with  long 
labour  and  deep  thought,  his  least  earthly  faculty.” 
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Here  the  visionary,  observing  that  the  countenance  of 
Lucilla  was  stamped  with  a  fixed  attention,  Avhich  she  did 
not  often  bestow  upon  his  metaphysical  exordiums,  paused 
for  a  moment ;  and  then  pursued  the  theme  with  the  tone 
of  one  desirous  of  making  himself  at  once  as  clear  and 
impressive  as  the  nature  of  an  abstruse  science  would 
allow. 

“There  are  two  things  in  the  outer  creation,  which, 
according  to  the  great  Hermes,  suffice  for  the  operation  of 
all  that  is  wonderful  and  glorious — Fire  and  Earth.  Even 
so,  my  child,  there  are  in  the  human  mind  two  powers  that 
affect  all  of  which  our  nature  is  capable — reason  and 
imagination.  Now  mankind — less  wise  in  themselves  than 
in  the  outer  world — have  cultivated,  for  the  most  part,  but 
one  of  these  faculties;  and  that  the  inferior  and  more 
passive,  reason.  They  have  tilled  the  earth  of  the  human 
heart,  but  suffered  its  fire  to  remain  dormant,  or  waste 
itself  in  chance  and  frivolous  directions.  Hence  the  in¬ 
sufficiency  of  human  knowledge.  Inventions  founded  only 
on  reason  move  within  a  circle  from  wffiich  their  escape  is 
momentary  and  trivial.  When  some  few,  endowed  with  a 
juster  instinct,  have  had  recourse  to  the  diviner  element, 
imagination,  thou  wilt  observe,  that  they  have  used  it  only 
in  the  service  of  the  lighter  arts,  and  those  chiefly  dis¬ 
connected  from  reason.  Such  is  poetry  and  music,  and 
other  delicious  fabrications  of  genius,  that  amuse  men, 
soften  men,  but  advance  them  not.  They  have — with  but 
rare  exceptions — left  this  glorious  and  winged  faculty 
utterly  passive  in  the  service  of  Philosophy.  There, 
reason  alone  has  been  admitted,  and  imagination  hath  been 
carefully  banished,  as  an  erratic  and  deceitful  meteor. 
How  mark  me,  child  :  I,  noting  this  our  error  in  early 
youth,  did  resolve  to  see  what  might  be  effected  by  the 
culture  of  this  renounced  and  maltreated  element ;  and 
finding,  as  I  proceeded  in  the  studies  that  grew  from  this 
desire,  by  the  occult  yet  guiding  writings  of  the  great 
philosophers  of  old — that  they  had  forestalled  me  in  this 
discovery,  I  resolved  to  learn,  from  their  experience,  by 
what  means  the  imagination  is  best  fostered,  and,  as  it 
were,  sublimed. 

“Anxiously  following  their  precepts — the  truth  of  which 
soon  appeared — I  found  that  solitude,  fast,  intense  revery 
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upon  the  one  theme  on  which  we  desired  knowledge,  were 
the  true  elements  and  purifiers  of  this  glorious  faculty.  It 
was  by  these  means,  and  by  this  power,  that  men  so  far 
behind  us  in  lesser  lore,  achieved,  on  the  mooned  plains  of 
Chaldea  and  by  the  dark  waters  of  Egypt,  their  penetration 
into  the  womb  of  Event ; — by  these  means,  and  this  power, 
the  solitaries  of  the  Gothic  time  not  only  attained  to  the 
most  intricate  arcana  of  the  stars,  but  to  the  empire  of  the 
spirits  about,  above,  and  beneath  the  earth  :  a  power, 
indeed,  disputed  by  the  presumptuous  sophists  of  the 
present  time,  but  of  which  their  writings  yet  contain  ample 
proof.  Nay,  by  the  constant  feeding,  and  impressing,  and 
moulding,  and  refining,  and  heightening,  the  imaginative 
power,  I  do  conceive  that  even  the  false  prophets  and  the 
evil  practitioners  of  the  blacker  cabala  clomb  unto  the 
power  seemingly  inconceivable — the  power  of  accom¬ 
plishing  miracles  and  prodigies,  that  to  appearance  belie, 
but  in  truth  verify,  the  course  of  nature.  By  this  spirit 
within  the  flesh,  we  grow  from  the  flesh,  and  may  see,  and 
at  length  invoke  the  souls,  of  the  dead,  and  receive 
warnings,  and  hear  omens,  and  girdle  our  sleep  with 
dreams. 

“  Not  unto  me,”  continued  the  cabalist,  in  a  lowlier  tone, 
“  have  been  vouchsafed  all  these  gifts  ;  for  I  began  the  art 
when  the  first  fire  of  youth  was  dim  within  me ;  and  it  was 
therefore  with  duller  and  already  earth-clogged  pinions 
that  I  sought  to  rise.  Something,  however,  I  have  won  as 
a  recompense  for  austere  abstinence  and  much  labour  ;  and 
this  power  over  the  land  of  dreams  is  at  least  within  my 
command.” 

“  Then,”  said  Lucilla,  in  a  disappointed  tone,  “  it  is  only 
by  a  long  course  of  indulgence  to  the  fervour  of  the  ima¬ 
gination,  and  not  by  spell  or  charm,  that  one  can  gain  a 
similar  power  ?  ” 

“  Not  wholly  so,  my  daughter,”  replied  the  mystic ; 
il  they  who  do  so  excite,  and  have  so  raised  the  diviner 
faculty,  can  alone  possess  the  certain  and  invariable  power 
over  dreams,  even  without  charms  and  talismans  :  but  the 
most  dull  or  idle  may  hope  to  do  so  with  just  confidence 
(though  not  certainty)  by  help  of  skill,  and  by  directing 
the  full  force  of  their  half-roused  fancy  towards  the  person 
or  object  they  wish  to  see  reflected  in  the  glass  of  Sleep. 


152 


GODOLPHIN. 


“  And  what  means  should  the  uninitiated  employ  ?  ” 
asked  Lucilla,  in  a  tone  betokening  hex’  interest. 

“I  will  tell  thee,”  answered  the  astrologer.  “  Thou 
must  insci’ibe  on  a  white  parchment  aix  image  of  the  sun.” 

“  As  how  ?  ” — intei’rupted  Lucilla. 

“  Thus  !  ”  said  the  astrologei’,  drawing  from  among  his 
papers  one  inscribed  with  the  figure  of  a  man  asleep  on  the 
bosom  of  an  angel.  “  This  was  made  at  the  potential  and 
appointed  time,  when  the  sun  was  in  the  Ninth  of  the 
Celestial  Houses,  and  the  Lion  shook  his  bright  mane  as  he 
ascended  the  blue  mount.  Observe,  that  on  the  figure 
must  be  written  thy  desire — the  name  of  the  person  thou 
wishest  to  see,  or  the  thing  thou  wouldst  have  foreshown : 
then,  having  prepared  and  brought  the  mind  to  a  faith  in 
the  effect — for,  without  faith,  the  imagination  lies  inert 
and  lifeless — this  image  will  be  placed  under  the  head  of 
the  invoke!1,  and  when  the  moon  goeth  through  the  sign 
which  was  in  the  Ninth  House  of  his  nativity,  the  Dream 
will  glide  into  him,  and  his  soul  walk  with  the  spirit  of  the 
vision.” 

“  Give  me  the  image,”  said  Lucilla,  eagerly. 

The  mystic  hesitated. — “  No,  Lucilla,”  said  he,  at  length ; 
“  no,  it  is  a  dark  and  comfortless  path,  that  of  pi’escience 
and  unearthly  knowledge,  save  to  the  few  that  walk  it  with 
a  gifted  light  and  a  fearless  soul.  It  is  not  for  women  or 
children — nay,  for  few  amongst  men :  it  withers  up  the 
sajx  of  life,  and  makes  the  hair  grey  before  its  time.  No, 
no ;  take  the  broad  sunshine,  and  the  brief  but  sweet 
flowers  of  earth;  tbev  are  better  for  thee,  my  child,  and 
for  thy  years,  than  the  fever  and  hope  of  the  night-dream, 
and  the  planetary  influence.” 

So  saying,  the  astrologer  replaced  the  imago  within  the 
leaves  of  one  of  his  books ;  and  with  a  pi’udence  not 
common  to  him,  thrust  the  volume  into  a  drawer,  which  he 
locked.  The  fair  face  of  Lucilla  became  clouded,  but  the 
ill  health  of  her  father  imposed  a  restraint  on  her  wild 
temper. 

Just  at  that  moment  the  door  slowly  opened,  and  the 
Englishman  stood  before  the  daughter  aixd  sire.  They  did 
not  note  him  at  first.  The  solitary  servant  of  the  sage  had 
admitted  him ;  he  had  pi’oceeded,  without  ceremony,  to 
the  well-remembered  apartment. 
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As  lie  now  stood  gazing  on  tlie  pair,  lie  observed  with  an 
inward  smile,  bow  exactly  tbeir  present  attitudes  (as  well 
as  tbe  old  aspect  of  tbe  scene)  resembled  those  in  which  he 
had  broken  upon  them  on  the  last  evening  he  had  visited 
that  chamber ;  the  father  bending  over  the  old,  worn, 
quaint,  table ;  and  the  daughter  seated  beside  him  on  the 
same  low  stool.  The  character  of  their  countenances 
struck  him,  too,  as  wearing  the  same  ominous  expression 
as  when  those  countenances  had  chilled  him  on  that 
evening.  For  Volktman’s  features  were  impressed  with 
the  sadness  that  breathed  from,  and  caused,  his  prohibition 
to  his  daughter ;  and  that  prohibition  had  given  to  her 
*  features  an  abstraction  and  shadow,  similar  to  the  dejection 
'they  had  worn  on  the  night  we  recur  to. 

This  remembered  coincidence  did  not  cheer  the  spirits  of 
the  young  traveller  ;  he  muttered  to  himself  ;  and  then,  as 
if  anxious  to  break  the  silence,  moved  forward  with  a 
heavy  step. 

Yolktman  started  at  the  sound;  and  looking  up,  seemed 
literally  electrified  by  this  sudden  apparition  of  one  whom 
he  had  so  lately  expressed  his  desire  to  see.  His  lips 
muttered  the  intruder’s  name,  one  well  known  to  the 
reader  (it  was  the  name  of  Godolphin)  and  then  closed ; 
but  Lucilla  sprang  from  her  seat,  and,  clasping  her  hands 
joyously  together,  darted  forward  till  she  came  within  a 
foot  of  the  unexpected  visitor.  There,  she  abruptly  arrested 
herself,  blushed  deeply  ;  and  stood  before  him,  humbled, 
agitated,  but  all  vivid  with  delight. 

“What,  is  this  Lucilla?”  said  Godolphin,  admiringly : 
“how  beautiful  she  is  grown  !  ”  and  advancing,  he  saluted, 
with  a  light  and  fraternal  kiss,  her  girlish  and  damask 
cheek :  then,  without  heeding  her  confusion,  he  turned  to 
the  astrologer,  who  by  this  time  had  a  little  recovered 
from  his  amaze. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

THE  EFFECT  OF  YEARS  AND  EXPERIENCE. — THE  ITALIAN 
CHARACTER. 

Godolphin  now  came  almost  daily  to  the  astrologer’s 
abode.  He  was  shocked  to  perceive  the  physical  alteration 
four  years  had  wrought  in  his  singular  friend ;  and,  with 
the  warmth  of  a  heart  naturally  kind,  he  sought  to  con¬ 
tribute  to  the  comfort  and  enjoyment  of  a  life  that  was 
evidently  drawing  to  a  close. 

Godolphin’s  company  seemed  to  give  Volktman  a 
pleasure  which  nothing  else  could  afford  him.  He  loved 
to  converse  on  the  various  incidents  that  had  occurred  to 
each  since  they  met ;  and,  in  whatsoever  Godolphin  com¬ 
municated  to  him,  the  mystic  sought  to  impress  upon  his 
friend’s  attention  the  fulfilment  of  an  astrological  pre¬ 
diction. 

Godolphin,  though  no  longer  impressed  with  a  belief  in 
the  visionary’s  science,  did  not  affect  to  combat  his  as¬ 
sertions.  He  had  not,  in  his  progress  through  life,  found 
much  to  shake  his  habitual  indolence  in  ordinary  affairs ; 
and  it  was  no  easy  matter  to  provoke  one  of  his  quiet 
temper  and  self-indulging  wisdom  into  conversational  dis¬ 
pute.  Besides,  who  argues  with  fanaticism  ? 

Since  the  young  idealist  had  left  England,  the  elements 
of  his  character  had  been  slowly  performing  the  ordination 
of  time,  and  working  their  due  change  in  its  general 
aspect.  The  warm  fountains  of  youth  flowed  not  so  freely 
as  before :  the  selfishness  that  always  comes,  sooner  or 
later,  to  solitary  men  of  the  world,  had  gradually  mingled 
itself  with  all  the  channels  of  his  heart.  The  brooding  "and 
thoughtful  disposition  of  his  faculties  having  turned, "from 
romance  to  what  he  deemed  philosophy,  that  which  once 
was  enthusiasm  had  hardened  into  wisdom.  Ho  neither 
hated  men,  nor  loved  them  with  a  sanguine  philanthropy  ; 
lie  viewed  them  with  cool  and  discerning  eyes.  He  did 
not  think  it  within  the  power  of  governments  to  make  the 
mass,  in  any  country,  much  happier  or  more  elevated  than 
they  are.  Republics,  he  was  wont  to  say,  favoured  aristo- 
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cratic  virtues,  and  despotisms  extinguished  them :  hut, 
whether  in  a  monarchy  or  republic,  the  hewers  of  wood 
and  the  drawers  of  water,  the  multitude,  still  remained 
intrinsically  the  same. 

This  theory  heightened  his  indifference  to  ambition. 
The  watchwords  of  party  appeared  to  him  ridiculous;  and 
politics  in  general — what  a  great  moralist  termed  one 
question  in  particular — a  shuttlecock  kept  up  by  the  con¬ 
tention  of  noisy  children.  His  mind  thus  rested  as  to  all 
public  matters  in  a  state  of  quietude,  and  covered  over  with 
the  mantle  of  a  most  false,  a  most  perilous  philosophy. 
His  appetites  to  pleasure  had  grown  somewhat  dulled  by 
experience,  but  he  was  as  yet  neither  sated  nor  discontented. 
One  feeling  at  his  breast  still  remained  scarcely  diminished 
of  its  effect,  when  the  string  was  touched — his  tender 
remembrance  of  Constance ;  and  this  had  prevented  any 
subsequent  but  momentary  attachment  deepening  into  love. 
Thus,  at  the  age  of  seven  and  twenty,  Percy  Godolphin 
reappears  on  our  stage. 

There  was  a  great  deal  in  the  Italian  character  that  our 
traveller  liked  :  its  love  of  ease,  reduced  into  a  system ;  its 
courtesy ;  its  content  with  the  world  as  it  is ;  its  moral  apathy 
as  regards  all  that  agitates  life,  save  one  passion  and  the 
universal  tenderness,  ardour,  and  delicacy  which,  in  that 
passion,  it  ennobles  itself  in  displaying.  The  commonest 
peasant  of  Rome  or  Naples,  though  not  perhaps  in  the 
freer  land  of  Tuscany,  can  comprehend  all  the  romance  and 
mystery  of  the  most  subtle  species  of  love  ;  all  that  it 
requires,  in  England,  the  idle  habits  of  aristocracy,  or  the 
sensitive  fibre  of  genius,  even  to  conceive.  And  what  is 
yet  stranger,  the  worn-out  debauchee,  sage  with  an 
experience  and  variety  of  licentiousness,  which  come  not 
within  the  compass  of  a  northern  profligacy,  remains  alive 
to  the  earliest  and  most  innocent  sentiments  of  the  passion. 
And  if  Platonism  in  its  coldest  purity  exist  on  earth,  it  is 
among  the  Aretins  of  southern  Italy. 

This  unworldly  refinement,  amidst  so  much  worldly 
callousness,  was  a  peculiarity  that  afforded  peipetual 
amusement  to  the  nice  eye  and  subtle  judgment  of 
Godolphin.  He  loved  not  to  note  the  common  elements  of 
character :  whatever  was  most  abstract  and  difficult  to 
analyse,  pleased  him  most.  He  mixed  then  much  with  the 
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Romans,  and  was  a  favourite  amongst  them ;  but,  during 
his  present  visit  to  the  Immortal  City,  ho  did  not,  how 
distantly  soever,  associate  with  the  English.  His  careless¬ 
ness  of  show,  and  the  independence  of  a  single  man  from 
burdensome  connexions,  rendered  his  income  fully  com¬ 
petent  to  his  wants ;  but,  like  many  proud  men,  he  was 
not  willing  to  make  it  seem,  even  to  himself,  as  a  com¬ 
parative  poverty,  beside  the  lavish  expenses  of  his  osten¬ 
tatious  countrymen.  Travel,  moreover,  had  augmented 
those  stores  of  reflection  which  rob  solitude  of  ennui. 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

MAGNETISM. — SYMPATHY. — THE  EETUBN  OP  ELEMENTS  TO 

ELEMENTS. 

Daily  did  the  health  of  Volktman  decline ;  Lucilla  was 
the  only  one  ignorant  of  his  danger.  She  had  never  seen 
the  gradual  approaches  of  death:  her  mother’s  abrupt  and 
rapid  illness  made  the  whole  of  her  experience  of  disease. 
Physicians  and  dark  rooms  were  necessarily  coupled  in  her 
•mind  with  all  graver  maladies ;  and  as  the  astrologer, 
wrapt  in  his  calculations,  altered  not  any  of  his  habits,  and 
was  insensible  to  pain,  she  fondly  attributed  his  occasional 
complaints  to  the  melancholy  induced  by  seclusion.  With 
sedentary  men,  diseases  being  often  those  connected  with 
the  organisation  of  the  heart,  do  not  usually  terminate 
suddenly :  it  was  so  with  Volktman. 

One  day  he  was  alone  with  Grodolphin,  and  their  con¬ 
versation  turned  upon  one  of  the  doctrines  of  the  old 
Magnetism,  a  doctrine  which,  depending  as  it  does  so  much 
upon  a  seeming  reference  to  experience,  survived  the  rest 
of  its  associates,  and  is  still  not  wholly  out  of  repute  among 
the  wild  imaginations  of  Germany. 

“  One  of  the  most  remarkable  and  abstruse  points  in 
what  students  call  metaphysics,”  said  Volktman,  “  is 
sympathy ;  the  first  principle,  according  to  some,  of  all 
human  virtue.  It  is  this,  say  they,  which  makes  men  just, 
humane,  charitable.  When  one  who  has  never  heard  of 
the  duty  of  assisting  his  neighbour,  sees  another  drowning, 
he  plunges  into  the  water  and  saves  him.  Why  p  because 
involuntarily,  and  at  once,  his  imagination  places  himself 
in  the  situation  of  the  stranger :  the  pain  he  would  ex¬ 
perience  in  the  watery  death  glances  across  him :  from 
this  pain  he  hastens,  without  analysing  its  cause,  to  deliver 
himself. 

“  Humanity  is  thus  taught  him  by  sympathy :  where  is 
this  sympathy  placed  ? — in  the  nerves  :  the  nerves  are  the 
communicants  with  outward  nature ;  the  more  delicate 
the  nerves,  the  finer  the  sympathies ;  hence,  women  and 
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children  are  more  alive  to  sympathy  than  men.  Well, 
mark  me  :  do  not  these  nerves  have  attraction  and  sympathy 
— not  only  with  human  suffering,  hut  with  the  powers  of 
what  is  falsely  termed  inanimate  nature  ?  Do  not  the 
winds,  the  influences  of  the  weather  and  the  seasons,  act 
confessedly  upon  them?  and  if  one  part  of  nature,  why  not 

another,  inseparably  connected  too  with  that  part .  It  no 

weather  and  seasons  have  sympathy  with  the  nerves,  why 
not  the  moon  and  the  stars,  by  which  the  weather  and  the 
seasons  are  influenced  and  changed  ?  Te  of  the  schools 
may  allow  that  sympathy  originates  some  of  our  actions ; 
I  say  it  governs  the  whole  world  the  whole  cieation. 
Before  the  child  is  born,  it  is  this  secret  affinity  which  can 
mark  and  stamp  him  with  the  witness  of  his  mothers 
terror  or  his  mother’s  desire. 

“Yet,”  said  Godolphin,  “you  would  scarcely  in  your 
zeal  for  sympathy,  advocate  the  same  cause  as  Edricius 
Mohynnus,  who  cured  wounds  by  a  powder,  not  applied 
to  the  wound,  but  to  the  towel  that  had  been  dipped  in  its 
blood  ?  ” 

“No,”  answered  Volktman  :  “it  is  these  quacks  and 
pretenders  that  have  wronged  all  sciences,  by  clamouring 
for  false  deductions.  But  I  do  believe  of  sympathy,  that 
it  has  a  power  to  transport  ourselves  out  of  the  body  and 
reunite  us  with  the  absent.  Hence,  trances  and  raptures, 
in  which  the  patient,  being  sincere,  will  tell  thee,  in  grave 
earnestness,  and  with  minute  detail,  of  all  that  he  saw,  and 
heard,  and  encountered,  afar  off,  in  other  parts  of  the 
earth,  or  even  above  the  earth.  As  thou  knowest  the 
accredited  story  of  the  youth,  who,  being  transported  with 
a  vehement  and  long-nursed  desire  to  see  his  mother,  did, 
through  that  same  desire,  become  as  it  were  rapt,  and 
beheld  her,  being  at  the  distance  of  many  miles,  and  giving 
and  exchanging  signs  of  their  real  and  bodily  confer¬ 
ence.” 

Godolphin  turned  aside  to  conceal  an  involuntary  smile 
at  this  grave  affirmation;  but  the  mystic,  perhaps  per¬ 
ceiving  it,  continued  yet  more  eagerly  : 

“Nay,  I  myself,  at  times,  have  experienced  such  trance, 
if  trance  it  be  ;  and  have  conversed  with  them  who  have 
passed  from  the  outward  earth — with  my  father  and  my 
wife.  And,”  continued  he,  after  a  moment’s  pause,  “  I  do 
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believe  that  we  may,  by  means  of  this  power  of  attraction 
—this  elementary  and  all-penetrative  sympathy,  pass  away, 
in  onr  last  moments,  at  once  into  the  bosom  of  those  we 
love.  For,  by  the  intent  and  rapt  longing  to  behold  the 
Blest  and  to  be  amongst  them, we  maybe  drawn  insensibly 
into  their  presence,  and  the  hour  being  come,  when  the 
affinity  between  the  spirit  and  the  body  shall  be  dissolved, 
the  mind  and  desire,  being  so  drawn  upward,  can  return  to 
earth  no  more.  And  this  sympathy,  refined  and  extended, 
will  make,  I  imagine,  our  powers,  our  very  being,  in  a 
future  state.  Our  sympathy  being  only,  then,  with  what 
is  immortal,  we  shall  partake  necessarily  of  that  nature 
which  attracts  us ;  and  the  body  no  longer  clogging  the 
intenseness  of  our  desires,  we  shall  be  able  by  a  wish  to 
transport  ourselves  wheresoever  we  please, — from  star  to 
star,  from  glory  to  glory,  charioted  and  winged  by  our 
wishes.” 

Godolphin  did  not  reply,  for  he  was  struck  with  the 
growing  paleness  of  the  mystic,  and  with  a  dreaming  and 
intent  fixedness  that  seemed  creeping  over  his  eyes,  which 
were  usually  bright  and  restless.  The  day  was  now  fast 
declining.  Lucilla  entered  the  room,  and  came  caressingly 
to  her  father’s  side. 

“  Is  the  evening  warm,  my  child  ?  ”  said  the  astrologer. 

“Very  mild  and  warm,”  answered  Lucilla. 

“  Give  me  your  arm,  then,”  said  he  ;  “I  will  sit  a  little 
while  without  the  threshold.” 

The  Romans  live  in  flats,  as  at  Edinburgh,  and  with  a 
common  stair.  Vollctman’s  abode  was  in  the  secondo  piano. 
He  descended  the  stairs  with  a  step  lighter  than  it  had 
been  of  late  ;  and  sinking  into  a  seat  without  the  house, 
seemed  silently  and  gratefully  to  inhale  the  soft  and  purple 
air  of  an  Italian  sunset. 

By  and  by  the  sun  had  entirely  vanished :  and  that  most 
brief  but  most  delicious  twilight,  common  to  the  clime,  had 
succeeded.  Yeil-like  and  soft,  the  mist  that  floats  at  that 
hour  between  earth  and  heaven,  lent  its  transparent  shadow 
to  the  scene  around  them :  it  seemed  to  tremble  as  for  a 
moment,  and  then  was  gone.  The  moon  arose,  and  cast 
its  light  over  Yolktman’s  earnest  countenance, — over  the 
rich  bloom  and  watchful  eye  of  Lucilla, — over  the  con¬ 
templative  brow  and  motionless  figure  of  Godolphin.  It 
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was  a  group  of  indefinable  interest:  tlie  Eartb  was  so  still, 
that  the  visionary  might  well  have  fancied  it  had  hushed 
itself,  to  drink  within  its  quiet  heart  the  voices  of  that 
Heaven  in  whose  oracles  he  believed.  Hot  one  of  the 
group  spoke, — the  astrologer’s  mind  and  gaze  were  riveted 
above ;  and  neither  of  his  companions  wished  to  break  the 
meditations  of  the  old  and  dreaming  man. 

Godolphin,  with  folded  arms  and  downcast  eyes,  was 
pursuing  his  own  thoughts ;  and  Lucilla,  to  whom  Godol- 
phin’s  presence  was  a  subtle  and  subduing  intoxication, 
looked  indeed  upward  to  the  soft  and  tender  heavens,  but 
with  the  soul  of  the  loving  daughter  of  earth. 

Slowly,  nor  marked  by  his  companions,  the  gaze  of  the 
mystic  deepened  and  deepened  in  its  fixedness. 

The  minutes  went  on  ;  and  the  evening  waned,  till  a 
chill  breeze,  floating  down  from  the  Latian  Hills,  recalled 
Lucilla’s  attention  to  her  father.  She  covered  him  tenderly 
with  her  own  mantle,  and  whispered  gently  in  his  ear  her 
admonition  to  shun  the  coldness  of  the  coming  night.  He 
did  not  answer ;  and  on  raising  her  voice  a  little  higher’, 
with  the  same  result,  she  looked  appealingly  to  Godolphin. 
He  laid  his  hand  on  Yolktman’s  shoulder;  and,  bending 
forward  to  address  him,  was  struck  dumb  by  the  glazed 
and  fixed  expression  of  the  mystic’s  eyes.  The  certainty 
flashed  across  him;  he  hastily  felt  Volktman’s  pulse — it 
was  still.  There  was  no  doubt  left  on  his  mind  ;  and  yet 
the  daughter,  looking  at  him  all  the  while,  did  not  even 
dream  of  this  sudden  and  awful  stroke.  In  silence,  and 
unconsciously,  the  strange  and  solitary  spirit  of  the  mystic 
had  passed  from  its  home — in  what  exact  instant  of  time, 
or  by  what  last  contest  of  naturo,  was  not  known. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

A  SCENE.  LUCILLA  S  STRANGE  CONDUCT.  —  GODOLPHIN  PASSES 
THROUGH  A  SEVERE  ORDEAL. — EGERIA’s  GROTTO,  AND  WHAT 
THERE  HAPPENS. 

Let  ns  pass  over  Godolpliin’s  most  painful  task.  What 
Lucilla’s  feelings  were,  the  reader  may  imagine ;  and  yet 
.  i  wayward  and  unanalysed  temper  mocked  at  once  ima- 
gmation  and  expression  to  depict  its  sufferings  or  its  joys. 

The  brother  of  Yolktman’s  wife  was  sent  for:  he  and 
his  wife  took  possession  of  the  abode  of  death.  This,  if 
possible,  heightened  Lucilla’s  anguish.  The  apathetic  and 
vain .  character  of  the  middle  classes  in  Rome,  which  her 
relations  shared,  stung  her  heart  by  contrasting  its  own 
desolate  abandonment  to  grief.  Above  all,  she  was  revolted 
by  the  unnatural  ceremonies  of  a  Roman  funeral.  The 
corpse  exposed — -the  cheeks  painted — the  parading  proces¬ 
sion,  all  shocked  the  delicacy  of  her  real  and  reckless  afflic¬ 
tion.  But  when  this  was  over — when  the  rite  of  death  was 
done,  and  when,  in  the  house  wherein  her  sire  had  presided, 
and  she  herself  had  been  left  to  a  liberty  wholly  unrestricted* 
she  saw  strangers  (for  such  comparatively  her  relatives 
■were  to  her)  settling  themselves  down,  with  vacant  coun¬ 
tenances  and  light  words,  to  the  common  occupations  of  life, 
— when  she  saw  them  move,  alter,  (nay,  talk  calmly,  and 
sometimes  with  jests,  of  selling,)  those  little  household 
.articles  of  furniture  which,  homely  and  worn  as  they  were 
were  hallowed  to  her  by  a  thousand  dear,  and  infantine, 
and  filial  recollections; — when,  too,  she  found  herself 
treated  as  a  child,  and,  in  some  measure,  as  a  dependant, 
— when  she,  the  wild,  the  free,  saw  herself  subjected  to 
restraint — nay,  heard  the  commonest  actions  of  her  life 
chidden  and  reproved, — when  she  saw  the  trite  and  mean 
natures  which  thus  presumed  to  lord  it  over  her,  and  as¬ 
sume  empire  in  the  house  of  one,  of  whose  wild  and  lofty, 
though  erring  speculations — of  whose  generous  though  ab¬ 
stract  elements  of  character,  she  could  comprehend  enough 


103 


GODOLPHIN. 


to  respect,  while  what  she  did  not  comprehend  heightened 
the  respect  into  awe ; — then,  the  more  vehement  and  in¬ 
dignant  passions  of  her  mind  broke  forth  !  her  flashing  eye, 
her  scornful  gesture,  her  mysterious  threat,  and  her  open 
defiance,  astonished  always,  sometimes  amused,  but  more 
often  terrified,  the  apathetic  and  superstitious  Italians. 

Grodolphin,  moved  by  interest  and  pity^for  the  daughter 
of  his  friend,  called  once  or  twice  after  tne  funeral  at  the 
house ;  and  commended,  with  promises  and  gifts,  the  deso¬ 
late  girl  to  the  tenderness  and  commiseration  of  her  rela¬ 
tions.  There  is  nothing  an  Italian  will  not  promise,  nothing 
he  will  not  sell;  and  Gtodolphin  thus  purchased,  in  reality, 
a  forbearance  to  Lucilla’s  strange  temper,  (as  it  was  con¬ 
sidered,)  which  otherwise,  assuredly,  would  not  have  been 
displayed. 

More  than  a  month  had  elapsed  since  the  astrologer  s 
decease;  and,  the  season  of  the  malaria  verging  to  its 
commencement,  Grodolphin  meditated  a  removal  to  IN  aples. 
He  strolled,  two  days  prior  to  his  departure,  to  the  house 
on  the  Appia  Via,  in  order  to  take  leave  of  Lucilla,  and 
bequeath  to  her  relations  his  parting  injunctions. 

It  was  a  strange  and  harsh  face  that  peered  forth  on  him 
through  the  iron  grating  of  the  door  before  he  obtained 
admittance ;  and  when  he  entered,  he  heard  the  sound  of 
voices  in  loud  altercation.  Among  the  rest,  the  naturally 
dulcet  and  silver  tones  of  Lucilla  were  strained  beyond 
their  wonted  key,  and  breathed  the  accents  of  passion  and 
disdain. 

He  entered  the  room  whence  the  sounds  of  dispute  pro¬ 
ceeded  ;  and  the  first  face  that  presented  itself  to  him  was 
that  of  Lucilla.  It  was  flushed  with  anger ;  the  veins  in 
the  smooth  forehead,  were  swelled ;  the  short  lip  breathed 
beautiful  contempt.  She  stood  at  some  little  distance  from 
the  rest  of  the  inmates  of  the  room,  who  were  seated ;  and 
her  posture  was  erect  and  even  stately,  though  in  wrath : 
her  arms  were  folded  upon  her  bosom,  and  the  composed 
excitement  of  her  figure  contrasted  with  the  play,  and  fire, 
and  energy  of  her  features. 

At  Grodolphin’s  appearance,  a  sudden  silence  fell  upon 
the  conclave ;  the  uncle  and  the  aunt  (the  latter  of  whom 
had  seemed  the  noisiest)  subsided  into  apologetic  respect 
to  the  rich  (he  was  rich  to  them)  young  Englishman  ;  and 
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Ira  cilia  sank  into  a  scat,  covered  her  face  witk  ker  small 
and  beantifnl  bands,  and — tumbled  from  ter  anger  and 
ter  vetemence — burst  into  tears. 

And  what  is  this  ?  ”  said  Godolphin,  pityingly. 

%  The  Italians  hastened  to  inform  him.  Lucilla  tad  chosen 
to  absent  herself  from  tome  every  evening ;  she  tad  been 
seen,  the  last  night,  on  the  Corso, — crowded  as  that  street 
was  with  the  young,  the  profligate,  and  the  idle.  They 
could  not  but  reprove  “  the  dear  girl  ”  for  this  indiscretion, 
(Italians,  indifferent  as  to  the  conduct  of  the  married,  are 
generally  attentive  to  that  of  their  single,  women  ;)  and  she 
announced  her  resolution  to  persevere  in  it. 

Is  this  true,  my  pupil  ?  ”  said  Godolphin,  turning  to 
lucilla  :  the  poor  girl  sobbed  on,  but  returned  no  answer. 

“  Leave  me  to  reprimand  and  admonish  her,”  said  he  to 
the  aunt  and  uncle ;  and  they,  without  appearing  to  notice 
the  incongruity  of  reprimand  in  the  mouth  of  a  man  of 
seven-and-twenty  to  a  girl  of  fifteen,  chattered  forth  a 
Babel  of  conciliation,  and  left  the  apartment. 

.  Godolphin,  young  as  he  might  be,  was  not  unfitted  for 
his  task.  There  was  a  great  deal  of  quiet  dignity  mingled 
with  the  kindness  of  his  manner  ;  and  his  affection  for 
Lucilla  had  hitherto  been  so  pure,  that  he  felt  no  embarrass¬ 
ment  in  addressing  her  as  a  brother.  He  approached  the 
corner  of  the  room  in  which  she  sat ;  he  drew  a  chair  near 
to  her  ;  and  took  her  reluctant  and  trembling  hand  with  a 
gentleness  that  made  her  weep  with  a  yet  wilder  vehemence. 

“My  dear  Lucilla,”  said  he,  “you  know  your  father 
honoured  me  with  his  regard :  let  me  presume  on  that 
regard,  and  on  my  long  acquaintance  with  yourself,  to 
address  you  as  your  friend — as  your  brother!”  Lucilla 
drew  away  her  hand;  but  again,  as  if  ashamed  of  the 
impulse,  extended  it  towards  him. 

“You  cannot  know  the  world  as  I  do,  dear  Lucilla,” 
continued  Godolphin ;  “  for  experience  in  its  affairs  is 
bought  at  some  little  expense,  which  I  pray  that  it  may 
never  cost  you.  In  all  conutries,  Lucilla,  an  unmarried 
female  is  exposed  to  dangers  which,  without  any  actual 
fault  of  her  own,  may  embitter  her  future  life.  One  of  the 
greatest  of  these  dangers  lies  in  deviating  from  custom. 
With  the  woman  who  does  this,  every  man  thinks  himself 
entitled  to  give  his  thoughts — his  words — nay,  even  his 
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actions,  a  license  which  you  cannot  but  dread  to  incur. 
Tour  uncle  and  aunt,  therefore,  do  right  to  advise  your  not 
goin o'  alone,  to  the  public  streets  of  Rome  more  especially, 
except  in  the  broad  daylight ;  and  though  their  advice  be 
irksomely  intruded,  and  ungracefully  couched,  it  is  good  in 
its  principle,  and— yes,  dearest  Lucilla,  even  necessary  tor 
you  to  follow.” 

“  But,”  said  Lucilla,  through  her  tears,  you  cannot 
guess  what  insults,  what  unkindness,  I  have  been  forced  to 
submit  to  from  them.  I,  who  never  knew,  till  now,  what 

insult  and  unkindness  were  !  I,  who - ”  here  sobs  checked 

her  utterance. 

“  But  how,  my  young  and  fair  friend,  how  can  you  mend 
their  manners  by  destroying  their  esteem  for  you  ?  Respect 
yourself,  Lucilla,  if  you  wish  others  to  respect  you.  But, 
perhaps,” — and  such  a  thought  for  the  first  time  flashed 
across  Godolphin — “perhaps  you  did  not  seek  the  Corso 
for  the  crowd ,  but  for  one  :  perhaps  you  went  there  to  meet 
—dare  I  guess  the  fact? — an  admirer,  a  lover.” 

“  Now  you  insult  me  !  ”  cried  Lucilla,  angrily. 

“  I  thank  you  for  your  anger ;  I  accept  it  as  a  contra¬ 
diction,”  said  Godolphin.  “  But  listen  yet  awhile,  and 
forgive  frankness.  If  there  be  any  one,  among  the  throng 
of  Italian  youths,  whom  you  have  seen,  and  could  be  happy 
with  ;  one  who  loves  you,  and  whom  you  do  not  hate  ; — 
remember  that  I  am  your  father  s  friend  ;  that  I  am  rich  , 
that  I  can —  ” 

“Cruel,  cruel!”  interrupted  Lucilla;  and  withdrawing 
herself  from  Godolphin,  she  walked  to  and  fro  with  great 
and  struggling  agitation. 

“  Is  it  not  so,  then  ?  ”  said  Godolphin,  doubtingly. 

“  No,  sir :  no  !  ” 

“  Lucilla  Volktman,”  said  Godolphin,  with  a  colder 
gravity  than  he  had  yet  called  forth,  “I  claim  some 
attention  from  you  ;  some  confidence,  nay,  some  esteem  ;  — 
for  the  sake  of  your  father, — for  the  sake  of  your  early 
years,  when  I  assisted  to  teach  you  my  native  tongue,  and 
loved  you  as  a  brother.  Promise  me  that  you  will  not 
commit  this  indiscretion  any  more — at  least  till  we  meet 
again  ;  nay,  that  yon  will  not  stir  abroad,  save  with  one  of 
your  relations.” 

“Impossible!  impossible!”  cried  Lucilla,  vehemently; 
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“  ifc  were  to  take  away  the  only  solace  I  have  :  it  were  to 
make  life  a  privation — a  curse.” 

“  Not  so,  Lucilla  ;  it  is  to  make  life  respectable  and  safe. 
I,  on  the  other  hand,  will  engage  that  all  within  these  walls 
shall  behave  to  yon  with  indulgence  and  kindness.” 

“  I  care  not  for  their  kindness  ! — for  the  kindness  of  any 
one  ;  save - ” 

“Whom I”  asked  Godolphin,  perceiving  she  would  not 
proceed:  but  as  she  was  still  silent,  he  did  not  press  the 
question.  “Come!”  said  he,  persuasively:  “come,  pro¬ 
mise,  and  be  friends  with  me  ;  do  not  let  us  part  angrily : 
1  am  about  to  take  my  leave  of  you  for  many  months.” 

“  Part ! — you ! — months  ! — 0  God,  do  not  say  so  !  ” 
'With  these  words,  she  was  by  his  side  ;  and  gazing  on 
him  with  her  large  and  pleading  eyes,  wherein  was  stamped 
a  wildness,  a  terror,  the  cause  of  which  he  did  not  as  yet 
decipher. 

“  No,  no,”  said  she,  with  a  faint  smile  :  “  no  !  you  meant 
to  frighten  me,  to  extort  my  promise.  You  are  not  going 
to  desert  me  !  ” 

“But,  Lucilla,  I  will  not  leave  you  to  unkindness;  they 
shall  not — they  dare  not  wound  you  again.” 

“  Say  to  me  that  you  are  not  going  from  Rome  : — speak  ; 
quick !  ” 

“  I  go  in  two  days.” 

“  Then  let  me  die  !  ”  said  Lucilla,  in  a  tone  of  such  deep 
despair,  that  it  chilled  and  appalled  Godolphin ;  who  did 
not,  however,  attribute  her  grief  (the  grief  of  this  mere 
child — a  child  so  wayward  and  eccentric)  to  any  other 
cause  than  that  feeling  of  abandonment  which  the  young 
so  bitterly  experience  at  being  left  utterly  alone  with 
persons  unfamiliar  to  their  habits,  and  opposed  to  their 
liking. 

He  sought  to  soothe  lief,  but  she  repelled  him.  Her 
features  worked  convulsively :  she  walked  twice  across  the 
room  ;  then  stopped  opposite  to  him,  and  a  certain  strained 
composure  on  her  brow  seemed  to  denote  that  she  had 
arrived  at  some  sudden  resolution. 

“  Wouldst  thou  ask  me,”  she  said,  “  what  cause  took  me 
into  the  streets  as  the  shadows  darkened,  and  enabled  me 
lightly  to  bear  threats  at  home  and  risk  abroad  ?  ” 

“  Ay,  Lucilla  :  will  you  tell  me  ?  ” 
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“  Thou  wast  the  cause  !  ”  she  said,  in  a  low  voice,  trem¬ 
bling  witli  emotion,  and  the  next  moment  sunk  on  her 
knees  before  him. 

With  a  confusion  that  ill  became  so  practised  and 
favoured  a  gallant,  Godolphin  sought  to  raise  her.  “No  ! 
no !  ”  she  said  ;  “  you  will  despise  me  now  :  let  me  lie  here, 
and  die  thinking  of  thee.  Yes !  ”  she  continued,  with  an 
inward  but  rapid  voice,  as  he  lifted  her  reluctant  frame 
from  the  earth,  and  hung  over  her  with  a  cold  and  un¬ 
caressing  attention  :  “  yes  !  you  I  loved — I  adored- — from 
my  very  childhood.  When  you  were  by,  life  seemed  changed 
to  me  ;  when  absent,  I  longed  for  night,  that  I  might  dream 
of  you.  The  spot  you  had  touched  I  marked  out  in  silence, 
that  I  might  kiss  it  and  address  it  when  you  were  gone. 
You  left  us;  for  years  passed  away:  and  the  recollection 
of  you  made  and  shaped  my  very  nature.  I  loved  solitude  ; 
for  in  solitude  I  saw  you — in  imagination  I  spoke  to  you — 
and  methouglit  you  answered  and  did  not  chide.  You 
returned — and — and — but  no  matter:  to  see  you,  at  the 
hour  you  usually  leave  home ;  to  see  you ,  I  wandered  forth 
with  the  evening.  I  tracked  you,  myself  unseen ;  I  fol¬ 
lowed  you  at  a  distance :  I  marked  you  disappear  within 
some  of  the  proud  palaces  that  never  know  what  love  is. 
I  returned  home  weeping,  but  happy.  And  do  you  think 
— do  you  dare  to  think — that  I  should  have  told  you  this, 
had  you  not  driven  me  mad ! — had  you  not  left  me  reckless 
of  what  henceforth  was  thought  of  me — became  of  me ! 
What  will  life'  be  to  me  when  you  are  gone  P  And  now  I 
have  said  all !  Go  !  You  do  not  love  me :  I  know  it :  but 
do  not  say  so.  Go — leave  me ;  why  do  you  not  leave 
me  ?  ’’ 

Does  there  live  one  man  who  can  hear  a  woman,  young 
and  beautiful,  confess  attachment  to  him,  and  not  catch 
the  contagion  ?  Affected,  flattered,  and  almost  melted  into 
love  himself,  Godolphin  felt  all  the  danger  of  the  moment : 
but  this  young,  inexperienced  girl — the  daughter  of  his 
friend— no!  her  he  could  not — loving,  willing  as  she  was, 
betray. 

Yet  it  was  some  moments  before  ho  could  command 
himself  sufficiently  to  answer  her  : — Listen  to  me  calmly,” 
at  length  he  said;  “we  are  at  least  to  each  other  dear 
friends :  nay,  listen,  I  beseech  you.  I,  Lucilla,  am  a  man 
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whose  heart  is  forestalled — exhausted  before  its  time;  I 
have  loved,  deeply,  and  passionately :  that  love  is  over,  but 
it  lias  unfitted  me  for  any  species  of  love  resembling  itself 
— any  which  I  could  offer  to  you.  Dearest  Lucilla,  I  will 
not  disguise  the  truth  from  you.  Were  I  to  love  you,  it 
would  be — not  in  the  eyes  of  your  countrymen,  (with  whom 
such  connexions  are  common,)  but  in  the  eyes  of  mine — it 
would  be  dishonour.  Shall  I  confer  even  this  partial  dis¬ 
honour  on  you.  P  No!  Lucilla,  this  feeling  of  yours  towards 
me  is  (pardon  me)  but  a  young  and  childish  phantasy  :  you 
will  smile  at  it  some  years  hence.  1  am  not  worthy  of  so 
pure  and  fresh  a  heart:  but  at  least” — (here  he  spoke  in  a 
lower  voice,  and  as  to  himself) — “at  least  I  am  not  so 
unworthy  as  to  wrong  it.” 

“  Go  !  ”  said  Lucilla ;  “  go,  I  implore  you.”  She  spoke, 
and  stood  hueless  and  motionless,  as  if  the  life  (life’s  life 
was  indeed  gone  !)  had  departed  from  her.  Her  features 
were  set  and  rigid;  the  tears  that  stole  in  large  drops  down 
her  cheeks  were  unfelt ;  a  slight  quivering  of  her  lips,  only 
bespoke  what  passed  within  her. 

“  Ah  !  ”  cried  Grodolphin,  stung  from  his  usual  calm — 
stung  from  the  quiet  kindness  he  had  sought,  from  prin¬ 
ciple,  to  assume — “  can  I  withstand  this  trial  ? — I,  whose 
dieam  of  life  has  been  the  love  that  I  might  now  find !  I, 
who  have  never  before  known  an  obstacle  to  a  wish  which 
I  have  not  contended  against,  if  not  conquered ;  and, 
weakened  as  I  am  with  the  habitual  indulgence  to  tempta¬ 
tion,  which  has  never  been  so  strong  as  now ; — but  no  !  I 
will — I  will  deserve  this  attachment  by  self-restraint,  self- 
sacrifice.” 

He  moved  away  ;  and  then  returning,  dropped  on  his 
knee  before  Lucilla. 

“  Spare  me  !  ”  said  he,  in  an  agitated  voice,  which 
brought  back  all  the  blood  to  that  young  and  transparent 
cheek,  which  was  now  half  averted  from  him — “  spare  me 
■ — spare  yourself  !  Look  around,  when  I  am  gone,  for  some 
one  to  replace  my  image :  thousands  younger,  fairer, 
warmer  of  heart,  will  aspire  to  your  love  ;  that  love  for 
them  will  be  exposed  to  no  peril — no  shame  :  forget  me ; 
select  another  ;  be  happy  and  respected.  Permit  me  alone 
to  fill  the  place  of  your  friend — your  brother.  I  will  pro¬ 
vide  for  your  comforts,  your  liberty  :  you  shall  be  re- 
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strained,  offended  no  more.  God  bless  you,  dear,  dear 
Lncilla ;  and  believe,”  (he  said  almost  in  a  whisper,) 
that,  in  thus  flying  you,  I  have  acted  generously,  and 
with  an  effort  worthy  of  your  loveliness  and  youi’  love.” 

He  said,  and  hurried  from  the  apartment.  Lucilla 
turned  slowly  round  as  the  door  closed,  and  then  fell 
motionless  on  the  ground. 

Meanwhile  Godolphin,  mastering  his  emotion,  sought  the 
host  and  hostess;  and  begging  them  to  visit  his  lodging 
that  evening,  to  receive  certain  directions  and  rewards', 
hastily  left  the  house. 


I3ut  instead  of  returning  home,  the  desire  for  a  brief 
solitude  and  self-commune,  which  usually  follows  strong 
excitement,  (and  which,  in  all  less  ordinary  events,  sug¬ 
gested  his  sole  counsellors  or  monitors  to  the  mushm 
Godolphin,)  led  liis  steps  in  an  opposite  direction.  Scarcely 
conscious  whither  he  was  wandering,  he  did  not  pause  till 
lie  found  himself  in  that  green  and  still  valley  in  which  the 
pilgrim  beholds  the  grotto  of  Egeria. 

It  was  noon,  and  the  day  warm,  but  not  overpowerin°\ 
The  leaf  slept  on  the  old  trees  that  are  scattered  about  that 
little  valley ;  and  amidst  the  soft  and  rich  turf  the  wan¬ 
derer’s  step  disturbed  the  lizard,  basking  its  brilliant  hues 
m  the  noontide,  and  glancing  rapidly  through  the  herbage 
as  it  retreated.  And  from  the  trees,  and  through  the  air 
the  occasional  song  of  the  birds  (for  in  Italy  their  voices 
are  rare)  floated  with  a  peculiar  clearness,  and  even  noisi¬ 
ness  of  music,  along  the  deserted  haunts  of  the  Nymph. 

The  scene,  rife  with  its  beautiful  associations,  recalled 
Goclolphm  from  his  reverie.  “And  here,”  thought  he 

I  able  nas  thrown  its  most  lovely  and  enduring  enchant¬ 
ment  :  here,  every  one  who  has  tasted  the  loves  of  earth 
and  sickened  for  the  love  that  is  ideal,  finds  a  spell  more 
attractive  to  his  steps— more  fraught  with  contemplation 
to  his  spirit,  than  aught  raised  by  the  palace  of  the  Cassars 
or  the  tomb  of  the  Scipios.” 

Thus  meditating,  and  softened  by  the  late  scene  with 
Eucilla,  (to  which  his  thoughts  again  recurred,)  he  saun¬ 
tered  onward  to  the  steep  side  of  the  bank,  in  which  faith 
and  tradition  have  hollowed  out  the  grotto  of  the  goddess 
He  entered  the  silent  cavern,  and  bathed  his  temples  in  the 
delicious  waters  of  the  fountain. 


GODOLPHIK. 


16D 


It  was  perliaps  well  that  it  was  not  at  that  moment 
Lucilla  made  to  him  her  strange  and  unlooked-for  confes¬ 
sion  :  again  and  again  he  said  to  himself,  (as  if  seeking  for 
a  justification  of  his  self-sacrifice,)  “  Her  father  was  not 
Italian,  and  possessed  feeling  and  honour  :  let  me  not 
forget  that  he  loved  me !  ”  In  truth,  the  avowal  of  this 
wild  girl ;  an  avowal  made  indeed  with  the  ardour — but 
also  breathing  of  the  innocence,  the  inexperience — of  her 
character — had  opened  to  his  fancy  new  and  not  undelicious 
prospects.  He  had  never  loved  her,  save  with  a  lukewarm 
kindness,  before  that  last  hour  ;  but  now,  in  recalling  her 
beauty,  her  tears,  her  passionate  abandonment,  can  we 
wonder  that  he  felt  a  strange  beating  at  his  heart,  and  that 
he  indulged  that  dissolved  and  luxurious  vein  of  tender 
meditation  which  is  the  prelude  to  all  love?  We  must 
recall,  too,  the  recollection  of  his  own  temper,  so  constantly 
yearning  for  the  unhackneyed,  the  untasted ;  and  his  deep 
and  soft  order  of  imagination,  by  which  he  involuntarily 
conjured  up  the  delight  of  living  with  one,  watching  one, 
so  different  from  the  rest  of  the  world,  and  whose  thoughts 
and  passions  (wild  as  they  might  be)  were  all  devoted  to 
him ! 

And  in  what  spot  were  these  imaginings  fed  and 
coloured  ?  In  a  spot  which,  in  the  nature  of  its  divine 
fascination,  could  be  found  only  beneath  one  sky,  that  sky 
the  most  balmy  and  loving  upon  earth !  Who  could  think 
of  love  within  the  haunt  and  temple  of 

“  That  Nympholepsy  of  some  fond  despair,” 

and  not  feel  that  love  enhanced,  deepened,  modulated,  into 
at  once  a  dream  and  a  desire  ? 

It  was  long  that  Goclolphin  indulged  himself  in  recalling 
the  image  of  Lucilla  ;  but  nerved  at  length,  and  gradually, 
by  harder,  and  we  may  hope  better,  sentiments  than  those 
of  a  love  which  he  could  scarcely  indulge,  without  crim¬ 
inality  on  the  one  hand,  or,  what  must  have  appeared  to 
the  man  of  the  world,  derogatory  folly  on  the  other  •  he 
turned  his  thoughts  into  a  less  voluptuous  channel,  and 
prepared,  though  with  a  reluctant  step,  to  depart  home¬ 
wards.  But  what  was  his  amaze,  his  confusion,  when,  on 
reaching  the  mouth  of  the  cave,  he  saw  within  a  few  steps 
of  him  Lucilla  herself  ! 
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She  was  walking  alone  and  slowly,  her  eyes  bent  upon 
the  ground,  and  did  not  perceive  him.  According  to  a 
common  custom  with  the  middle  classes  of  Rome,  her  rich 
hair,  save  by  a  single  band,  was  uncovered ;  and  as  her 
slight  and  exquisite  form  moved  along  the  velvet  sod,  so 
beautiful  a  shape,  and  a  face  so  rare  in  its  character,  and 
delicate  in  its  expression,  were  in  harmony  with  the  sweet 
superstition  of  the  spot,  and  seemed  almost  to  restore  to 
the  deserted  cave  and  the  mourning  stream  their  living 
Egeria. 

Go  dolphin  stood  transfixed  to  the  earth;  and  Lucilla, 
who  was  walking  in  the  direction  of  the  grotto,  did  not 
perceive,  till  she  was  almost  immediately  before  him.  She 
gave  a  faint  scream  as  she  lifted  her  eyes ;  and  the  first 
and  most  natural  sentiment  of  the  woman  breaking  forth 
involuntarily, — she  attempted  to  falter  out  her  disavowal 
of  all  expectation  of  meeting  him  there  : — 

“  Indeed,  indeed,  1  did  not  know — that  is — I — I — ”  she 
could  achieve  no  more. 

“  Is  this  a  favourite  spot  with  you  ?  ”  said  he,  with  the 
vague  embarrassment  of  one  at  a  loss  for  words. 

“Yes,”  said  Lucilla,  faintly. 

And  so,  in  truth,  it  was  :  for  its  vicinity  to  her  home, 
the  beauty  of  the  little  valley,  and  the  interest  attached  to 
it — an  interest  not  the  less  to  her  in  that  she  was  but  im¬ 
perfectly  acquainted  with  the  true  legend  of  the  Nymph 
and  her  royal  lover — had  made  it,  even  from  her  childhood, 
a  chosen  and  beloved  retreat,  especially  in  that  dangerous 
summer  time,  which  drives  the  visitor  from  the  spot,  and 
leaves  the  scene,  in  great  measure,  to  the  solitude  which 
befits  it.  Associated  as  the  place  was  with  the  recollec¬ 
tions  of  her  earlier  griefs,  it  was  thither  that  her  first 
instinct  made  her  fly  from  the  rude  contact  and  displeasing 
companionship  of  her  relations,  to  give  vent  to  the  various 
and  conflicting  passions  which  the  late  scene  with  Godol- 
phin  had  called  forth. 

They  now  stood  for  a  few  moments  silent  and  embar¬ 
rassed,  till  Godolphin,  resolved  to  end  a  scene  which  he 
began  to  feel  was  dangerous,  said  in  a  hurried  tone  : _ _ 

“Farewell,  my  sweet  pupil! — farewell ! — May  God  bless 
you!” 

He  extended  his  hand,  Lucilla  seized  it,  as  if  by  im- 
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pulse ;  and  conveying  it  suddenly  to  her  lips,  bathed  it 
with  tears. 

“I  feel,”  said  this  wild  and  unregulated  girl,  “I  feel, 
from  your  manner,  that  I  ought  to  be  grateful  to  you  )  yet 
I  scarcely  know  why  :  you  confess  you  cannot  love  me, 
that  my  affection  distresses  you — you  fly — you  desert  me. 
Ah,  if  you  felt  one  particle  even  of  friendship  for  me,  could 
you  do  so  P  ” 

“  Lucilla,  what  can  I  say  ? — I  cannot  marry  you.” 

“  Do  I  wish  it  ? — I  ask  thee  but  to  let  me  go  with  thee 
wherever  thou  goest.” 

“  Poor  child  !  ”  said  Godolphin,  gazing  on  her ;  “  art 
thou  not  aware  that  thou  askest  thine  own  dishonour  ?  ” 

-  Lucilla  seemed  surprised  : — •“  Is  it  dishonour  to  love  ? 
They  do  not  think  so  in  Italy.  It  is  wrong  for  a  maiden 
to  confess  it ;  but  that  thou  hast  forgiven  me.  And  if  to 
follow  thee — to  sit  with  thee — to  be  near  thee — bring  aught 
of  evil  to  myself,  not  thee, — let  me  incur  the  evil  :  it  can 
be  nothing  compared  to  the  agony  of  thy  absence  !  ” 

She  looked  up  timidly  as  she  spoke,  and  saw,  with  a  sort 
of  terror,  that  his  face  worked  with  emotions  which  seemed 
to  choke  his  answer.  “If,”  she  cried  passionately,  “if  I 
have  said  what  pains  thee — if  I  have  asked  what  would 
give  dishonour,  as  thou  callest  it,  or  harm,  to  thyself,  for¬ 
give  me — I  knew  it  not — and  leave  me.  But  if  it  were  not 
of  thyself  that  thou  didst  speak,  believe  that  thou  hast 
done  me  but  a  cruel  mercy.  Let  me  go  with  thee,  I  im¬ 
plore  !  I  have  no  friend  here  :  no  one  loves  me.  I  hate 
the  faces  I  gaze  upon ;  I  loathe  the  voices  I  hear.  And, 
were  it  for  nothing  else,  thou  remindest  me  of  him  who  is 
gone  :  —  thou  art  familiar  to  me  • — ■  every  look  of  thee 
breathes  of  my  home,  of  my  household  recollections.  Take 
me  with  thee,  beloved  stranger  ! — or  leave  me  to  die — I 
will  not  survive  thy  loss  !  ” 

“  You  speak  of  your  father  :  know  you  that,  were  I  to 
grant  what  you,  in  your  childish  innocence,  so  unthink¬ 
ingly  request,  he  might  curse  me  from  his  grave  ?  ” 

“  0  God,  not  so  ! — mine  is  the  prayer — be  mine  the 
guilt,  if  guilt  there  be.  But  is  it  not  unlcinder  in  thee  to 
desert  his  daughter,  than  to  protect  her  ?  ” 

There  was  a  great,  a  terrible  struggle  in  Godolphin’ s 
breast.  “  What,”  said  he,  scarcely  knowing  what  he  said, 
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— “  what  will  the  world  think  of  you  if  you  fly  with  a 
stranger  ?  ” 

“  There  is  no  world  to  ms  but  thee  !  ” 

“  What  will  your  uncle — your  relations  say  ?  ” 

“  I  care  not ;  for  I  shall  not  hear  them.” 

“No,  no;  this  must  not  be!  ”  said  Godolpliin,  proudly, 
and  once  more  conquering  himself.  “  Lucilla,  I  would  give 
up  every  other  dream  or  hope  in  life  to  feel  that  I  might 
requite  this  devotion  by  passing  my  life  with  thee  :  to  feel 
that  I  might  grant  what  thou  askest  without  wronging  thy 
innocence  ;  but — but - 

“You  love  me  then  !  You  love  me  !  ”  cried  Lucilla,  joy- 
ously,  and  alive  to  no  other  interpretation  of  his  words. 

.  Godolpliin  was  transported  beyond  himself  ;  and  clasp- 
mg  Lucilla  in  his  arms,  he  covered  her  cheeks,  her  lips, 
with  impassioned  and  burning  kisses  ;  then  suddenly,  as  if 
stung  by  some  irresistible  impulse,  he  tore  himself  away, 
and  fled  from  the  spot. 
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CHAPTER  XXXII. 

TIIE  WEAKNESS  OP  ALL  VIRTUE  SPRINGING  ONLY  PROM  THE 

PEELINGS. 

It  was  the  evening  before  G-odolphin  left  Rome.  As  he 
was  entering  his  palazzo  he  descried,  in  the  darkness,  and 
at  a  little  distance,  a  figure  wrapped  in  a  mantle,  that 
reminded  him  of  Lucilla  ere  he  could  certify  himself,  it 
was  gone. 

On  entering  his  rooms,  he  looked  eagerly  over  the  papers 
and  notes  on  his  table :  he  seemed  disappointed  with  the 
result,  and  sat  himself  down  in  moody  and  discontented 
thought.  He  had  written  to  Lucilla  the  day  before,  a  long, 
a  kind,  nay,  a  noble  outpouring  of  his  thoughts  and  feelings. 
As  far  as  he  was  able,  to  one  so  simple  in  her  experience, 
yet  so  wild  in  her  fancy,  he  explained  to  her  the  nature  of 
his  struggles  and  his  self-sacrifice.  He  did  not  disguise 
from  her  that,  till  the  moment  of  her  confession,  he  had 
never  examined  the  state  of  his  heart  towards  her  ;  nor  that, 
with  that  confession,  a  new  and  ardent  train  of  sentiment 
had  been  kindled  within  him.  He  knew  enough  of  women 
to  be  aware,  that  the  last  avowal  would  be  the  sweetest 
consolation  both  to  her  vanity  and  her  heart.  He  assured 
her  of  the  promises  he  had  received  from  her  relations  to 
grant  her  the  liberty  and  the  indulgence  that  her  early  and 
unrestrained  habits  required ;  and,  in  the  most  delicate  and 
respectful  terms,  he  enclosed  an  order  for  a  sum  of  money 
sufficient  at  any  time  to  command  the  regard  of  those  with 
whom  she  lived,  or  to  enable  her  to  choose,  should  she  so 
desire,  (though  he  advised  her  not  to  adopt  such  a  measure, 
save  for  the  most  urgent  reasons,)  another  residence. 
“  Send  me  in  return,”  he  said,  as  he  concluded,  “  a  lock  of 
your  hair.  I  want  nothing  to  remind  me  of  your  beauty ; 
but  I  want  some  token  of  the  heart  of  whose  affection  I  am 
so  mournfully  proud.  I  will  wear  it  as  a  charm  against 
the  contamination  of  that  world  of  which  you  are  so  happily 
ignorant — as  a  memento  of  one  nature  beyond  the  thought 


174 


GODOLPHIN. 


of  self — as  a  surety  that,  in  finding  within  this  base  and 
selfish  quarter  of  earth,  one  soul  so  warm,  so  pure  as  yours, 
I  did  not  deceive  myself,  and  dream.  If  we  ever  meet 
again,  may  you  have  then  found  some  one  happier  than  I 
am,  and  in  his  tenderness  have  forgotten  all  of  me  save  one 
kind  remembrance. — Beautiful  and  dear  Lucilla,  adieu  !  If 
I  have  not  given  way  to  the  luxury  of  being  beloved  by  you, 
it  is  because  your  generous  self  abandonment  has  awakened, 
within  a  heart  too  selfish  to  others  areal  love  for  yourself.” 

lo  this  letter,  Godolphin  had,  hour  after  hour,  expected 
a  reply.  He  received  none — not  even  the  lock  of  hair  for 
which  he  had  pressed.  He  was  disappointed— angry  with 
Lucilla—  dissatisfied  with  himself.  “How  bitterly, ’’thought 
he,  “  the  wise  Saville  would  smile  at  my  folly !  I  have 
renounced  the  bliss  of  possessing  this  singular  and  beauti¬ 
ful  being;  for  what? — a  scruple  which  she  cannot  even 
comprehend,  and  at  which,  in  her  friendless  and  forlorn 
state,  the  most  starch  of  her  dissolute  countrywomen  would 
smile  as  a  ridiculous  punctilio.  And,  in  truth,  had  I  fled 
hence  with  her,  should  I  not  have  made  her  throughout  life 
happier — far  happier,  than  she  will  be  now  ?  Nor  would 
she,  in  that  happiness,  have  felt,  like  an  English  girl,  any 
pang  of  shame.  Here,  the  tie  would  have  never  been 
regarded  as  a  degradation  ;  nor  does  she,  recurring  to  the 
simple  laws  of  nature,  imagine  that  any  one  could  so  regard 
it.  Besides,  inexperienced  as  she  is— the  creature  of°im- 
pulse — will  she  not  fall  a  victim  to  some  more  artful  and 
less  generous  lover  ?— to  some  one  who  in  her  innocence 
will  see  only  forwardness  ;  and  who,  far  from  protecting 
her  as  I  should  have  done,  will  regard  her  but  as  the  play¬ 
thing  of  an  hour,  and  cast  her  forth  the  moment  his  passion 
is  sated ! — Sated  !  0  bitter  thought,  that  the  head  of 
another  should  rest  upon  that  bosom  now  so  wholly  mine  ! 
After  all,  I  have,  in  vainly  adopting  a  seeming  and  sound¬ 
ing  virtue,  merely  renounced  my  own  happiness  to  leave  her 
to  the  chances  of  being  permanently  rendered  unhappy,  and 
abandoned  to  want,  shame,  destitution,  by  another  !  ’’  ’ 

These  disagreeable  and  regretful  thoughts  were,  in  turn 
but  weakly  combated  by  the  occasional  self-congratulation 
that  belongs  to  a  just  or  generous  act,  and  were  varied  by 
a  thousand  conjectures— now  of  anxiety,  now  of  anger— as 
to  the  silence  of  Lucilla.  Sometimes  he  thought— but  the 
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thought  only  glanced  partially  across  him,  and  was  not 
distinctly  acknowledged — that  she  might  seek  an  inter¬ 
view  with  him  ere  he  departed;  and  in  this  hope  he  did  not 
retire  to  rest  till  the  dawn  broke  over  the  ruins  of  the 
mighty  and  breathless  city.  He  then  flung  himself  on  a 
sofa  without  undressing,  but  could  not  sleep,  save  in  short 
and  broken  intervals. 

The  next  day,  he  put  off  his  departure  till  noon,  still  in 
the  hope  of  hearing  from  Lucilla,  but  in  vain.  He  could 
not  flatter  himself  with  the  hope  that  Lucilla  did  not  know 
the  exact  time  for  his  journey — he  had  expressly  stated  it. 
Sometimes  he  conceived  the  notion  of  seeking  her  again  ; 
but  he  knew  too  well  the  weakness  of  his  generous  resolu¬ 
tion  ;  and,  though  infirm  of  thought,  was  yet  virtuous 
enouo-h  in  act  not  to  hazard  it  to  certain  defeat.  At  length 
in  a  momentary  desperation,  and  muttering  reproaches  on 
Lucilla  for  her  fickleness  and  inability  to  appreciate  the 
magnanimity  of  his  conduct,  he  threw  himself  into  his 
carriage,  and  bade  adieu  to  Rome. 

As  every  grove  that  the  traveller  passes  on  that  road  was 
guarded  once  by  a  nymph,  so  now  it  is  hallowed  by  a 
memory.  In  vain  the  air,  heavy  with  death,  creeps  over 
the  wood,  the  rivulet,  and  the  shattered  tower ; — the  mind 
will  not  recur  to  the  risk  of  its  ignoble  tenement ;  it  flies 
back  ;  it  is  with  the  Past !  A  subtle  and  speechless  rapture 
fills  and  exalts  the  spirit.  There — far  to  the  West — spreads 
that  purple  sea,  haunted  by  a  million  reminiscences  of 
glory ;  there  the  mountains,  with  their  sharp  and  snowy 
crests,  rise  into  the  bosom  of  the  heavens ;  on  that  plain, 
the  pilgrim  yet  hails  the  traditional  tomb  of  the  Curiatii 
and  those  immortal  Twins  who  left  to  their  brother  the 
glory  of  conquest,  and  the  shame  by  which  it  was  succeeded  : 
around  the  Lake  of  bTemi  yet  bloom  the  sacred  groves  by 
which  Diana  raised  Hippolytus  again  into  life.  Poetry, 
Fable,  History,  watch  over  the  land  :  it  is  a  sepulchre  ; 
Death  is  within  and  around  it ;  Decay  writes  defeaturo 
upon  every  stone  ;  but  the  Past  sits  by  the  tomb  as  a 
mourning  angel ;  a  soul  breathes  through  the  desolation  ; 
a  voice  calls  amidst  the  silence.  Every  age  that  hath 
passed  away  hath  left  a  ghost  behind  it ;  and  the  beautiful 
land  seems  like  that  imagined  clime  beneath  the  earth  in 
which  man,  glorious  though  it  be,  may  not  breathe  and 


176 


GODOLPHIN. 


live — but  which  is  populous  with,  holy  phantoms  and  illus¬ 
trious  shades. 

On,  on  sped  Godolphin.  Night  broke  over  him  as  he 
traversed  the  Pontine  Marshes.  There,  the  malaria  broods 
over  its  rankest  venom  :  solitude  hath  lost  the  soul  that 
belonged  to  it :  all  life,  save  the  deadly  fertility  of  corrup¬ 
tion,  seems  to  have  rotted  away :  the  spirit  falls  stricken 
into  gloom ;  a  nightmare  weighs  upon  the  breast  of  Nature ; 
and  over  the  wrecks  of  Time,  Silence  sits  motionless  in  the 
arms  of  Death. 

He  arrived  at  Terracina,  and  retired  to  rest.  His  sleep 
was  filled  with,  fearful  dreams ;  he  woke,  late  at  noon, 
languid  and  dejected.  As  his  servant,  who  had  lived  with 
him  some  years,  attended  him  in  rising,  Godolphin  obsei’ved 
on  his  countenance  that  expression  common  to  persons  of 
his  class  when  they  have  something  which  they  wish  to 
communicate,  and  are  watching  their  opportunity. 

“Well,  Malden!”  said  he,  “you  look  important  this 
morning  :  what  has  happened  P  ” 

“  E — hem  !  Did  not  you  observe,  sir,  a  carriage  behind 
us  as  we  crossed  the  marshes  ?  Sometimes  you  might  just 
see  it  at  a  distance,  in  the  moonlight.” 

“  How  the  deuce  should  I,  being  within  the  carriage,  see 
behind  me  ?  No  ;  I  know  nothing  of  the  carriage  :  what 
of  it?” 

“A  person  arrived  in  it,  sir,  a  little  after  you — would 
not  retire  to  bed — and  waits  you  in  your  sitting-room.” 

“  A  person  !  what  person  ?  ” 

“  A  lady,  sir, — a  young  lady  ]”  said  the  servant,  suppres¬ 
sing  a  smile. 

“Good  heavens!”  ejaculated  Godolphin:  “leave  me.” 
The  valet  obeyed. 

Godolphin,  not  for  a  moment  doubting  that  it  was  Lucilla 
who  had  thus  followed  him,  was  struck  to  the  heart  by  this 
proof  of  her  resolute  and  reckless  attachment.  In  any  other 
woman,  so  bold  a  measure  would,  it  is  true,  have  revolted 
his  fastidious  and  somewhat  English  taste.  But  in  Lucilla, 
all  that  might  have  seemed  immodest  arose,  in  reality, 
from  that  pure  and  spotless  ignorance  which,  of  all  species 
of  modesty,  is  the  most  enchanting,  the  most  dangerous  to 
its  possessor.  The  daughter  of  loneliness  and  seclusion — 
estranged  wholly  from  all  familiar  or  female  intercourse — 
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rather  bewildered  than  in  any  way  enlightened  by  the  few 
books  of  poetry,  or  the  lighter  letters,  she  had  by  accident 
read — the  sense  of  impropriety  was  in  her  so  vague  a  senti¬ 
ment,  that  every  impulse  of  her  wild  and  impassioned 
character  effaced  and  swept  it  away.  Ignorant  of  what  is 
due  to  the  reserve  of  the  sex,  and  even  of  the  opinions  of 
the  world — lax  as  the  Italian  world  is  on  matters  of  love — 
she  only  saw  occasion  to  glory  in  her  tenderness,  her  devo¬ 
tion,  to  one  so  elevated  in  her  fancy  as  the  English  stranger. 
Nor  did  there — however  unconsciously  to  herself — mingle 
a  single  more  derogatory  or  less  pure  emotion  Avith  her 
fanatical  worship. 

For  my  own  part,  I  think  that  few  men  understand  the 
real  nature  of  a  girl’s  love.  Arising  so  vividly  as  it  does 
from  the  imagination,  nothing  that  the  mind  of  the  libertine 
would  impute  to  it  ever  (or  at  least  in  most  rare  instances) 
sullies  its  weakness  or  debases  its  folly.  I  do  not  say  the  love 
is  better  for  being  thus  solely  the  creature  of  imagination  :  I 
.  say  only,  so  it  is  in  ninety-nine  out  of  a  hundred  instances 
of  girlish  infatuation.  In  later  life,  it  is  different :  in  the 
experienced  woman,  forwardness  is  always  depravity. 

With  trembling  steps  and  palpitating  heart,  Godolphin 
sought  the  apartment  in  which  he  expected  to  find  Lucilla. 
There,  in  one  corner  of  the  room,  her  face  covered  with  her 
mantle,  he  beheld  her :  he  hastened  to  that  spot ;  he  threw 
himself  on  his  knees  before  her  ;  with  a  timid  hand  he 
removed  the  covering  from  her  face  ;  and  through  tears, 
and  paleness,  and  agitation,  his  heart  was  touched  to  the 
quick  by  its  soft  and  loving  expression. 

“  Wilt  thou  forgive  me  ?  ”  she  faltered, — “  It  Avas  thine 
OAvn  letter  that  brought  me  hither.  Now  leave  me,  if  thou 
'canst !  ” 

“  Never,  never !  ”  cried  Godolphin,  clasping  her  to  his 
heart.  “It  is  fated,  and  I  resist  no  more.  Love,  tend, 
cherish  thee,  I  will  to  my  last  hour.  I  will  be  all  to  thee 
that  human  ties  can  afford — father,  brother,  lover — all  but 

- ”  He  paused;  “all  but  husband,”  whispered  his 

conscience,  but  he  silenced  its  voice. 

“I  may  go  with  thee!  ”  said  Lucilla,  in  wild  ecstasy: 
that  was  her  only  thought. 

As,  when  the  notion  of  escape  occurs  to  the  insane,  their 
insanity  appears  to  cease ;  courage,  prudence,  caution, 
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invention,  (faculties  which  they  knew  not  in  sounder 
health, )  flash  upon  and  support  them  as  by  an  inspiration  ; 
so,  a  new  genius  had  seemed  breathed  into  Lucilla  by  the 
idea  of  rejoining  Godolphin.  She  imagined — not  without 
justice — that,  could  she  throw  in  the  way  of  her  return 
home  an  obstacle  of  that  worldly  nature  which  he  seemed 
to  dread  she  should  encounter,  his  chief  reason  for  resist¬ 
ing  her  attachment  would  be  removed.  Encouraged  by  this 
thought,  and  more  than  ever  transported  by  her  love  since 
he  had  expressed  a  congenial  sentiment ;  excited  into 
emulation  by  the  generous  tone  of  his  letter,  and  softened 
into  yet  deeper  weakness  by  its  tenderness  ; — she  had 
resolved  upon  the  bold  step  she  adopted.  A  vetturino  lived 
near  the  gate  of  St.  Sebastian :  she  had  sought  him  ;  and 
at  sight  of  the  money  which  Godolphin  had  sent  her,  the 
vetturino  willingly  agreed  to  transport  her  to  whatever 
point  on  the  road  to  Naples  she  might  desire — nay,  even  to 
keep  pace  with  the  more  rapid  method  of  travelling  which 
Godolphin  pursued.  Early  on  the  morning  of  his  departure, 
she  had  sought  her  station  within  sight  of  Godolphin’s 
palazzo  ;  and  ten  minutes  after  his  departure  the  vetturino 
bore  her,  delighted  but  trembling,  on  the  same  road.  The 
Italians  are  ordinarily  good-natured,  especially  when  they 
are  paid  for  it ;  and  courteous  to  females,  especially  if  they 
have  any  suspicion  of  the  influence  of  the  belle  passion. 
The  vetturino’ s  foresight  had  supplied  the  deficiencies  of  her 
inexperience :  he  had  reminded  her  of  the  necessity  of  pro¬ 
curing  her  passport;  and  he  undertook  that  all  other 
difficulties  should  solely  devolve  on  him.  And  thus  Lucilla 
was  now  under  the  same  roof  with  one  for  whom,  indeed, 
she  was  unaware  of  the  sacrifice  she  made ;  hut  whom, 
despite  of  all  that  clouded  and  separated  their  after-lot,  she 
loved  to  the  last,  with  a  love  as  reckless  and  strong  as 
then — a  love  passing  the  love  of  woman,  and  defying  tho 
common  ordinances  of  time. 

*  *  #  * 

*  *  *  * 

*  =x=  *  * 

On  the  blue  waters  that  break  with  a  deep  and  far  voice 
along  the  rocks  of  that  delicious  shore,  above  which  the 
mountain  that  rises  behind  Terracina  scatters  to  the  air  the 
odours  of  the  citron  and  the  orange — on  that  sounding  and 
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immemorial  sea  the  stars,  like  tlie  liopes  of  a  brighter 
world  upon  the  darkness  and  unrest  of  life,  shone  down 
with  a  solemn  hut  tender  light.  On  that  shore  stood 
Lucilla  and  he — the  wandering  stranger — in  whom  she  had 
hoarded  the  peace  and  the  hopes  of  earth.  Hers  was  the 
first  and  purple  flush  of  the  love  which  has  attained  its 
object;  that  sweet  and  quiet  fulness  of  content — that 
heavenly,  all-subduing  and  subdued  delight,  with  which 
the  heart  slumbers  in  the  excess  of  its  own  rapture.  Care 
— the  forethought  of  change — even  the  shadowy  and  vague 
mournfulness  of  passion — are  felt  not  in  those  voluptuous 
but  tranquil  moments.  Like  the  waters  that  rolled,  deep 
and  eloquent,  before  her,  every  feeling  within  was  but  the 
■mirror  of  an  all-gentle  aud  cloudless  heaven.  Her  head 
half-declined  upon  the  breast  of  her  young  lover,  she  caught 
the  beating  of  his  heart,  and  in  it  heard  all  the  sounds  of 
what  was  now  become  to  her  the  world. 

And  still  and  solitary  deepened  around  them  the  mystic 
and  lovely  night.  How  divine  was  that  sense  and  con¬ 
sciousness  of  solitude!  how,  as  it  thrilled  within  them, 
they  clung  closer  to  each  other !  Theirs  as  yet  was  that 
blissful  and  unsated  time  when  the  touch  of  their  hands, 
clasped  together,  was  in  itself  a  happiness  of  emotion  too 
deep  for  words.  And  ever,  as  his  eyes  sought  hers,  the 
tears  which  the  sensitiveness  of  her  frame,  in  the  very 
luxury  of  her  overflowing  heart,  called  forth,  glittered  in 
the  tranquil  stars  a  moment  and  were  kissed  away.  “Do 
not  look  up  to  heaven,  my  love,”  whispered  Godolphin, 
“lest  thou  shouldst  think  of  any  world  but  this  !  ” 

Poor  Lucilla  !  will  any  one  who  idly  glances  over  this 
page  sympathise  one  moment  with  the  springs  of  thy  brief 
joys  and  thy  bitter  sorrow?  The  page  on  which,  in  stamp¬ 
ing  a  record  of  thee,  I  would  fain  retain  thy  memory  from 
oblivion;  that  page  is  an  emblem  of  thyself; — a  short 
existence ;  confounded  with  the  herd  to  which  it  has  no 
resemblance,  and  then,  amidst  the  rush  and  tumult  of  the 
world,  forgotten  and  cast  away  for  ever ! 
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CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

RETURN  TO  LADY  ERPINGHAM.- — LADY  EEPINGHAM  FALLS  ILL. — 
LORD  ERPINGHAM  RESOLVES  TO  GO  ABROAD. — PLUTARCH 
UPON  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS. — PARTY  AT  ERPINGHAM  HOUSE. 
—  SAVILLE  ON  SOCIETY  AND  THE  TASTE  FOR  THE  LITTLE. 
— DAVID  MANDEVILLE.— WOMEN,  THEIR  INFLUENCE  AND 
EDUCATION.- — THE  NECESSITY  OF  AN  OBJECT.— RELIGION. 

As,  after  a  long  dream,  we  rise  to  the  occupations  of  life, 
even  so,  with  an  awakening  and  more  active  feeling,  I 
return  from  characters  removed  from  the  ordinary  world — 
like  Volktman*  and  his  daughter — to  the  brilliant  heroine 
of  my  narrative. 

There  is  a  certain  tone  about  London  society  which  en¬ 
feebles  the  mind  without  exciting  it ;  and  this  state  of 
temperament,  more  than  all  others,  engenders  satiety.  In 
classes  that  border  upon  the  highest  this  effect  is  less 
evident ;  for  in  them — there  is  some  object  to  contend  for. 
Fashion  gives  them  an  inducement.  They  struggle  to  emu¬ 
late  the  ton  of  their  superiors.  It  is  an  ambition  of  trifles, 
it  is  true ;  but  it  is  still  ambition.  It  frets,  it  irritates,  but  it 
keeps  them  alive.  The  great  are  the  true  victims  of  ennui. 
The  more  firmly  seated  their  rank,  the  more  established  their 
position,  the  more  their  life  stagnates  into  insipidity.  Con¬ 
stance  was  at  the  height  of  her  wishes.  No  one  was  so 
courted,  so  adored.  One  after  one,  she  had  humbled  and 
subdued  all  those  who,  before  her  marriage,  had  trampled  on 
her  pride— or,  who  after  it,  had  resisted  her  pretensions  :  a 
look  from  her  had  become  a  triumph,  and  a  smile  conferred 
a  rank  on  its  receiver.  But  this  empire  palled  upon  her:  of 
too  large  a  mind  to  be  satisfied  with  petty  pleasures  and 

*  After  all,  an  astrologer,  nay,  a  oabalist—  is  not  so  monstrous  a  prodigy 
in  the  nineteenth  century!  In  the  year  1801,  Lackington  published  a 
quarto,  entitled,  “  Magus :  a  Complete  System  of  Occult  Philosophy  • 
treating  of  Alchemy,  the  Cabalistic  Art,  Natural  and  Celestial  Magic,”  Ax. 
—and  a  very  impudent  publication  it  is  too.  That  Raphael  should  put 
forth  astrological  manuals  is  not  a  proof  of  his  belief  in  the  science  he 
professes  ;  but  that  it  should  answer  to  Raphael  to  put  them  forth,  shows  a 
tendency  to  belief  in  his  purchasers. 
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unreal  distinctions,  slie  still  felt  the  something  of  life  was 
wanting.  She  was  not  blessed  or  cursed  (as  it  may  be)  with 
children,  and  she  had  no  companion  in  her  husband  There 
nught  be  times  in  which  she  regretted  her  choice,  dazzling 
as  it  had  proved; — but  she  complained  not  of  sorrow  but 
monotony. 

Political  intrigue  could  not  fill  up  the  vacuum  of  which 
Constance  daily  complained ;  and  of  private  intrigue,  the 
then  parity  of  her  nature  was  incapable.  When  people 
have  really  nothing  to  do,  they  generally  fall  ill  upon  it; 
and.  at  length,  the  rich  colour  grew  faint  upon  Lady 
irpmgham  s  cheek;  her  form  wasted;  the  physicians  hinted 
at  consumption,  and  recommended  a  warmer  clime.  Lord 
Erpingham  seized  at  the  proposition;  he  was  fond  of  Italy 
he  was  bored  with  England.  ’ 

Very  stupid  people  often  become  very  musical :  it  is  a 
sort  of  pretension  to  intellect  that  suits  their  capacities. 
Plutarch  says  somewhere,  that  the  best  musical  instru¬ 
ments  are  made  from  the  jaw-bones  of  asses.  Plutarch 
never  made  a  more  sensible  observation.  Lord  Erpingham 
had  of  late  taken  greatly  to  operas  :  he  talked  of  writing 
one  himself;  and  not  being  a  performer,  he  consoled  him¬ 
self  by  becoming  a  patron.  Italy,  therefore,  presented  to 
him  manifold  captivations — he  thought  of  fiddling,  but  ho 
talked  only  of  his  wife’s  health.  Amidst  the  regrets  of  the 
London  world,  they  made  their  arrangements,  and  pre¬ 
pared  t'o  set  out  at  the  end  of  the  season  for  the  land  of 
Paganini  and  Julius  Csesar. 

Two  nights  before  their  departure,  Lady  Erpingham 
gave  a  farewell  party  to  her  more  intimate  acquaintance. 
Saville,  who  always  contrived  to  be  well  with  every  one 
who  was  worth  the  trouble  it  cost  him,  was  of  course 
among  the  guests.  Tears  had  somewhat  scathed  him  since 
he  last  appeared  on  our  stage.  Women  had  ceased  to 
possess  much  attraction  for  his  jaded  eyes  :  gaming  and 
speculation  had  gradually  spread  over  the  tastes  once 
directed  to  other  pursuits.  His  vivacity  had  deserted  him 
in  great  measure,  as  years  and  infirmity  began  to  stagnate 
and  knot  up  the  current  of  his  veins  ;  but  conversation  still 
possessed  for  and  derived  from  him  its  wonted  attraction. 
The  sparkling  jeu  cV esprit  had  only  sobered  down  into  the 
quiet  sarcasm ;  and  if  his  wit  rippled  less  freshly  te  the 
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breeze  of  tbe  present  moment,  it  was  coloured  more  richly 
by  the  glittering  sands  which  rolled  down  from  the  expe¬ 
rience  that  overshadowed  the  current.  For  the  wisdom  ot 
the  worldly  is  like  the  mountains  that,  sterile  without,  con- 
ceal  within  them  unprofitable  ore :  only  the  filings  and 
pai’ticles  escape  to  the  daylight  and  sparkle  in  the  wave  ; 
the  rest  wastes  idly  within.  The  Pactolus  takes  but  the 
sand-drifts  from  the  hoards  lost  to  use  in  the  Tmolus. 

“  And  how,”  said  Saville,  seating  himself  by  Lady  Frp- 
iugham, — “  how  shall  we  bear  London  when  yon  are  gone . 
When  society — the  everlasting  draught — had  begun  to  pall 
upon  us,  you  threw  your  pearl  into  the  cup ;  and  now  we 
are  grown  so  luxr  "ious,  that  we  shall  never  bear  the  wine 
without  the  pea1  *' 

“  But  the  pi-..i  gave  no  taste  to  the  wine :  it  only  dis¬ 
solved  itself — idly,  and  in  vain.” 

“  Ah,  my  dear  Lady  Erpingkam,  the  dullest  of  us,  having 
once  seen  the  pearl,  could  at  least  imagine  that  we  were  able 
to  appreciate  the  subtleties  of  its  influence.  Where,  in  this 
little  world  of  tedious  realities,  can  we  find  anything  even 
to  imagine  about,  when  you  abandon  us  ?  ” 

“  Nay !  do  you  conceive  that  I  am  so  ignorant  of  the 
frame-work  of  society  as  to  suppose  that  I  shall  not  be 
easily  replaced  ?  King  succeeds  king,  without  reference 
to  the  merits  of  either  :  so,  in  London,  idol  follows  idol, 
though  one  be  of  jewels  and  the  other  of  brass.  Perhaps, 
when  I  return,  I  shall  find  you  kneeling  to  the  dull  Lady 
A— — ,  or  worshipping  the  hideous  Lady  Z - 

“  Le  temps  assez  souvent  a  rendu  legitime 

Ce  qui  sembloit  d’abord  lie  se  pouvoir  sans  crime ;  ” 

answered  Saville,  with  a  mock  heroic  air.  “  The  fact  is, 
that  we  are  an  indolent  people ;  the  person  who  succeeds 
the  most  with  us  has  but  to  push  the  most.  You  know 

how  Mrs. - ,  in  spite  of  her  red  arms,  her  red  gown,  her 

city  pronunciation,  and  her  city  connexions,  managed- — by 
dint  of  perseverance  alone — to  become  a  dispenser  of  con¬ 
sequence  to  the  very  countesses  whom  she  at  first  could 
scarcely  coax  into  a  courtesy.  The  person  who  can  stand 
ridicule  and  rudeness  has  only  to  desire  to  become  the 
fashion — she  or  he  must  be  so  sooner  or  later.” 

“  Of  the  immutability  of  one  thing  among  all  the  changes 
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I  may  witness  on  my  return,  at  least  I  am  certain:  no  one 
still  will  dare  to  think  for  himself.  The  great  want  of  each 
individual  is,  the  want  of  an  opinion  !  For  instance,  who 
judges  of  a  picture  from  liis  own  knowledge  of  painting  ? 

Who  does  not  wait  to  hear  what  Mr. - -,  or  Lord - , 

(one  of  the  six  or  seven  privileged  connoisseurs,)  says  of 
it?  Nay,  not  only  the  fate  of  a  single  picture,  hut  of  a 
whole  school  of  painting,  depends  upon  the  caprice  of  some 
one  of  the  self-elected  dictators.  The  King,  or  the  Duke 

of - ,  lias  but  to  love  the  Dutch  school  and  ridicule  the 

Italian,  and  behold  a  Raphael  will  not  sell,  and  a  Teniers 
rises  into  infinite  value  !  Dutch,  representations  of  candle¬ 
sticks  and  boors  are  sought  after  with  the  most  rapturous 
delight ;  the  most  disagreeable  objects  of  nature  become 
the  most  worshipped  treasures  of  art ;  and  we  emulate  each 
other  in  testifying  our  exaltation  of  taste  by  contending 
for  the  pictured  vulgarities  by  which  taste  itself  is  the  most 
essentially  degraded.  In  fact,  too,  the  meaner  the  object, 
the  more  certain  it  is  with  us  of  becoming  the  rage.  In 
the  theatre,  we  run  after  the  farce ;  in  painting,  we  worship 
the  Dutch  school ;  in - ” 

“  Literature  ?  ”  said  Saville. 

“No  ! — our  literature  still  breathes  of  something  noble  ; 
but  why  ?  Because  books  do  not  always  depend  upon  a 
clique.  A  book,  in  order  to  succeed,  does  not  require  the 
opinion  of  Mr.  Saville  or  Lady  Erpingham  so  much  as  a 
picture  or  a  ballet.” 

“  I  am  not  sure  of  that,”  answered  Saville,  as  he  with¬ 
drew  presently  afterwards  to  a  card-table,  to  share  in  the 
premeditated  plunder  of  a  young  banker,  who  was  proud 
of  the  honour  of  being  ruined  by  persons  of  rank. 

In  another  part  of  the  rooms  Constance  found  a  certain 
old  philosopher,  whom  I  will  call  David  Mandeville.  There 
was  something  about  this  man  that  always  charmed  those 
who  had  sense  enough  to  be  discontented  with  the  ordinary 
inhabitants  of  the  Microcosm, — Society.  The  expression 
of  his  countenance  was  different  from  that  of  others  :  there 
was  a  breathing  goodness  in  his  face — an  expansion  of  mind 
on  his  forehead.  You  perceived  at  once  that  he  did  not 
live  among  triflers,  nor  agitate  himself  with  trifles.  Se¬ 
renity  beamed  from  his  look — but  it  was  the  serenity  of 
thought.  Constance  sat  down  by  him. 


184 


GODOLPHIN. 


“  Ai’e  yon  not  sorry,”  said  Mandeville,  “  to  leave  England? 
You,  who  have  made  yourself  the  centre  of  a  circle  which, 
for  the  varieties  of  its  fascination,  has  never  perhaps  been 
equalled  in  this  country?  Wealth — rank  —  even  wit- 
others  might  assemble  round  them :  but  none  ever  before 
convened  into  one  splendid  galaxy  all  who  were  eminent  in 
art,  famous  in  letter’s,  wise  in  politics,  and  even  (for  who 
but  you  were  ever  above  rivalship?)  attractive  in  beauty. 
I  should  have  thought  it  easier  for  us  to  fly  from  the 
Armida,  than  for  the  Armida  to  renounce  the  scene  of  her 
enchantment — the  scene  in  which  De  Stael  bowed  to  the 
charms  of  her  conversation,  and  Byron  celebrated  those  of 
her  person.” 

We  may  conceive  the  spell  Constance  had  cast  around 
her,  when  even  philosophy  (and  Mandeville  of  all  philo¬ 
sophers)  had  learned  to  flatter :  but  his  flattery  was  sincerity. 

“  Alas  !  ”  said  Constance,  sighing,  “  even  if  your  compli¬ 
ment  were  altogether  true,  you  have  mentioned  nothing 
that  should  cause  me  regret.  Vanity  is  one  source  of  hap¬ 
piness,  but  it  does  not  suffice  to  recompense  us  for  the 
absence  of  all  others.  In  leaving  England,  I  leave  the 
scene  of  everlasting  weariness :  I  am  the  victim  of  a  feelino- 
of  sameness,  and  I  look  with  hope  to  the  prospect  of 
change.” 

“  Poor  thing!  ”  said  the  old  philosopher,  gazing  mourn¬ 
fully  on  a  creature  who,  so  resplendent  with  advantages, 
yet  felt  the  crumpled  rose-leaf  more  than  the  luxury  of  the 
couch.  “  Wherever  you  go  the  same  polished  society  will 
present  to  you  the  same  monotony.  All  courts  are  alike  • 
men  have  change  in  action  ;  but  to  women  of  your  rank  all 
scenes  are  alike.  You  must  not  look  without  for  an  object 

you  must  create  one  within.  To  be  happy  we  must 
render  ourselves  independent  of  others.” 

“  Like  all  philosophers,  you  advise  the  impossible,”  said 
Constance. 

How  so  ?  Have  not  the  generality  of  your  sex  that 
peculiar  object?  One  has  the  welfare  of  her  children; 
another  the  interest  of  her  husband;  a  third  makes  a 
passion  of  economy;  a  fourth  of  extravagance;  a  fifth  of 
fashion  ;  a  sixth  of  solitude.  Your  friend  yonder  is  always 
employed  in  nursing  her  own  health :  hypochondria 
supplies  her  with  an  object ;  she  is  really  happy  because 
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she  fancies  herself  ill.  Every  one  you  name  has  an  object 
in  life  that  drives  away  ennui,  save  yourself.” 

“  I  have  one  too,”  said  Constance,  smiling,  “  but  it  does 
not  fill  up  all  the  spaces  of  time.  The  intervals  between 
the  acts  are  longer  than  the  acts  themselves.” 

“  Is  your  object  religion  F  ”  asked  Mandeville,  simply. 

Constance  was  startled :  the  question  was  novel.  “  I 
fear  not,”  said  she,  after  a  moment’s  hesitation,  and  with  a 
downcast  face. 

“As  I  thought,”  returned  Mandeville.  “Now  listen. 
The  reason  why  you  feel  weariness  more  than  those  around 
you,  is  solely  because  your  mind  is  more  expansive.  Small 
minds  easily  find  objects :  trifles  amuse  them ;  but  a  high 
soul  covets  things  beyond  its  daily  reach  ;  trifles  occupy  its 
aim  mechanically  ;  the  thought  still  wanders  restless.  This 
is  the  case  with  you.  Your  intellect  preys  upon  itself. 
You  would  have  been  happier  if  your  rank  had  been  less 
Constance  winced — (she  thought  of  Godolphin ;)  “  for  then 
you  would  have  been  ambitious,  and  aspired  to  the  very 
rank  that  now  palls  upon  you.”  Mandeville  continued — 

“You  women  are  at  once  debarred  from  public  life,  and 
yet  influence  it.  You  are  the  prisoners,  and  yet  the  despots 
of  society.  Have  you  talents  ?  it  is  criminal  to  indulge 
them  in  public  ;  and  thus,  as  talent  cannot  be  stifled,  it  is 
misdirected  in  private  :  you  seek  ascendancy  over  your 
own  limited  circle ;  and  what  should  have  been  genius, 
degenerates  into  cunning.  Brought  up  from  your  cradles 
to  dissembling,  your  most  beautiful  emotions — your  finest 
principles,  are  always  tinctured  with  artifice.  As  your 
talents,  being  stripped  of  their  wings,  are  driven  to  creep 
along  the  earth,  and  imbibe  its  mire  and  clay  ;  so  are  your 
affections  perpetually  checked  and  tortured  into  conven¬ 
tional  paths,  and  a  spontaneous  feeling  is  punished  as  a 
deliberate  crime.  You  are  untaught  the  broad  and  sound 
principles  of  life  :  all  that  you  know  of  morals  are  its 
decencies  and  forms.  Thus  you  are  incapable  of  estimating 
the  public  virtues  and  the  public  deficiences  of  a  brother 
or  a  son  ;  and  one  reason  why  tve  have  no  Brutus,  is  because 
you  have  no  Portia.  Turkey  has  its  seraglio  for  the  person ; 
but  Custom,  in  Europe,  has  also  a  seraglio  for  the  mind. 

Constance  smiled  at  the  philosophei'’s  passion ;  but  she 
w^s  a  woman,  and  she  was  moved  hy  it. 
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“Perhaps,”  said  she,  “  in  the  progress  of  events,  the  state 
of  the  women  may  be  improved  as  well  as  that  of  the 

men.” 

“  Doubtless,  at  some  future  stage  of  the  world.  And 
believe  me,  Lady  Erpingham,  politician  and  schemer  as  you 
are,  that  no  legislative  reform  alone  will  improve  mankind: 
it  is  the  social  state  which  requires  reformation.” 

“But  you  asked  me  some  minutes  since,”  said  Constance, 
after  a  pause,  “if  the  object  of  my  pursuit  was  religion. 
I  disappointed  but  not  surprised  you  by  my  answer.” 

“ Yes  :  70U  grieved  me,  because,  in  your  case,  religion 
would  alone  fill  the  dreary  vacuum  of  your  time.  For,  with 
your  enlarged  and  cultivated  mind,  you  would  not  view  the 
giandest  of  earthly  questions  in  a  narrow  and  sectarian 
light.  You  would  not  think  religion  consisted  in  a  sancti¬ 
fied  demeanour,  in  an  ostentatious  alms-giving,  in  a  harsh 
judgment  of  all  without  the  pale  of  your  opinions.  You 
would  behold  in  it  a  benign  and  harmonious  system  of 
morality,  which  takes  from  ceremony  enough  not  to  render 
it  tedious  but  impressive.  The  school  of  the  Bayles  and 
Voltaires  is  annihilated.  Men  begin  now  to  feel'  that  to 
philosophise  is  not  to  sneer.  In  Doubt,  we  are  stopped 
short  at  every  outlet  beyond  the  Sensual.  In  Belief  lies 
the  secret  of  all  our  valuable  exertion.  Two  sentiments 
are  enough  to  preserve  even  the  idlest  temper  from  stagna¬ 
tion— a  desire  and  a  hope.  What  then  can  we  say  ofthe 
desire  to  be  useful,  and  the  hope  to  be  immortal  ?  ” 

This  was  language  Constance  had  not  often  heard  before 
nor  was  it  frequent  in  the  lips  of  him  who  now  uttered  it! 
But  an  interest  in  the  fate  and  happiness  of  one  in  whom 
he  saw  so  much  to  admire,  had  made  Mandeville  anxious 
that  she  should  entertain  some  principle  which  he  could  also 
esteem.  And  there  was  a  fervour,  a  sincerity,  in  his  voice 
and  manner,  that  thrilled  to  the  very  heart  of  Lady  Erpino-- 
ham  She  pressed  his  hand  in  silence.  She  thought  after¬ 
wards  over  his  words;  but  worldly  life  is  not  easily  acces¬ 
sible  to  any  lasting  impressions  save  those  of  vanity  and 
Jove.  Beligion  has  two  sources ;  the  habit  of  early  years 
or  the  process  of  after  thought.  But  to  Constance  had  not 
been  fated  the  advantage  of  the  first;  and  how  can  deep 
thought  of  another  world  be  a  favourite  employment  with 
the  scheming  woman  of  this  ? 
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This  is  the  only  time  that  Mandevillo  appears  in  this 
work  :  a  type  of  the  rarity  of  the  intervention  of  religious 
wisdom  on  the  scenes  of  real  life. 

“By  the  way,”  said  Savillo,  as,  in  departing,  he  en¬ 
countered  Constance  by  the  door,  and  made  his  final  adieus; 
“by  the  way,  you  will  perhaps  meet,  somewhere  in  Italy, 
my  old  young  friend,  Percy  Godolphin.  He  has  not  been 
pleased  to  prate  of  his  whereabout  to  me ;  but  I  hear  that 
ho  has  been  seen  lately  at  Naples.” 

Constance  coloured,  and  her  heart  beat  violently ;  but 
she  answered  indifferently,  and  turned  away. 

The  next  morning  they  setoff  for  Italy.  But  within  one 
week  from  that  day,  what  a  change  awaited  Constance ! 
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ambition  vindicated.— the  home  op  godolphin  and  lucilla. 

LUCILLA  S  MIND.  THE  EFFECT  OF  HAPPY  LOVE  ON  FEMALE 

TALENT.  THE  EVE  OF  FAREWELL.' — LUCILLA  ALONE. - TEST 

OF  A  WOMAN’S  AFFECTION. 

O  MUCH-ABUSED  and  highly- slandered  passion  !— passion 
rather  of  the  soul  than  the  heart:  hateful  to  the  pseudo- 
moralist, _  but  viewed  with  favouring,  though  not  nndis- 
crimmating  eyes  by  the  true  philosopher:  bright- winded 
and  august  ambition  !  It  is  well  for  fools  to  revile  thee 
because  thou  art  liable,  like  other  utilities,  to  abuse  !  The 
wind  uproots  the  oak — but  for  every  oak  it  uproots  it 
scatters  a  thousand  acorns.  Ixion  embraced  the  cloud 
but  from  the  embrace  sprang  a  hero.  Thou,  too,  hast  thy 
hts  of  violence  and  storm ;  but  without  thee,  life  would 
stagnate.— thou  too,  embracest  thy  clouds  ;  but  even  thy 
clouds  have  the  demigods  for  their  offspring  ! 

R  was  the  great  and  prevailing  misfortune  of  Godolphin’s 
ife,  that  he  had  early  taught  himself  to  be  superior  to 
exertion.  His  talents,  therefore,  only  preyed  on  himself- 
and  instead  of  the  vigorous  and  daring  actor  of  the  world’ 
he  was  alternately  the  indolent  sensualist  or  the  solitary 
dreamer  He  did  not  view  the  stir  of  the  great  Babel  as 
a  man  with  a  wholesome  nund  should  do;  and  thus  from 
his  infirmities  we  draw  a  moral.  The  moral  is  not  the 
wmse,  in  that  it  opposes  the  trite  moralities  of  those  who 
would  take  from  action  its  motive  :  the  men  of  genius  who 
are  not  also  men  of  ambition,  are  either  humorists  or 
visionaries,  or  hypochondriacs. 

t  Bnthc  Blde1of.  oneof  the  Italian  lakes,  Godolphin  and 
Lucilla  fixed  their  abode;  and  here  the  young  idealist  for 
some  time  imagined  himself  happy.  Never  until  not  so 
fond  of  nature  as  of  cities,  he  gave  himself  up  to  the  en- 
chantment  of  the  Eden  around  him.  He  spent  the  lono- 
sunny  hours  of  noon  on  the  smooth  lake,  or  amone  the 
sheltering  trees  by  which  it  was  encircled.  The  scenes 
he  had  witnessed  m  the  world  became  to  him  the  food  of 
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quiet  meditation,  and  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  thought 
did  not  weary  him  with  its  sameness. 

When  his  stejos  turned  homeward,  the  anxious  form  of 
Lucilla  waited  for  him  :  her  eye  brightened  at  his  approach, 
her  spirit  escaped  restraint  and  bounded  into  joy :  and 
Godolphin,  touched  by  her  delight,  became  eager  to  witness 
it ;  he  felt  the  magnet  of  a  Home.  Yet  as  the  first  enthu¬ 
siasm  of  passion  died  away,  he  could  not  but  be  sensible 
that  Lucilla  was  scarcely  a  companion.  Her  fancy  was 
indeed  lively,  and  her  capacity  acute  ;  but  experience  had 
set  a  confined  limit  to  her  ideas.  She  had  nothing  save 
love,  and  a  fitful  temperament,  upon  which  she  could  draw 
for  conversation.  Those  whose  education  debars  them 
from  deriving  instruction  from  things,  have  in  general  the 
power  to  extract  amusement  from  persons  : — they  can  talk 
of  the  ridiculous  Mrs.  So-and-so,  or  the  absurd  Mr.  Blank. 
But  our  lovers  saw  no  society :  and  thus  their  commune 
was  thrown  entirely  on  their  internal  resources. 

There  was  always  that  in  the  peculiar  mind  of  Godolphin 
which  was  inclined  towards  ideas  too  refined  and  subtile 
even  for  persons  of  cultivated  intellect.  If  Constance 
could  scarcely  comprehend  the  tone  of  his  character,  we 
may  believe  that  to  Lucilla  he  was  wholly  a  mystery. 
This,  perhaps,  enhanced  her  love,  but  the  consciousness 
of  it  disappointed  his.  He  felt  that  what  he  considered 
the  noblest  faculties  he  possessed  were  unappreciated.  He 
was  sometimes  angry  with  Lucilla  that  she  loved  only 
those  qualities  in  his  character  which  he  shared  with  the 
rest  of  mankind.  His  speculative  and  Hamlet-like  temper 
■ — (let  us  here  take  Goethe’s  view  of  Hamlet,  and  combine 
a  certain  weakness  with  the  finer  traits  of  the  royal  dreamer) 
—perpetually  deserted  the  solid  world,  and  flew  to  aerial 
creations.  He  could  not  appreciate  the  present.  Had 
Godolphin  loved  Lucilla  as  he  once  thought  that  he  should 
love  her,  the  beauties  of  her  character  would  have  blinded 
him  to  its  defects  ;  but  its  passion  had  been  too  sudden  to 
be  thoroughly  grounded.  It  had  arisen  from  the  know¬ 
ledge  of  her  affection — not  grown  step  by  step  from  the 
natural  bias  of  his  own.  Between  the  interval  of  liking 
and  possession,  love  (to  be  durable)  should  pass  through 
many  stages.  The  doubt,  the  fear,  the  first  pressure  of 
the  hand,  the  first  kiss,  each  should  be  an  epoch  for  re- 
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membrance  to  cling  to.  In  moments  of  after  coolness  or 
anger,  the  mind  should  fly  from  the  sated  present  to  the 
million  tender  and  freshening  associations  of  the  past. 
With  these  associations  the  affection  renews  its  youth. 
How  vast  a  store  of  melting  reflections,  how  countless 
an  accumulation  of  the  spells  that  preserve  constancy, 
does  that  love  forfeit,  in  which  the  memory  only  commences 
with  possession. 

And  the  more  delicate  and  thoughtful  our  nature,  the 
more  powerful  are  these  associations.  Do  they  not  con¬ 
stitute  the  immense  difference  between  the  love  and  the 
intrigue  ?  All  things  that  savour  of  youth  make  our  most 
exquisite  sensations,  whether  to  experience,  or  recall :  — 
thus,  in  the  seasons  of  the  year,  we  prize  the  spring ;  and 
in  the  effusions  of  the  heart,  the  courtship. 

Beautiful,  too,  and  tender — wild  and  fresh  in  her  tender¬ 
ness — as  Lucilla  was,  there  was  that  in  her  character,  in 
addition  to  her  want  of  education,  which  did  not  whollv 
accord  with  Godolphin’s  preconception  of  the  being  his 
fancy  had  conjured  up.  His  calm  and  profound  nature 
desired  one  in  whom  he  could  not  only  confide,  but,  as  it 
were,  repose.  Thus  one  great  charm  that  had  attracted 
him  to  Constance  was  the  evenness  and  smoothness  of  her 
temper.  But  the  self-formed  mind  of  Lucilla  was  ever  in 
a  blight,  and  to  him  a  wearying  agitation; — tears  and 
smiles  perpetually  chased  each  other.  Hot  comprehending 
his  character,  but  thinking  only  and  wholly  of  him,  she 
distracted  herself  with  conjectures  and  suspicions,  which 
she  was  too  ingenious  and  too  impassioned  to  conceal. 
After  watching  him  for  hours,  she  would  weep  that  he 
did  not  turn  from  his  books  or  his  revery  to  search  also 
for  her,  with  eyes  equally  yearning  and  tender  as  her  own. 
The  fear  in  absence,  the  absorbed  devotion  when  present, 
that  absolutely  made  her  existence — she  was  wretched 
because  he  did  not  reciprocate  with  the  same  intensity  of 
soul.  She  could  conceive  nothing  of  love  but  that  which 
she  felt  herself ;  and  she  saw,  daily  and  hourly,  that  in 
that  love  he  did  not  sympathise  ;  and  therefore  she  em¬ 
bittered  her  life  by  thinking  that  he  did  not  return  her 
affection. 

“You  wrong  us  both,”  said  he  in  answer  to  her  tearful 
accusations ;  “  but  our  sex  love  differently  from  yours,” 
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“All,”  she  replied,  “I  feel  that  love  lias  no  varieties: 
there  is  but  one  love,  hut  there  may  be  many  counterfeits.” 

Godolphin  smiled  to  think  how  the  untutored  daughter 
of  nature  had  unconsciously  uttered  the  sparkling  aphorism 
of  the  most  artificial  of  maxim-makers.*  Lucilla  saw  the 
smile,  and  her  tears  flowed  instantly. 

“  Thou  mockest  me.” 

“  Thou  art  a  little  fool,”  said  Godolphin,  kindly,  and  he 
kissed  away  the  storm. 

And  this  was  ever  an  easy  matter.  There  was  nothing 
unfeminine  or  sullen  in  Lucilla’s  irregulated  moods ;  a 
kind  word — a  kind  caress — allayed  them  in  an  instant,  and 
turned  the  transient  sorrow  into  sparkling  delight.  But 
they  who  know  how  irksome  is  the  perpetual  trouble  of 
conciliation  to  a  man  meditative  and  indolent  like  Godol¬ 
phin,  will  appreciate  the  pain  that  even  her  tenderness 
occasioned  him. 

There  is  one  thing  very  noticeable  in  women  when  they 
have  once  obtained  the  object  of  their  life — the  sudden 
check  that  is  given  to  the  impulses  of  their  genius  ! — Con¬ 
tent  to  have  found  the  realisation  of  their  chief  hope,  they 
do  not  look  beyond  to  other  but  lesser  objects,  as  they  had 
been  wont  to  do  before.  Hence  we  see  so  many  who,  be¬ 
fore  marriage,  strike  us  with  admiration,  from  the  vivid¬ 
ness  of  their  talents,  and  after  marriage  settle  down  into 
the  mere  machine.  We  wonder  that  we  ever  feared,  while 
we  praised,  the  brilliancy  of  an  intellect,  that  seems  now 
never  to  wander  from  the  limits  of  house  and  hearth.  So 
with  poor  Lucilla ;  her  restless  mind  and  ardent  genius 
had  once  seized  on  every  object  within  their  reach  she 
had  taught  herself  music ;  she  had  learned  the  colourings 
and  lines  of  art ;  not  a  book  came  in  her  way,  but  she 
would  have  sought  to  extract  from  it  a  new  idea.  But  she 
was  now  with  Godolphin,  and  all  other  occupations  for 
thought  were  gone ;  she  had  nothing  beyond  his  love  to 
wish  for,  nothing  beyond  his  character  to  learn.  He  was 
the  circle  of  hope,  and  her  heart  its  centre ;  all  lines  were 
equal  to  that  heart,  so  that  they  touched  him.  It  is  clear 
that  this  devotion  prevented  her,  however,  from  fitting 
herself  to  be  his  companion  ;  she  did  not  seek  to  accom¬ 
plish  herself,  but  to  study  him :  thus,  in  her  extreme  love 
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was  another  reason  why  that  love  was  not  adequately 
returned. 

But  Godolphin  felt  all  the  responsibility  that  he  had 
taken  on  himself.  He  felt  how  utterly  the  happiness  of 
this  poor  and  solitary  child — for  a  child  she  was  in  cha¬ 
racter,  and  almost  in  years — depended  upon  him.  He 
roused  himself,  therefore,  from  his  ordinary  selfishness, 
and  rarely,  if  ever,  gave  way  to  the  irritation  which  she 
unknowingly  but  constantly  kept  alive.  The  balmy  and 
delicious  climate,  the  liquid  serenity  of  the  air,  the  ma¬ 
jestic  repose  with  which  Nature  invested  the  loveliness 
that  surrounded  their  home,  contributed  to  soften  and  calm 
his  mind.  And  he  had  persuaded  Lucilla  to  look  without 
despair  upon  his  occasional  although  short  absences.  Some¬ 
times  he  passed  two  or  three  weeks  at  Rome,  sometimes  at 
Naples  or  Florence.  He  knew  so  well  how  necessary  such 
intervals  of  absence  are  to  the  preservation  of  love,  to  the 
defeat  of  that  satiety  which  creeps  over  us  with  custom, 
that  he  had  resolutely  enforced  it  as  a  necessity,  although 
always  under  the  excuse  of  business — a  plea  that  Lucilla 
could  understand  and  not  resist ;  for  the  word  business 
seemed  to  her  like  destiny — a  call  that,  however  odious, 
we  cannot  disobey.  At  first,  indeed,  she  was  disconsolate 
at  the  absence  only  of  two  days  ;  but  when  she  saw  how 
eagerly  her  lover  returned  to  her,  with  what  a  fresh  charm 
he  listened  to  her  voice  or  her  song,  she  began  to  confess 
that  even  in  the  evil  might  be  good. 

By  degrees  he  accustomed  her  to  longer  intervals ;  and 
Lucilla  relieved  the  dreariness  of  the  time  by  the  thousand 
little  plans  and  surprises  with  which  women  delight  in 
receiving  the  beloved  wanderer  after  absence.  His  de¬ 
parture  was  a  signal  for  a  change  in  the  house,  the  gardens, 
the  arbour ;  and  when  she  was  tired  with  these  occupa¬ 
tions,  she  was  not  forbidden  at  least  to  write  to  him  and 
receive  his  letters.  Daily  intoxication  !  and  men’s  words 
are  so  much  kinder  when  written,  than  they  are  when 
uttered  !  Fortunately  for  Lucilla,  her  early  habits,  and  her 
strange  qualities  of  mind,  rendered  her  independent  of 
companionship,  and  fond  of  solitude. 

Often  Godolphin,  who  could  not  conceive  how  persons 
without  education  could  entertain  themselves,  taking  pity 
on  her  loneliness  and  seclusion,  would  say, 
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“  But  tow,  Lucilla,  have  you  passed  this  long  day  that 
the  lake  t?”  ^  awa^  ^rom  you  ? — among  the  woods  or  on 

And  Lucilla,  delighted  to  recount  to  him  the  history  of 
her  hours,  would  go  over  each  incident,  and  body  forth 
every  thought  that  had  occurred  to  her,  with  a  grave  and 
serious  minuteness  that  evinced  her  capabilities  of  dis¬ 
pensing  with  the  world. 

in  this  manner  they  passed  somewhat  more  than  two 
years  :  and,  in  spite  of  the  human  alloy,  it  was  perhaps  the 
happiest  period  of  Godolphin’s  life,  and  the  one  that  the 
least  disappointed  his  too-exacting  imagination.  Lucilla 
had  had  one  daughter,  but  she  died  a  few  weeks  after 
.  birth.  She  wept  over  the  perished  flower,  but  was  not 
inconsolable  ;  for,  before  its  loss,  she  had  taught  herself  to 
think  no  affliction  could  be  irremediable  that  did  not 
happen  to  Godolphin.  Perhaps  Godolphin  was  the  more 
grieved  of  the  two;  men  of  his  character  are  fond  of  the 
occupation  of  watching  the  growth  of  minds ;  they  put  in 
practice  their  chimeras  of  education.  Happy  child,  to 
have  escaped  an  experiment ! 

It  was  the  eve  before  one  of  Godolphin’s  periodical 
excursions,  and  it  was  Home  that  he  proposed  to  visit; 
Godolphin  had  lingered  about  the  lake  until  the  sun  had 
set ;  and  Lucilla,  grown  impatient,  went  forth  to  seek  him. 
The  day  had  been  sultry,  and  now  a  sombre  and  breathless 
calm  hung  over  the  deepening  eve.  The  pines,  those 
gloomy  children  of  the  forest,  which  shed  something  of 
melancholy  and  somewhat  of  sternness  over  the  brighter 
features  of  an  Italian  landscape,  drooped  heavily  in  the 
breezeless  air.  As  she  came  on  the  border  of  the  lake,  its 
waves  lay  dark  and  voiceless ;  only,  at  intervals,  the  surf, 
fretting  along  the  pebbles,  made  a  low  and  dreary  sound, 
or  from  the  trees  some  lingering  songster  sent  forth  a  shrill 
and  momentary  note,  and  then  again  all  became 

“  An  atmosphere  without  a  breath, 

A  silence  sleeping  there.” 

There  was  a  spot  where  the  trees,  receding  in  a  ring, 
left  some  bare  and  huge  fragments  of  stone  uncovered  by 
verdure.  It  was  the  only  spot  around  that  rich  and  luxu¬ 
riant  scene  that  was  not  in  harmony  with  the  soft  spirit  of 
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the  place :  might  I  indulge  a  fanciful  comparison,  I  should 
say  that  it  was  like  one  desolate  and  grey  remembrance  in 
the  midst  of  a  career  of  pleasure.  On  this  spot  Godolphm 
now  stood  alone,  looking  along  the  still  and  purple  waters 
that  lay  before  him.  Lucilla,  with  a  light  step,  climbed 
the  rugged  stones,  and,  touching  his  shoulder,  reproached 
him  with  a  tender  playfulness  for  his  truancy. 

“Lucilla,”  said  he,  when  peace  was  restored,  “  what  im¬ 
pressions  does  this  dreary  and  prophetic  pause  of  nature, 
before  the  upgathering  of  the  storm,  create  in  you? 
Does  it  not  inspire  you  with  melancholy  or  thought,  or 

fear  ?  ”  . 

“I  see  my  star,”  answered  Lucilla,  pointing  to  a  iar 
and  solitary  orb,  which  hung  islanded  in  a  sea  of  cloud, 
that  swept  slowly  and  blackly  onward  :  I  see  my  stai, 

and  I  think  more  of  that  little  light  than  of  the  darkness 

around  it.”  _  „ 

“But  it  will  presently  be  buried  among  the  clouds, 
said  Godolphin,  smiling  at  that  superstition  which  Lucilla 
had  borrowed  from  her  father. 

“  But  the  clouds  pass  away,  and  the  star  endures.” 

“  You.  are  of  a  sanguine  nature,  my  Lucilla.”  Lucilla 
sighed. 

“Why  that  sigh,  dearest?  ” 

“  Because  I  am  thinking  how  little  even  those  who  love 
us  most,  know  of  us !  I  never  tell  my  disquiet  and 
sorrow.  There  are  times  when  thou  wouldst  not  think  me 
too  warmly  addicted  to  hope !  ” 

“And  what,  poor  idler,  have  you  to  fear  ?  ” 

“  Hast  thou  never  felt  it  possible  that  thou  couldst  love 
me  less  ?  ” 

“  Never !  ” 

Lucilla  raised  her  large  searching  eyes,  and  gazed 
eagerly  on  his  face,  but  in  its  calm  features  and  placid 
brow  she  saw  no  ground  for  augury,  whether  propitious 
or  evil.  She  turned  away. 

“  I  cannot  think,  Lucilla,”  said  Godolphin,  “  that  you 
ever  direct  those  thoughts  of  yours,  wandering  though 
they  be,  to  the  future.  Do  they  ever  extend  to  the  space 
of  some  ten  or  twenty  years  ?  ” 

“  No.  But  one  year  may  contain  the  whole  history  of 
my  future.” 
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As  she  spoke,  the  clouds  gathered  together  round  the 
solitary  star  to  which  Lucilla  had  pointed.  The  storm 
was  at  hand;  they  felt  its  approach,  and  turned  homeward. 

There  is  something  more  than  ordinarily  fearful  in  the 
tempests  that  visit  those  soft  and  garden  climes.  The 
unfrequency  of  such  violent  changes  in  the  mood  of  nature 
serves  to  appal  us  as  with  an  omen  ;  it  is  like  a  sudden  afflic¬ 
tion  in  the  midst  of  happiness — or  a  wound  from  the  hand 
of  one  we  love.  For  the  stroke  for  which  we  are  not  pre¬ 
pared  we  have  rather  despondency  than  resistance. 

As  they  reached  their  home,  the  heavy  rain-drops  began 
to  fall.  They  stood  for  some  minutes  at  the  casement, 
watching  the  coruscations  of  the  lightning  as  it  played 
over  the  black  and  heavy  waters  of  the  lake.  Lucilla 
whom  the  influences  of  nature  always  strangely  and  mys¬ 
teriously  affected,  clung  pale  and  almost  trembling  to 
Godolphin ;  but  even  in  her  fear  there  was  delight  in 
being  so  near  to  him  in  whose  love  alone  she  thought 
there  was  protection.  Oh  !  what  luxury  so  dear  to  a 
woman  as  is  the  sense  of  dependence!  Poor  Lucilla!  it 
was  the  last  evening  she  ever  spent  with  one  whom  she 
worshipped  so  entirely. 

Godolphin  remained  up  longer  than  Lucilla :  when  he 
joined  her  in  her  room,  the  storm  had  ceased  ;  and  he  found 
her  standing  by  the  open  window,  and  gazing  on  the  skies 
that  were  now  bright  and  serene.  Far  in  the  deep  stillness 
of  midnight  crept  the  waters  of  the  lake,  hushed  once 
more  into  silence,  and  reflecting  the  solemn  and  un¬ 
fathomable  stars.  That  chain  of  hills,  which  but  to 
name,  awakens  countless  memories  of  romance,  stretched 
behind — their  blue  and  dim  summits  melting  into  the 
skies,  and  over  one,  higher  than  the  rest,  paused  the  new- 
risen  moon,  silvering  the  first  beneath,  and  farther  down, 
breaking  with  one  long  and  yet  mellower  track  of  light 
over  the  waters  of  the  lake. 

As  Godolphin  approached  he  did  so,  unconsciously,  with 
a  hushed  and  noiseless  step.  There  is  something  in  the 
quiet  of  nature  like  worship ;  it  is  as  if,  from  the  breath¬ 
less  heart  of  Things,  went  up  a  prayer  or  a  homage  to  the 
Arch- Creator.  One  feels  subdued  by  a  stillness  so  utter 
and  so  august;  it  extends  itself  to  our  own  sensations, 
and  deepens  into  an  awe. 
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Both,  then,  looked  on  in  silence,  indulging  it  may  be 
different  thoughts.  At  length,  Lu cilia  said  ^softly  Tell 

me,  hast  thou  really  no  faith  in  my  father  s  creed.  Aie 
the  stars  quite  dumb  ?  Is  there  no  truth  in  their  move¬ 
ments,  no  prophecy  in  their  lustre  ?  ” 

“  My  Lucilla,  reason  and  experience  tell  us  that  the  as¬ 
trologers  nurse  a  dream  that  has  no  reality.” 

“Reason!  well! — Experience! — why,  did  not  thy 
father’s  mortal  illness  hurry  thee  from  home  at  the  very 
time  in  which  mine  foretold  thy  departure  and  its  cause  ? 

I  was  then  but  a  child;  yet  I  shall  never  forget  the 
paleness  of  thy  cheek  when  my  father  uttered  his  pre¬ 
diction.” 

“  I,  too,  was  almost  a  child  then,  Lucilla.” 

“  But  that  prediction  was  verified  ?  ” 

“It  was  so;  but  how  many  did  Volktman  utter  that 
were  never  verified  P  In  true  science  there  are  no  chances 
— no  uncertainties.” 

“  And  my  father,”  said  Lucilla,  unheeding  the  answer, 
“  always  foretold  that  thy  lot  and  mine  were  to  be  en¬ 
twined.” 

“  And  the  prophecy,  perhaps,  disposed  you  to  the 
fact.  You  might  never  have  loved  me,  Lucilla,  if  your 
thoughts  had  not  been  driven  to  dwell  upon  me  by  the 
prediction.” 

“Ray;  I  thought  of  thee  before  I  heard  the  pro¬ 
phecy.” 

“  But  your  father  foretold  me,  dearest — cross  and  dis¬ 
appointment  in  my  love — was  he  not  wrong  ?  am  I  not 
blest  with  you  ?  ” 

Lucilla  threw  herself  into  her  lover’s  arms,  and,  as  she 
kissed  him,  murmured,  “  Ah,  if  I  could  make  thee  happy  !  ” 

The  next  day,  Godolphin  departed  for  Rome.  Lucilla 
Avas  more  dejected  at  his  departure  than  she  had  been  even 
in  his  earliest  absence.  The  winter  was  now  sloAvly  ap¬ 
proaching,  and  the  weather  was  cold  and  dreary.  That 
year  it  was  unusually  rainy  and  tempestuous,  and  as  the 
wild  gusts  howled  around  her  solitary  home — how  solitary 
now  !— or  she  heard  the  big  drops  hurrying  down  on  the 
agitated  lake,  she  shuddered  at  her  own  despondent 
thoughts,  and  dreaded  the  gloom  and  loneliness  of  the 
lengthened  night.  Eor  the  first  time  since  she  had  lived 
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with  Grodolphin  she  turned,  but  disconsolately,  to  the  com¬ 
pany  of  books. 

Works  of  all  sorts  filled  their  home,  hut  the  spell  that 
once  spoke  to  her  from  the  page  was  broken.  If  the 
book  was  not  of  love,  it  possessed  no  interest;' — if  of  love, 
she  thought  the  description  both  tame  and  false.  No  one 
ever  painted  love  so  as  fully  to  satisfy  another: — to  some 
it  is  too  florid — to  some  too  common-place ;  the  god, 
like  other  gods,  has  no  likeness  on  earth,  and  every  wave 
on  which  the  star  of  passion  beams,  breaks  the  lustre 
into  different  refractions  of  light. 

As  one  day  she  was  turning  listlessly  over  some  books 
that  had  been  put  aside  by  Grodolphin  in  a  closet,  and 
hoping  to  find  one  that  contained,  as  sometimes  happened, 
his  comments  or  at  least  his  marks — she  was  somewhat 
startled  to  find  among  them  several  volumes  which  she 
remembered  to  have  belonged  to  her  father.  Grodolphin 
had  bought  them  after  Volktman’s  death,  and  put  them 
by  as  relics  of  his  singular  friend,  and  as  samples  of  the 
laborious  and  self-willed  aberration  of  the  human  intellect. 

Few  among  these  works  could  Lucilla  comprehend,  for 
they  were  chiefly  in  other  tongues  than  the  only  two  with 
which  she  was  acquainted.  But  some,  among  which  were 
manuscripts  by  her  father,  beautifully  written,  and  curi¬ 
ously  ornamented,  (some  of  the  chief  works  on  the  vainer 
sciences  are  only  to  be  found  in  manuscript,)  she  could 
contrive  to  decipher  by  a  little  assistance  from  her  memory, 
in  recalling  the  signs  and  hieroglyphics  which  her  father 
had  often  explained  to  her,  and,  indeed,  caused  her  to  copy 
out  for  him  in  his  calculations.  Always  possessing  an  un¬ 
taxed  and  unquestioned  belief  in  the  astral  powers,  she  now 
took  some  interest  in  reading  of  their  mysteries.  Her 
father,  secretly,  perhaps,  hoping  to  bequeath  his  name  to 
the  gratitude  of  some  future  Hermes,  had  in  his  manu¬ 
scripts  reduced  into  a  system  many  scattered  theories  of 
others,  and  many  dogmas  of  his  own.  Over  these,  for  they 
were  simpler  and  easier  than  the  crabbed  and  mystical 
speculations  in  the  printed  books,  she  more  especially 
pored;  and  she  was  not  sorry  at  finding  fresh  reasons  for 
her  untutored  adoration  of  the  stars  and  apparitions  of  the 
heavens. 

Still,  however,  these  bewildering  researches  made  but  a 
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small  part,  comparatively  speaking,  of  the  occupation  of 
lier  thoughts.  To  write  to,  and  hear  from,  Godolphin  had 
become  to  her  more  necessary  than  ever,  and  her  letters 
were  fuller  and  more  minute  in  their  details  of  love  than 
even  in  the  period  of  their  first  passion.  Wouldst  thou 
know,  if  the  woman  thou  lovest  still  loves  thee,  trust  not 
to  her  spoken  words,  her  present  smiles;  examine  her 
letters  in  absence,  see  if  she  dwells,  as  she  once  did,  upon 
trifles— but  trifles  relating  to  thee.  The  things  which  the 
indifferent  forget  are  among  the  most  treasured  meditations 
of  love. 

But  Lucilla  was  not  satisfied  with  the  letters — frequent 
as  they  were — that  she  received  in  answer ;  they  were  kind, 
affectionate,  but  the  something  was  wanting.  “  The  best 
part  of  beauty  is  that  which  no  picture  can  express.”  That 
which  the  heart  most  asks,  is  that  which  no  words  can 
convey.  Honesty — patriotism — religion — these  have  had 
their  hypocrites  for  life; — but  passion  permits  only  mo¬ 
mentary  dissemblers. 


GODOLPHIN. 


199 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

GODOLPHIN  AT  ROME. — THE  CURE  FOR  A  MORBID  IDEALISM. - 

HIS  EMBARRASSMENT  IN  REGARD  TO  LUCILLA. — THE  REN¬ 
CONTRE  WITH  AN  OLD  FRIEND. — THE  COLOSSEUM. — A 
SURPRISE. 

Godolphin  arrived  at  Rome :  it  was  thronged  with 
English.  Among  them  were  some  whom  he  remembered 
with  esteem  in  England.  He  had  grown  a  little  weary  of 
his  long  solitude,  and  he  entered  with  eagerness  into  the 
society  of  those  who  courted  him.  He  was  still  an  object 
of  great  interest  to  the  idle ;  and  as  men  grow  older,  they 
become  less  able  to  dispense  with  attention.  He  was 
pleased  to  find  his  own  importance,  and  he  tasted  the 
sweets  of  companionship  with  more  gust  than  he  had  yet 
done.  His  talents,  buried  in  obscurity,  and  uncalled  for  by 
the  society  of  Lucilla,  were  now  perpetually  tempted  into 
action,  and  stimulated  by  reward.  It  had  never  before 
appeared  to  him  so  charming  a  thing  to  shine ;  for,  before, 
he  had  been  sated  with  even  that  pleasure.  How,  from 
long  relaxation,  it  had  become  new  ;  vanity  had  recovered 
its  nice  perception.  He  was  no  longer  so  absorbed  as  he 
had  been  by  visionary  images.  He  had  given  his  fancy 
food  in  his  long  solitude,  and  with  its  wild  co-mate ;  and 
being  somewhat  disappointed  in  the  result,  the  living  world 
became  to  him  a  fairer  prospect  than  it  had  seemed  while 
the  world  of  imagination  was  untried.  Hothingmore  con¬ 
firms  the  health  of  the  mind,  than  indulging  its  favourite 
infirmity  to  its  own  cure.  So  Goethe,  in  his  memoirs, 
speaking  of  Werther,  remarks,  that  “the  composition 
of  that  extravagant  work  cured  his  character  of  extra¬ 
vagance.” 

Godolphin  thought  often  of  Lucilla  ;  but  perhaps,  if  the 
truth  of  his  heart  were  known  even  to  himself,  a  certain 
sentiment  of  pain  and  humiliation  was  associated  with  the 
tenderness  of  his  remembrance.  With  her  he  had  led  a 
life,  romantic,  it  is  true,  but  somewhat  effeminate ;  and  he 
thought  now,  surrounded  by  the  gay  and  freshening  tide  of 


200 


GODOLPHIN. 


tile  world,  somewhat  mawkish  in  its  romance.  He  did  not 
experience  a  desire  to  return  to  the  still  lake  and  the 
gloomy  pines  ; — he  felt  that  Lucilla  did  not  suffice  to  make 
his  world.  He  would  have  wished  to  bring  her  to  Rome ; 
to  live  with  her  more  in  public  than  he  had  hitherto  done ; 
to  conjoin,  in  short,  her  society,  with  the  more  recreative 
dissipation  of  the  world  :  but  there  were  many  obstacles  to 
this  plan  in  his  fastidious  imagination.  So  new  to  the 
world,  its  ways,  its  fashions,  so  strange  and  infantine  in  all 
things,  as  Lucilla  was,  he  trembled  to  expose  her  inexpe¬ 
rience  to  the  dangers  that  would  beset  it.  He  knew  that 
his  “friends”  would  pay  very  little  respect  to  her  reserve ; 
and  that  for  one  so  lovely  and  unhackneyed,  the  snares  of 
the  wildest  and  most  subtle  adepts  of  intrigue  would  be  set. 
Godolphin  did  not  undervalue  Lucilla’s  pure  and  devoted 
heart;  but  he  knew  that  the  only  sure  antidote  against  the 
dangers  of  the  world  is  the  knowledge  of  the  world.  There 
was  nothing  in  Lucilla  that  ever  promised  to  attain  that 
knowledge;  her  very  nature  seemed  to  depend  on  her 
ignorance  of  the  nature  of  others.  Joined  to  this  fear  and 
a  confused  sentiment  of  delicacy  towards  her,  a  certain 
remorseful  feeling  in  himself  made  him  dislike  bringing 
their  connexion  immediately  before  the  curious  and  malig¬ 
nant  world :  so  much  had  circumstance,  and  Lucilla’s  own 
self-willed  temper  and  uncalculating  love,  contributed  to 
drive  the  poor  girl  into  his  arms, — and  so  truly  had  he 
chosen  the  generous  not  the  selfish  part,  until  passion  and 
nature  were  exposed  to  a  temptation  that  could  have  been 
withstood  by  none  but  the  adherent  to  sterner  principles 
than  he  (the  creature  of  indolence  and  feeling)  had  ever 
clung  to — that  Godolphin,  viewing  his  habits — his  educa¬ 
tion — his  whole  bias  and  frame  of  mind — the  estimates 
and  customs  of  the  world — may  not,  perhaps,  be  very 
rigidly  judged  for  the  nature  of  his  tie  to  Lucilla.  But  I 
do  not  seek  to  excuse  it,  nor  did  he  wholly  excuse  it  to 
himself.  The  image  of  Yolktman  often  occurred  to  him, 
and  always  in  reproach.  Living  with  Lucilla  in  a  spot  only 
trod  by  Italians,  so  indulgent  to  love,  and  where  the  whisper 
of  shame  could  never  reach  her  ear,  or  awaken  Ms  remorse, 
her  state  did  not,  however,  seem  to  her  or  himself  degraded’ 
and  the  purity  of  her  girlish  mind  almost  forbade  the 
intrusion  of  the  idea,  But  to  bring  her  into  public— 
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among  his  own  countrymen — and  to  feel  that  the  generous 
and  devoted  girl,  now  so  unconscious  of  sin,  would  be 
rated  by  English  eyes  with  the  basest  and  most  abandoned 
of  the  sex, — with  the  glorifiers  in  vice  or  the  hypocrites 
for  money, — this  was  a  thought  which  he  could  not  con¬ 
template,  and  which  he  felt  he  would  rather  pass  his  life  in 
solitude  than  endure.  But  this  very  feeling  gave  an  em¬ 
barrassment  to  his  situation  with  Lucilla,  and  yet  more 
fixedly  combined  her  image  with  that  of  a  wearisome 
seclusion  and  an  eternal  ennui. 

From  the  thought  of  Lucilla,  coupled  with  its  many 
embarrassments,  Godolphin  turned  with  avidity  to  the  easy 
enjoyments  of  life — enjoyments  that  ask  no  care  and  dis¬ 
pense  with  the  trouble  of  reflection. 

But  among  the  visitors  to  Borne,  the  one  whose  sight 
gave  to  Godolphin  the  greatest  pleasure  was  his  old  friend 
Augustus  Saville.  A  decaying  constitution,  and  a  pulmo¬ 
nary  attack  in  especial,  had  driven  the  accomplished  volup¬ 
tuary  to  a  warmer  climate.  The  meeting  of  the  two  friends 
was  quite  characteristic  :  it  was  at  a  soiree  at  an  English 
house.  Saville  had  managed  to  get  up  a  whist-table. 

“  Look,  Saville,  there  is  Godolphin,  your  old  friend!” 
cried  the  host,  who  was  looking  on  the  game,  and  waiting 
to  cut  in. 

“Hist!”  said  Saville;  “don’t  direct  his  attention  to 
me  until  after  the  odd  trick  !  ” 

Notwithstanding  this  coolness  when  a  point  was  in  ques¬ 
tion,  Saville  was  extremely  glad  to  meet  his  former  pupil. 
They  retired  into  a  corner  of  the  room,  and  talked  oyer 
the  world.  Godolphin  hastened  to  turn  the  conversation 
on  Lady  Erpingham. 

“Ah!  ”  said  Saville,  “I  see  from  your  questions,  and 
yet  more  your  tone  of  voice,  that  although  it  is  now 
several  years  since  you  met,  you  still  preserve  the  senti¬ 
ment — the  weakness — Ah  ! — bah  !  ” 

“Pshaw!”  said  Godolphin;  “I  owe  her  revenge,  not 
love.  But  Erpingham  P  Does  she  love  him  ?  He  is 
handsome.” 

“  Erpingham  P  What — you  have  not  heard - ’ 

“  Heard  what  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  nothing  :  but,  pardon  me,  they  wait  for  me  at  the 
card-table,  I  should  like  to  stay  with  you,  but  you  know 
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one  must  not  be  selfish ;  the  table  would  be  broken  up 
without  me.  No  virtue  without  self-sacrifice — eh  P  ” 

“  But  one  moment.  What  is  the  matter  with  the 
Erpinghams  P  have  they  quarrelled  ?  ” 

“  Quarrelled  ? — bah  !  Quarrelled — no  ;  I  dare  say  she 
likes  him  better  now  than  ever  she  did  before.”  And 
Saville  limped  away  to  the  table. 

Godolphin  remained  for  some  time  abstracted  and 
thoughtful.  At  length,  just  as  he  was  going  away, 
Saville,  who,  having  an  unplayable  hand  and  a  bad 
partner,  had  somewhat  lost  his  interest  in  the  game,  looked 
up  and  beckoned  to  him. 

“  Grodolphin,  my  dear  fellow,  I  am  to  escort  a  lady  to 
see  the  lions  to-morrow  ;  a  widow — a  rich  widow ;  hand¬ 
some,  too.  Do,  for  charity’s  sake,  accompany  us,  or  meet 
us  at  the  Colosseum.  How  well  that  sounds — eh  ?  About 
two.” 

Godolphin  refused  at  first,  but  being  pressed,  assented. 

Not  surrounded  by  the  lesser  glories  of  modern  Rome,  but 
girt  with  the  mighty  desolation  of  the  old  city  of  Romulus, 
stands  the  most  wonderful  monument,  perhaps,  in  the 
world,  of  imperial  magnificence — the  Flavian  Amphitheatre, 
to  which,  it  has  been  believed,  the  colossal  statue  of  the 
worst  of  emperoi’s  gave  that  name  (the  Colosseum),  allied 
with  the  least  ennobling  remembrances,  yet  giving  food  to 
the  loftiest  thoughts.  The  least  ennobling  remembrances  ; 
for  what  can  be  more  degrading  than  the  amusements  of 
a  degraded  people,  who  reserved  meekness  for  their  tyrants, 
and  lavished  ferocity  on  their  shows  ?  From  that  of  the 
wild  beast  to  that  of  the  Christian  martyr,  blood  has  been 
the  only  sanctification  of  this  temple  to  the  Arts.  The 
history  of  the  Past  broods  like  an  air  over  those  mighty 
arches ;  but  Memory  can  find  no  reminiscence  worthy  of 
the  spot.  The  amphitheatre  was  not  built  until  history 
had  become  a  record  of  the  vice  and  debasement  of  the 
human  race.  The  Faun  and  the  Dryad  had  deserted  the 
earth ;  no  sweet  superstition,  the  faith  of  the  grotto  and 
the  green  hill,  could  stamp  with  a  delicate  and  undying 
spell  the  labours  of  man.  Nor  could  the  ruder  but  august 
virtues  of  the  heroic  age  give  to  the  tradition  of  the  arch 
and  column  some  stirring  remembrance  or  exalting  thought. 
Not  only  the  warmth  of  fancy,  but  the  greatness  of  soul 
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was  gone  ;  tlie  only  triumph  left  to  genius  was  to  fix  on  its 
page  the  gloomy  vices  which  made  the  annals  of  the  world. 
Tacitus  is  the  Historian  of  the  Colosseum.  But  the  very 
darkness  of  the  past  gives  to  the  thoughts  excited  within 
that  immense  pile  a  lofty  but  mournful  character.  A  sense 
of  vastness,  for  which,  as  we  gaze,  we  cannot  find  words, 
but  which  bequeathes  thoughts  that  our  higher  faculties 
would  not  willingly  forego,  creeps  within  us  as  we  gaze  on 
this  Titan  relic  of  gigantic  crimes  for  ever  passed  away 
from  the  world. 

And  not  only  within  the  scene,  but  around  the  scene, 
what  voices  of  old  float  upon  the  air  !  Yonder  the  trium¬ 
phal  arch  of  Constantine,  its  Corinthian  arcades,  and  the 
history  of  Trajan  sculptured  upon  its  marble ;  the  dark 
and  gloomy  verdure  of  the  Palatine  ;  the  ruins  of  the 
Palace  of  the  Caesars ;  the  mount  of  Pable,  of  Pame,  of 
Luxury,  (the  Three  Epochs  of  Hations  ;)  the  habitation  of 
Saturn ;  the  home  of  Tully ;  the  sight  of  the  Holden 
House  of  Hero !  Look  at  your  feet, — look  around ;  the 
waving  weed,  the  broken  column — Time’s  witness,  and  the 
Earthquake’s.  In  that  contrast  between  grandeur  and 
decay, — in  the  unutterable  and  awful  solemnity  that,  while 
rife  with  the  records  of  past  ages,  is  sad  also  with  their 
ravage,  you  have  felt  the  nature  of  eternity ! 

Through  this  vast  amphitheatre,  and  giving  way  to  such 
meditations,  Hodolphin  passed  on  alone,  the  day  after  his 
meeting  with  Saville ;  and  at  the  hour  he  had  promised 
the  latter  to  seek  him,  he  mounted  the  wooden  staircase 
which  conducts  the  stranger  to  the  wonders  above  the 
arena,  and  by  one  of  the  arches  that  looked  over  the  still 
pines  that  slept  afar  off  in  the  sun  of  noon,  he  saw  a  female 
in  deep  mourning,  whom  Saville  appeared  to  be  address¬ 
ing.  He  joined  them  ;  the  female  turned  round,  and  he 
beheld,  pale  and  saddened,  but  how  glorious  still,  the  face 
of  Constance ! 

To  him  the  interview  was  unexpected,  by  her  foreseen. 
The  colour  flushed  over  her  cheek,  the  voice  sank  inaudible 
within.  But  Hodolphm’s  emotion  was  more  poweiful  and 
uncontrolled  :  violent  tremblings  literally  shook  him  as  he 
stood :  he  gasped  for  breath :  the  sight  of  the  dead  re¬ 
turned  to  earth  would  have  affected  him  less. 

In  this  immense  ruin — in  the  spot  where,  most  of  earth, 
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man  feels  the  insignificance  of  an  individual  life,  or  of  the 
rapid  years  over  which  it  extends,  he  had  encountered, 
suddenly,  the  being  who  had  coloured  all  his  existence. 
He  was  reminded  at  once  of  the  grand  epoch  of  his  life, 
and  of  its  utter  unimportance.  But  these  are  the  thoughts 
that  would  occur  rather  to  us  than  him.  Thought  at  that 
moment  was  an  intolerable  flash  that  burst  on  him  for 
an  instant,  and  then  left  all  in  darkness.  He  clung  to 
the  shattered  corridor  for  support.  Constance  seemed 
touched  and  surprised  by  so  overwhelming  an  emotion,  and 
the  habitual  hypocrisy  in  which  women  are  reared,  and  by 
which  they  learn  to  conceal  the  sentiments  they  experience, 
and  affect  those  they  do  not,  came  to  her  assistance  and 
his  own. 

“It  is  many  years,  Mr.  Godolphin,”  said  she  in  a  col¬ 
lected  but  soft  voice,  “  since  we  met.” 

“Tears!”  repeated  Godolphin,  vaguely;  and  approach¬ 
ing  her  with  a  slow  and  faltering  step.  “  Years !  you 
have  not  numbered  them  !  ” 

Saville  had  retired  a  few  steps  on  Godolphin’s  arrival, 
and  had  watched  with  a  sardonic  yet  indifferent  smile  the 
proof  of  his  friend’s  weakness.  He  now  joined  Godolphin, 
and  said, — 

“You  must  forgive  me,  my  dear  Godolphin,  for  not 
apprising  you  before  of  Lady  Erpingham’s  arrival  at 
Rome.  But  a  delight  is  perhaps  the  greater  for  being 
sudden.” 

The  word  Erpingham  thrilled  displeasingly  through 
Godolphin’s  veins ;  in  some  measure  it  restored  him  to 
himself.  He  bowed  coldly,  and  muttered  a  few  cere¬ 
monious  words ;  and  while  he  was  yet  speaking,  some 
stragglers  that  had  belonged  to  Lady  Erpingham’s  party 
came  up.  Fortunately,  perhaps,  for  the  self-possession  of 
both,  they,  the  once  lovers,  were  separated  from  each  other. 
But  whenever  Constance  turned  her  glance  to  Godolphin, 
she  saw  those  large,  searching,  melancholy  eyes,  whose 
power  she  well  recalled,  fixed  unmovingly  on  her,  as  seek¬ 
ing  to  read  in  her  cheek  the  history  of  the  years  which  had 
ripened  its  beauties — for  another ! 
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CHAPTEK  XXXVI. 

DIALOGUE  BETWEEN  GODOLPHIN  AND  SAVIL1E. — CERTAIN  EVENTS 

EXPLAINED.  - SAVILLE’S  APOLOGY  FOR  A  BAD  HEART  — 

GODOLPHIN’ S  CONFUSED  SENTIMENTS  FOR  LADY  ERPINGHAM. 

“  Good  Heavens  !  Constance  Vernon  once  more  free  !  ” 

“  And  did  you  not  really  know  it  ?  Your  retreat  by  the 
lake  must  have  been  indeed  seclusion.  It  is  seven  months 
since  Lord  Erpingham  died.” 

“  Do  I  dream  ?  ”  murmured  Godolphin,  as  he  strode 
hurriedly  to  and  fro  the  apartment  of  his  friend. 

Saville,  stretched  on  the  sofa,  diverted  himself  with  mix¬ 
ing  snuffs  on  a  little  table  beside  him.  Nothing  is  so 
mournfully  amusing  in  life  as  to  see  what  trifles  the  most 
striking  occurrences  to  us  appear  to  our  friends. 

“But,”  said  Saville,  not  looking  up,  “you  seem  very 
incurious  to  know  how  he  died,  and  where  P  You  must 
learn  that  Erpingham  had  two  ruling  passions — one  for 
horses,  the  other  for  fiddlers.  In  setting  off  for  Italy  he 
expected,  naturally  enough,  to  find  the  latter,  but  he 
thought  he  might  as  well  export  the  former.  He  accord¬ 
ingly  filled  the  vessel  with  quadrupeds,  and  the  second  day 
after  landing  he  diverted  the  tedium  of  a  foreign  clime 
with  a  gentle  ride.  He  met  with  a  fall,  and  was  brought 
home  speechless.  The  loss  of  speech  was  not  of  great 
importance  to  his  acquaintance ;  but  he  died  that  night, 
and  the  loss  of  his  life  was ! — for  he  gave  very  fair  dinners 
— ah, — bah  !  ”  And  Saville  inhaled  the  fragrance  of  a 
new  mixture. 

Saville  had  a  very  pleasant  way  of  telling  a  story,  parti¬ 
cularly  if  it  related  to  a  friend’s  death,  or  some  such  agree¬ 
able  incident.  “Poor  Lady  Erpingham  was  exceedingly 
shocked  ;  and  well  she  might  be,  for  I  don’t  think  weeds 
become  her.  She  came  here  by  slow  stages,  in  order  that 
the  illustrious  Dead  might  chase  away  the  remembrance  of 
the  deceased.” 

“Your  heart  has  not  improved,  Saville.” 
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“  Heart !  What’s  that  ?  0,  a  thing  servant-maids 

have,  and  break  for  John  the  footman.  Heart !  my  dear 
fellow,  you  are  turned  canter,  and  make  use  of  words 
without  meaning.” 

Godolphin  was  not  prepared  for  a  conversation  of  this 
order ;  and  Saville,  in  somewhat  a  more  serious  air,  con¬ 
tinued  :  —  “  Every  person,  G-odolphin,  talks  about  the 
world  !  The  world  !  it  conveys  different  meanings  to  each, 
according  to  the  nature  of  that  circle  which  makes  his 
world.  But  we  all  agree  in  one  thing, — the  worldliness 
of  the  world.  How,  no  man’s  world  is  so  void  of  affection 
as  our’s — the  polished,  the  courtly,  the  great  world  :  the 
higher  the  air,  the  more  pernicious  to  vegetation.  Our 
very  charm,  our  very  fascination,  depends  upon  a  certain 
mockery ;  a  subtile  and  fine  ridicule  on  all  persons  and  all 
things  constitutes  the  essence  of  our  conversation.  Judge 
if  that  tone  be  friendly  to  the  seriousness  of  the  affections. 
Some  poor  dog  among  us  marries,  and  household  plebeian- 
isms  corrupt  the  most  refined.  Custom  attaches  the  crea¬ 
ture  to  his  ugly  wife  and  his  squalling  children  ;  he  grows 
affectionate,  and  becomes  out  of  fashion.  But  we  single 
men,  dear  Go  dolphin,  have  no  one  to  care  for  but  our¬ 
selves  :  the  deaths  that  happen,  unlike  the  ties  that  fall 
from  the  married  man,  do  not  interfere  with  our  domestic 
comforts.  We  miss  no  one  to  make  our  tea,  or  give  us 
our  appetite-pills  before  dinner.  Our  losses  are  not  inti¬ 
mate  and  household.  We  shrug  our  shoulders,  and  are 
not  a  whit  the  worse  for  them.  Thus,  for  want  of  griev¬ 
ing,  and  caring,  and  fretting,  we  are  happy  enough  to 
grow — come,  I  will  use  an  epithet  to  please  you — hard¬ 
hearted  !  W e  congeal  into  philosophy ;  and  are  we  not 
then  wise  in  adopting  this  life  of  isolation  and  indiffer¬ 
ence  ?  ” 

Godolphin,  wrapt  in  reflection,  scarcely  heeded  the 
voluptuary,  but  Saville  continued :  he  had  grown  to  that 
height  in  loneliness,  that  he  even  loved  talking  to  himself. 

“  Yes,  wise  !  Eor  this  world  is  so  filled  with  the  selfish, 
that  he  who  is  not  so  labours  under  a  disadvantage.  Nor 
are  we  the  worse  for  our  apathy.  If  we  jest  at  a  man’s 
misfortune,  we  do  not  do  it  to  his  face.  Why  not  out  of  the 
ill,  which  is  misfortune,  extract  good,  which  is  amusement  p 
Three  men  in  this  room  are  made  cheerful  by  a  jest  at  a 
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broken  leg  in  the  nest :  Is  the  broken  leg  the  worse  for 
it  P  No  ;  but  the  three  men  are  made  merry  by  the  jest : 
Is  the  jest  wicked,  then  ?  Nay,  it  is  a  benevolence.  But 
some  cry,  ‘  Ay,  but  this  habit  of  disregarding  misfortunes 
blunts  your  wills  when  you  have  the  power  to  relieve 
them.’  Believe!  was  ever  such  delusion?  What  can 
we  relieve  in  the  vast  mass  of  human  misfortunes  P  As 
well  might  we  take  a  drop  from  the  ocean,  and  cry,  £  Ha., 
ba !  we  have  lessened  the  sea !  ’  What  are  even  your 
public  charities  ?  what  your  best  institutions  ?  How  few 
of  the  multitude  are  relieved  at  all ;  bow  few  of  that  few 
relieved  permanently !  Men  die,  suffer,  starve  just  as 
.soon,  and  just  as  numerously  ;  these  public  institutions  are 
only  trees  for  the  public  conscience  to  go  to  roost  upon. 
No,  my  dear  fellow,  everything  I  see  in  the  world  says, 
Take  care  of  thyself.  This  is  the  true  moral  of  life ;  every 
one  who  minds  it  gets  on,  thrives,  and  fattens ;  they  vTho 
don’t  come  to  us  to  borrow  money,  if  gentlemen ;  or  fall 
upon  the  parish,  if  plebeians.  T  mind  it,  my  dear  Godol- 
phin  ;  I  have  minded  it  all  my  life ;  I  am  very  contented — 
content  is  the  sign  of  virtue, — ah, — bah!” 

Yes  ;  Constance  was  a  widow.  The  hand  of  her  whom 
Percy  Godolphin  had  loved  so  passionately,  and  whose 
voice  even  now  thrilled  to  his  inmost  heart,  and  awakened 
the  echoes  that  had  slept  for  years,  it  was  once  more 
within  her  power  to  bestow,  and  within  his  to  demand. 
What  a  host  of  emotions  this  thought  gave  birth  to  !  Like 
the  coming  of  the  Hindoo  god,  she  had  appeared,  and  lo, 
there  was  a  new  world!  “And  her  look,”  he  thought, 
“  was  kind,  her  voice  full  of  a  gentle  promise,  her  agitation 
was  visible.  She  loves  me  still.  Shall  I  fly  to  her  feet  ? 
Shall  I  press  for  hope  ?  And,  oh  !  what,  what  happiness  ! 

■ - but  Imcilla  !  ” 

This  recollection  was  indeed  a  barrier  that  never  failed 
to  present  itself  to  every  prospect  of  hope  and  joy  which 
the  image  of  Constance  coloured  and  called  forth.  Even 
for  the  object  of  his  first  love,  could  he  desert  one  who  had 
forsaken  all  for  him,  whose  life  was  wrapt  up  in  his 
affection  ?  The  very  coolness  with  which  he  was  sensible 
he  had  returned  the  attachment  of  this  poor  girl,  made 
him  more  alive  to  the  duties  he  owed  her.  If  not  bound  to 
her  by  marriage,  he  considered  with  a  generosity — barely, 
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in  truth,  but  justice,  yet  how  rare  in  the  world — that  the 
tie  between  them  was  sacred,  that  only  death  could  dissolve 
it.  And  now  that  tie  was,  perhaps,  all  that  held  him  from 
attaining  the  dream  of  his  past  life. 

Absorbed  in  these  ideas,  Godolphin  contrived  to  let 
Saville’s  unsympathising  discourse  glide  unheeded  along, 
without  reflecting  its  images  on  the  sense,  until  the  name 
of  Lady  Erpingham  again  awakened  his  attention. 

“You  are  going  to  her  this  evening,”  said  Saville; 
“  and  you  may  thank  me  for  that ;  for  I  asked  you  if  you 
were  thither  bound  in  her  hearing,  in  order  to  force  her 
into  granting  you  an  invitation.  She  only  sees  her  most 
intimate  friends — you,  me,  and  Lady  Charlotte  Deerham. 
Widows  are  shy  of  acquaintance  during  their  first  affliction. 
I  always  manage,  however,  to  be  among  the  admitted — 
caustic  is  good  for  some  wounds.” 

“  Nay,”  said  Godolphin,  smiling,  “  it  is  your  friendly 
disposition  that  makes  them  sure  of  sympathy.” 

“You  have  hit  it.  But,”  continued  Saville,  “do  you 
think  Madame  likely  to  marry  again,  or  shall  you  yourself 
adventure  ?  Erpingham  has  left  her  nearly  his  whole 
fortune.” 

Irritated  and  impatient  at  Saville’s  tone,  Godolphin  rose. 
“  Between  you  and  me,”  said  Saville,  in  wishing  him  good¬ 
bye,  “  I  don’t  think  she  will  ever  marry  again.  Lady 
Erpingham  is  fond  of  power  and  liberty ;  even  the  you  rig 
Godolphin — and  you  are  not  so  handsome  as  you  were — - 
will  find  it  a  hopeless  suit.” 

“  Pshaw  !  ”  muttered  Godolphin,  as  he  departed.  But 
the  last  words  of  Saville  had  created  a  new  feeling  in  his 
breast.  It  was  then  possible,  nay,  highly  probable,  that  he 
might  have  spared  himself  the  contest  he  had  undergone, 
and  that  the  choice  between  Lucilla  and  Constance  might 
never  be  permitted  him.  “  At  all  events,”  said  he,  almost 
aloud,  “  I  will  see  if  this  conjecture  be  true  :  if  Constance, 
yet  remembering  our  early  love,  yet  feeling  for  the  years 
of  secret  pining  which  her  ambition  bequeathed  me,  should 
appear  willing  to  grant  me  the  atonement  fate  has  placed 
within  her  power,  then,  then,  it  will  be  time  for  this  self- 
sacrifice.” 

The  social  relations  of  the  ses  often  make  men  villanous 
■ — they  more  often  make  them  weak. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

AN  EVENING  WITH  CONSTANCE. 

Constance’s  heart  was  in  her  eyes  when  she  saw  Godol- 
phin  that  evening.  She  had,  it  is  true,  as  Saville  observed, 
been  compelled  by  common  courtesy  to  invite  him ;  and 
although  there  was  an  embarrassment  in  their  meeting, 
who  shall  imagine  that  it  did  not  bring  to  Constance  more 
of  pleasure  than  pain  ?  She  had  been  deeply  shocked  by 
Lord  Erpingham’s  sudden  death  :  they  had  not  been  con¬ 
genial  minds,  but  the  great  have  an  advantage  denied  to 
the  less  wealthy  orders.  Among  the  former,  a  husband 
and  wife  need  not  weary  each  other  with  constant  com¬ 
panionships  ;  different  establishments,  different  hours, 
different  pursuits,  allow  them  to  pass  life  in  great  measure 
apart,  so  that  there  is  no  necessity  for  hatred,  and  indiffer¬ 
ence  is  the  coldest  feeling  which  custom  induces. 

Still  in  the  prime  0f  youth,  and  at  the  zenith  of  her 
beauty,  Constance  was  now  independent.  She  was  in  the 
enjoyment  of  the  wealth  and  rank  her  early  habits  of 
thought  had  deemed  indispensable,  and  she  now  for  the 
first  time  possessed  the  power  of  sharing  them  with  whom 
she  pleased.  At  this  thought  how  naturally  her  heart  flew 
back  to  Godolphin  !  And  while  she  now  gazed,  although 
by  stealth,  at  his  countenance,  as  he  sat  at  a  little  distance 
from  her,  and  in  his  turn  watched  for  the  tokens  of  past 
remembrance,  she  was  deeply  touched  by  the  change  (light 
as  it  seemed  to  others)  which  years  had  brought  to  him  ; 
and  in  recalling  the  emotion  he  had  testified  at  meeting  her, 
she  suffered  her  heart  to  soften,  while  it  reproached  her 
in  whispering,  “  Thou  art  the  cause  !  ” — All  the  fire — the 
ardour  of  a  character  not  then  confirmed,  which,  when  she 
last  saw  him,  spoke  in  his  eye  and  mien,  were  gone  for 
ever.  The  irregular  brilliancy  of  his  conversation — the 
earnestness  of  his  air  and  gesture,  were  replaced  by  a  calm, 
an  even,  and  melancholy  composure.  His  forehead  was 
stamped  with  the  lines  of  thought ;  and  the  hair,  grown 
thinner  towards  the  temples,  no  longer  concealed  by  its 
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luxuriance  the  pale  expanse  of  liis  brow.  The  air  of  deli¬ 
cate  health  which  had  at  first  interested  her  in  his  appear¬ 
ance,  still  lingered,  and  gave  its  wonted  and  ineffable  charm 
to  his  low  voice,  and  the  gentle  expression  of  his  eyes.  By 
degrees,  the  conversation,  at  first  partial  and  scattered, 
became  more  general.  Constance  and  Godolphin  were 
drawn  into  it. 

“  It  is  impossible,”  said  Godolphin,  “  to  compare  life  in 
a  southern  climate  with  that  which  we  lead  in  colder 
countries.  There  is  an  indolence,  a  laissez  oiler ,  a  philo¬ 
sophical  insouciance,  produced  by  living  under  these  warm 
suns,  and  apart  from  the  ambition  of  the  objects  of  our 
own  nation,  which  produce  at  last  a  state  of  mind  that 
divides  us  for  ever  from  our  countrymen.  It  is  like  living 
amidst  perpetual  music — a  different  kind  of  life — a  soft, 
lazy,  voluptuous  romance  of  feeling,  that  indisposes  us  to 
action— almost  to  motion.  So  far  from  a  sojourn  in  Italy 
being  friendly  to  the  growth  of  ambition,  it  nips  and  almost 
destroys  the  germ.” 

“  In  fact,  it  leaves  us  fit  for  nothing  but  love,”  said 
Saville  ;  an  occupation  that  levels  us  with  the  silliest  part 
of  our  species.” 

“  Bools  cannot  love,”  did  Lady  Charlotte. 

“  Pardon  me,  love  and  folly  are  synonymous  in  more 
languages  than  the  Brench,”  answered  Saville. 

“  In  truth,”  said  Godolphin,  “  the  love  which  you  both 
allude  to  is  not  worth  disputing  about.” 

“What  love’ is  ?  ”  asked  Saville. 

“  Birst  love,”  cried  Lady  Charlotte  ;  “  is  it  not  Mr 
Godolphin?  ” 

Godolphin  changed  colour,  and  his  eyes  met  those  of 
Constance.  She  too  sighed  and  looked  down  : — Godolphin 
remained  silent. 

“  Nay,  Mr.  Godolphin,  answer  me,”  said  Lady  Charlotte- 
“  I  appeal  to  you  !  ” 

“Birst  love,  then,”  said  Godolphin,  endeavouring  to 
speak  composedly,  “  has  this  advantage  over  others— it  is 
usually  disappointed,  and  regret  for  ever  keeps  it  alive.” 

The  tone  of  his  voice  struck  Constance  to  the  heart. 
Nor  did  she  speak  again— save  with  visible  effort— during- 
the  rest  of  the  evening. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

Constance’s  undiminished  love  for  godolphin. — her  re¬ 
morse  AND  HER  HOPE. - THE  CAPITOL. - THE  DIFFERENT 

THOUGHTS  ©F  GODOLPHIN  AND  CONSTANCE  AT  THE  VIEW. _ 

THE  TENDER  EXPRESSIONS  OF  CONSTANCE. 

All  that  Constance  heard  from  others  of  Godolphin’ s 
life  since  they  parted,  increased  her  long-nursed  interest  in 
his  fate.  His  desultory  habits,  his  long  absence  from  cities, 
which  were  understood  to  be  passed  in  utter  and  obscure 
solitude,  (for  the  partner  of  the  solitude  and  its  exact  spot 
were  not  known,)  she  coupled  with  the  quiet  melancholy 
in  his  -  aspect,  with  his  half-reproachful  glances  towards 
herself,  and  with  the  emotions  which  he  had  given  vent  to 
in  their  conversation.  And  of  this  objectless  and  unsatis¬ 
factory  life  she  was  led  to  consider  herself  the  cause.  With 
a  hitter  pang  she  recalled  his  early  words,  when  he  said, 
“  My  future  is  in  your  hands  ;  ”  and  she  contrasted  his 
vivid  energies — his  cultivated  mind — his  high  talents — 
with  the  life  which  had  rendered  them  all  so  idle  to  others 
and  unprofitable  to  himself.  Pew,  very  few,  know  how 
powerfully  the  sentiment  that  another’s  happiness  is  at  her 
control  speaks  to  a  woman’s  heart.  Accustomed  to  de¬ 
pendence  herself,  the  feeling  that  another  depends  on  her 
is  the  most  soothing  aliment  to  her  pride.  This  makes  a 
main  cause  of  her  love  to  her  children ;  they  would  be  in¬ 
comparably  less  dear  to  her  if  they  were  made  independent 
of  her  cares.  And  years,  which  had  brought  the  young- 
countess  acquainted  with  the  nothingness  of  the  world,  had 
softened  and  deepened  the  sources  of  her  affections,  in  pro¬ 
portion  as  they  had  checked  those  of  her  ambition.  She 
could  not,  she  did  not,  seek  to  disguise  from  herself  that 
Godolphin  yet  loved  her;  she  anticipated  the  hour  when 
he  would  avow  that  love,  and  when  she  might  be  permitted 
to  atone  for  all  of  disappointment  that  her  former  rejection 
might  have  brought  to  him.  She  felt,  too,  that  it  would 
be  a  noble  as  well  as  delightful  task,  to  awaken  an  intel¬ 
lect  so  brilliant  to  the  natural  objects  of  its  display;  to  call 
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fortli  into  active  life  bis  teeming  thought,  and  the  rich 
eloquence  with  which  he  could  convey  it.  Nor  in  this  hope 
were  her  more  selfish  designs,  her  political  schemings,  and 
her  desire  of  sway  over  those  whom  she  loved  to  humble, 
forgotten  ;  but  they  made,  however, — to  be  just, — a  small 
part  of  her  meditations.  Her  hopes  were  chiefly  of  a  more 
generous  order — “I  refused  thee,”  she  thought,  “  when  I 
was  poor  and  dependent — now  that  I  have  wealth  and 
rank,  how  gladly  will  I  yield  them  to  thy  bidding  !  ” 

But  Godolphin,  as  if  unconscious  of  this  favourable  bias 
of  her  inclinations,  did  not  warm  from  bis  reserve.  On 
the  contrary,  his  first  abstraction,  and  his  first  agitation, 
had  both  subsided  into  a  distant  and  cool  self-possession. 
They  met  often,  but  he  avoided  all  nearer  or  less  general 
communication.  She  saw,  however,  that  his  eyes  were 
constantly  in  search  of  her,  and  that  a  slight  trembling  in 
his  voice  when  he  addressed  her,  belied  the  calmness  of  his 
manner.  Sometimes,  too,  a  word,  or  a  touch  from  her, 
would  awaken  the  ill- concealed  emotions — his  lips  seemed 
about  to  own  the  triumph  of  her  and  of  the  past ;  but,  as 
if  by  a  violent  effort,  they  were  again  sealed  ;  and  not  un- 
often,  evidently  unwilling  to  trust  his  self-command,  he 
would  abruptly  depart.  In  short,  Constance  perceived 
that  a  strange  embarrassment,  the  causes  of  which  she 
could  not  divine,  hung  about  him,  and  that  his  conduct 
was  regulated  by  some  secret  motive,  which  did  not  spring 
from  the  circumstances  that  had  occurred  between  them. 
For  it  was  evident  that  he  was  not  -withheld  by  any  resent¬ 
ment  towards  her  from  her  former  rejection  :  even  his 
looks,  his  words,  had  betrayed  that  he  had  done  more  than 
forgive.  Lady  Charlotte  Deerham  had  heard  from  Saville 
of  their  former  attachment :  she  was  a  woman  of  the 
world,  and  thought  it  but  common  delicacy  to  give  them 
all  occasion  to  renew  it.  She  always,  therefore,  took  occa¬ 
sion  to  retire  from  the  immediate  vicinity  of  Constance 
whenever  Godolphin  approached,  and,  as  if  by  accident,  to 
leave  them  the  opportunity  to  be  sufficiently  alone.  This 
was  a  danger  that  Godolphin  had,  however,  hitherto 
avoided.  One  day  fate  counteracted  prudence,  and  a  con¬ 
ference  ensued,  which  perplexed  Constance  and  tried 
severely  the  resolution  of  Godolphin. 

They  went  together  to  the  Capitol,  from  whose  height  is 
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beheld,  perhaps,  the  most  imposing  landscape  in  the  world. 
It  was  a  sight  pre-eminently  calculated  to  arouse  and 
inspire  the  ambitious  and  working  mind  of  the  young 
countess. 

“Do  you  think,”  said  she  to  Godolphin,  who  stood 
beside  her,  “that  there  lives  any  one  who  could  behold 
these  countless  monuments  of  eternal  glory,  and  not  sigh 
to  recall  the  triteness,  or  rather  burn  to  rise  from  the  level, 
of  our  ordinary  life  ?  ” 

“  Nay,”  said  Godolphin,  “  to  you  the  view  may  be  an 
inspiration,  to  others  a  warning.  The  arch  and  the  ruin 
you  survey,  speak  of  change  yet  more  eloquently  than 
glory.  Look  on  the  spot  where  once  was  the  temple  of 
Romulus  : — there  stands  the  little  church  of  an  obscure 
saint.  Just  below  you  is  the  Tarpeian  Rock  :  we  cannot 
see  it ;  it  is  hidden  from  us  by  a  crowd  of  miserable 
houses.  Along  the  ancient  plain  of  the  Campus  Martins 
behold  the  numberless  spires  of  a  new  religion,  and  the 
palaces  of  a  modern  race  !  Amidst  them  you  see  the  tri¬ 
umphal  columns  of  Trajan  and  Marcus  Antoninus ;  but 
whose  are  the  figures  that  crown  their  summits  ?  St. 
Peter’s  and  St.  Paul’s!  And  this  awful  wilderness  of 
men’s  labour  ; — this  scene  and  token  of  human  revolutions 
— inspires  you  with  a  love  of  glory;  to  me  it  proves  its 
nothingness.  An  irresistible  —  a  crushing  sense  of  the 
littleness  and  brief  life  of  our  most  ardent  and  sagacious 
achievements,  seems  to  me  to  float  like  a  voice  over  the 
place !  ” 

“And  are  you  still,  then,”  said  Constance,  with  a  half 
sigh,  “  dead  to  all  but  the  enjoyment  of  the  present 
moment  ?  ” 

“  No,”  replied  Godolphin,  in  a  low  and  trembling  voice  : 
“  I  am  not  dead  to  the  regret  of  the  past !  ” 

Constance  blushed  deeply  ;  but  Godolphin,  as  if  feclijjg 
he  had  committed  himself  too  far,  continued  in  a  hurrigd 
tone: — •“  Let  us  turn  our  eyes,”  said  he,  “yonder  among 
the  olive  groves.  There — 

“  Far  from  the  madding  crowd’s  ignoble  strife,” 

were  the  summer  retreats  of  Rome’s  brightest  and  most 
enduring  spirits.  There,  was  the  retirement  of  Horace  and 
Maecenas :  there,  Brutus  forgot  his  harsher  genius ;  and 
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there,  the  inscrutable  and  profound  Augustus  indulged  in 
those  graceful  relaxations  —  those  sacrifices  to  wit,  and 
poetry,  and  wisdom,  which  have  made  us  do  so  unwilling 
and  reserved  a  justice  to  the  crimes  of  his  earlier  and  the 
hypocrisy  of  his  later  years.  Here,  again,  is  a  reproach  to 
your  ambition,”  added  Grodolphin,  smiling  ;  “his  ambition 
made  Augustus  odious ;  his  occasional  forgetfulness  of  am¬ 
bition  alone  redeems  him.” 

“  And  what,  then,”  said  Constance,  “  would  you  con¬ 
sider  inactivity  the  happiest  life  for  one  sensible  of  talents 
higher  than  the  common  standard  ?  ” 

Hay,  let  those  talents  be  devoted  to  the  discovery  of 
pleasures,  not  the  search  after  labours;  the  higher  our 
talents,  the  keener  our  perceptions ;  the  keener  our  per¬ 
ceptions,  the  more  intense  our  capacities  for  pleasure  :  * — 
let  pleasure,  then,  be  our  object.  Let  us  find  out  what  is 
best  fitted  to  give  our  peculiar  tastes  gratification,  and, 
having  found  out,  steadily  pursue  it.” 

Out  on  you!  it  is  a  selfish,  an  ignoble  system,”  said 
Constance.  “You  smile — well,  I  may  be  unpliilosophical, 
1  do  not  deny  it.  But,  give  me  one  hour  of  glory,  rather 
than  a  life  of  luxurious  indolence.  Oh,  would,”  added 
Constance,  kindling  as  she  spoke,  “that  you — you,  Mr. 
Grodolphin,  with  an  intellect  so  formed  for  high  accom¬ 
plishment  with  all  the  weapons  and  energies  of  life  at 
youi  command,  would  that  you  could  awaken  to  a  more 
worthy  estimate— pardon  me— of  the  uses  of  exertion  ! 
ourely,  surely,  you  must  be  sensible  of  the  calls  that  your 
country,  that  mankind,  have  at  this  epoch  of  the  world, 
upon  all— all,  especially,  possessing  your  advantages  and 
powers.  Can  we  pierce  one  inch  beyond  the  surface  of 
society,  and  not  see  that  great  events  are  hastening  to  their 
birth  f  TV  ill  you  let  those  inferior  to  yourself  hurry  on 
before  you,  and  sit  inactive  while  they  win  the  reward  ? 
Will  you  have  no  share  in  the  bright  drama  that  is  already 
prepared  behind  the  dark  curtain  of  fate,  and  which  will 
have  a  world  for  its  spectators?  Ah,  how  rejoiced,  how 
elated  with  myself  I  should  feel,  if  I  could  win  over  one 
like  you  to  the  great  cause  of  honourable  exertion!  ” 

For  one  instant  Grodolphin’s  eye  sparkled,  and  his  pale 

*  I  suppose  Godolpliiu  by  the  word  pleasure  rather  signifies  happiness. 
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cheek  burned — but  tbe  transient  emotion  faded  away,  as 
be  answered — 

“  Eight  years  ago,  when  she  who  spoke  to  me  was  Con¬ 
stance  Vernon,  her  wish  might  have  moulded  me  accord¬ 
ing  to  her  will.  Now,”  and  he  struggled  with  emotion, 
and  turned  away  his  face, — “  now  it  is  too  late  ! 

Constance  was  smitten  to  the  heart.  She  laid  her  hand 
gently  on  his  arm,  and  said,  in  a  sweet  and  soothing  tone, 
“  No,  Percy,  not  too  late  !  ” 

At  that  instant,  and  before  Grodolphin  could  reply,  they 
were  joined  by  Saville  and  Lady  Charlotte  Deerham. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

LUCILLA’s  LETTER. — THE  EFFECT  IT  PRODUCES  ON  GODOLPHIN. 

The  short  conversation  recorded  in  the  last  chapter 
could  not  but  show  to  Grodolphin  the  dangerous  ground  on 
which  his  fidelity,  to  Lucilla  rested.  Never  before, — no 
not  m  the  young  time  of  their  first  passion,  had  Constance 
seemed  to  him  so  lovely  or  so  worthy  of  love.  Her  man¬ 
ners  now  were  so  much  more  soft  and  unreserved  than  they 
had  necessarily  been  at  a  period  when  Constance  had  re¬ 
solved  not  to  listen  to  his  addresses  or  her  own  heart,  that 
the  only  part  of  her  character  that  had  ever  repulsed  his 
pude,  or  offended  his  tastes,  seemed  vanished  for  ever  A 
more  subdued  and  gentle  spirit  had  descended  on  her  sur¬ 
passing  beauty  and  the  change  was  of  an  order  that  Percy 
Lroclolphin  could  especially  appreciate.  And  the  world,  for 
which  he  owned  reluctantly  that  she  yet  lived  too  much, 
had,  nevertheless,  seemed  rather  to  enlarge  and  animate 
the  natural  nobleness  of  her  mind,  than  to  fritter  it  down 
to  the  standard  of  its  common  votaries.  When  she  spoke 
he  delighted  m,  even  while  he  dissented  from,  the  hio-h 
and  bold  views  which  she  conceived.  He  loved  her  indig¬ 
nation  of  all  that  was  mean  and  low— her  passion  for  all 
that  was  darmg  and  exalted.  Never  was  he  cast  down 
10m  the  height  of  the  imaginative  part  of  his  love,  by 

desAp?  "T  Hier  JT  °ne  pett^  Passion>  or  one  sordid 
esne,  much  about  her  was  erroneous,  but  all  was  lofty 

error-  And  the  Tears  that  had 
divided  them  had  only  taught  him  to  feel  more  deeply  how 

j'6  JaS  “r  of  h®r  character,  and  how  impossible  it 
was  ever  to  behold  her  like.  All  the  sentiments,  faculties 

d^rm1CT  WlllCH’  'u  u1  •  affecti(m  for  Lucilla,  had  remained 
dormant,  were  excited  into  full  play  the  moment  he  was  iu 

the  presence  of  Constance.  She  engrossed  no  petty  por- 

hk  ,7  1  6  Ade^anded  and.  obtained  the  whole  empire-of 
his  sou!  And  against  this  empire  he  had  now  to  contend  t 
Torn  as  he  was  by  a  thousand  conflicting  emotions,  a  letter 
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from  Lucilla  was  suddenly  put  into  his  hands  ;  its  contents 
were  as  follows  : — 

LUCILLA’ S  LETTER. 

“  Thy  last  letter,  my  love,  was  so  short  and  hurried,  that 
it  has  not  cost  me  my  nsnal  pains  to  learn  it  by  heart ;  nor 
(shall  I  tell  the  truth?)  have  I  been  so  eager  as  I  once 
was  to  commit  all  thy  words  to  my  memory.  Why,  I 
know  not,  and  will  guess  not, — but  there  is  something  in 
thy  letters  since  we  parted  that  chills  me ; — they  throw 
back  my  heart  npon  itself.  I  tear  open  the  seal  with  so 
much  eagerness — thou  wouldst  smile  if  thou  couldst  see 
me ;  and  when  I  discover  how  few  are  the  words  upon 
tvhich  I  am  to  live  for  many  days,  I  feel  sick  and  disap¬ 
pointed,  and  lay  down  the  letter.  Then  I  chide  myself, 
and  say,  ‘  At  least  these  few  words  will  be  kind  !  ’ — and  I 
spell  them  one  by  one,  not  to  hurry  over  my  only  solace. 
Alas  !  before  I  arrive  at  the  end,  I  am  blinded  by  my 
tears  ;  my  love  for  thee,  so  bounding  and  full  of  life,  seems 
frozen  and  arrested  at  every  line.  And  then  I  lie  down 
for  very  weariness,  and  wish  to  die.  O  Gfod,  if  the  time 
has  come  which  I  have  always  dreaded — if  thou  shouldst 
no  longer  love  me  ! — And  how  reasonable  this  fear  is  !  For 
what  am  I  to  thee  ?  How  often  dost  thou  complain  that 
I  can  understand  thee  not — how  often  dost  thou  imply  that 
there  is  much  of  thy  nature  which  I  am  incapable— un¬ 
worthy — to  learn  !  If  this  be  so,  how  natural  is  it  to  dread 
that  thou  wilt  find  others  whom  thou  wilt  fancy  more  con¬ 
genial  to  thee,  and  that  absence  will  only  remind  thee  more 
of  my  imperfections ! 

“And  yet  I  think  that  I  have  read  thee  to  the  letter;  I 
think  that  my  love,  which  is  always  following  thee,  always 
watching  thee,  always  conjecturing  thy  wishes,  must  have 
penetrated  into  every  secret  of  thy  heart :  only  I  want 
words  to  express  what  I  feel,  and  thou  layest  the  blame 
upon  the  want  of  feeling !  I  know  how  untutored,  how 
ignorant,  I  must  seem  to  thee ;  and  sometimes — and  lately 
very  often — I  reproach  myself  that  I  have  not  more  dili¬ 
gently  sought  to  make  myself  a  worthier  companion  to 
thee.  I  think  if  I  had  the  same  means  as  others,  I  should 
acquire  the  same  facility  of  expressing  my  thoughts  ;  and 
my  thoughts  thou  couldst  never  blame,  for  I  know  that 
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they  are  full  of  a  love  to  thee  which — no — not  the  wisest — 
the  most  brilliant — whom  thou  mayest  see  could  equal  even 
in  imagination.  But  I  have  sought  to  mend  this  deficiency 
since  we  parted ;  and  I  have  looked  into  all  the  books  thou 
hast  loved  to  read,  and  I  fancy  that  I  have  imbibed  now  the 
same  ideas  which  pleased  thee,  and  in  which  once  thou 
imaginedst  I  could  not  sympathise.  Yet  how  mistaken 
thou  hast  been !  I  see,  by  the  marks  thou  hast  placed  on 
the  page,  the  sentiments  that  more  especially  charm  thee  ; 
and  I  know  that  I  have  felt  them  much,  oh  !  how  much 
more  deeply  and  vividly  than  they  are  there  expressed  — 
only  they  seem  to  me  to  have  no  language  : — methinks  that 
I  have  learned  the  language  now.  And  I  have  taught 
myself  songs  thon  wilt  love  to  hear  when  thou  returnedst 
home  to  me ;  and  I  have  practised  music,  and  I  think — 
nay,  I  am  sure,  that  time  will  not  pass  so  heavily  with  thee 
as  when  thou  wast  last  here. 

“  And  when  shall  I  see  thee  again  p — forgive  me  if  I  press 
thee  to  return.  Thou  hast  stayed  away  longer  than  thou 
hast  been  wont,  but  that  I  would  not  heed ;  it  is  not  the 
number  of  days,  but  the  sensations  with  which  I  have 
counted  them,  that  make  me  pine  for  thy  beloved  voice, 
and  long  once  more  to  behold  thee.  Never  before  did  I  so 
feel  thy  absence,  never  before  was  I  so  utterly  wretched. 
A  secret  voice  whispers  me  that  we  are  parted  for  ever.  I 
cannot  withstand  the  omens  of  my  own  heart.  When  my 
pooi- father  lived,  I  did  not,  child  as  I  was,  partake  of  those 
sentiments  with  which  he  was  wont  to  say  the  stars  in¬ 
spired  us.  I  could  not  see  in  them  the  boders  of  fear  and 
the  preachers  of  sad  tidings  ;  they  seemed  to  me  only  full 
of  serenity  and  tenderness,  and  the  promise  of  enduring 
love  !  And  ever  when  I  looked  on  them,  I  thought  of 
thee ;  and  thy  image  to  me  then,  as  thou  knowest  it  was 
from  childhood,  was  bright  with  unimaginable  but  never 
melancholy  spells.  But  now,  although  I  love  thee  so  far 
more  powerfully,  I  cannot  divest  the  thoughts  of  thee  from 
a  certain  sadness  ;  and  so  the  stars,  which  are  like  thee, 
which  are  full  of  thee,  have  a  sadness  also  !  And  this,  the 
bed,  where  every  morning  I  stretch  my  arms  for  thee, 
and  find  thee  not,  and  have  yet  to  live  through  the  day,  and 
on  which  I  now  write  this  letter  to  thee — for  I,  who  used 
to  rise  with  the  sun,  am  now  too  dispirited  not  to  endeavour 
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to  cheat  the  weary  day — I  have  made  them  place  nearer  to 
the  window  ;  and  I  look  out  upon  the  still  skies  every 
night,  and  have  made  a  friend  of  every  star  I  see.  I  ques¬ 
tion  it  of  thyself,  and  wonder,  when  thou  lookest  at  it,  if 
thou  hast  any  thought  of  me  !  I  love  to  look  upon  the 
heavens  much  more  than  upon  the  earth ;  for  the  trees, 
and  the  waters  and  the  hills  around,  thou  canst  not  behold; 
but  the  same  heaven  which  I  survey  is  above  thee  also ; 
and  this,  our  common  companion,  seems  in  some  measure  to 
unite  us.  And  I  have  thought  over  my  father’s  lore,  and 
have  tried  to  learn  it ;  nay,  thou  mayest  smile,  but  it  is  thy 
absence  that  has  taught  me  superstition. 

“  But  tell  me,  dearest,  kindest,  tell  me  when — oh,  when 
wilt  thou  return  ?  Return  only  this  once — if  but  for  a  day, 
and  I  will  never  persecute  thee  again.  Truant  as  thou  art, 
thou  shalt  have  full  liberty  for  life.  But  I  cannot  tell  thee 
how  sad  and  heavy  I  am  grown,  and  every  hour  knocks  at 
my  heart  like  a  knell !  Come  hack  to  thy  poor  Lucilla — if 
only  to  see  what  joy  is  !  Come — I  know  thou  wilt !  But 
should  anything  I  do  not  foresee  detain  thee,  fix  at  least 
the  day — nay,  if  possible,  the  hour — when  we  shall  meet, 
and  let  the  letter  which  conveys  such  happy  tidings  be 
long,  and  kind,  and  full  of  thee,  as  thy  letters  once  were. 
I  know  I  weary  thee,  but  I  cannot  help  it.  I  am  weak,  and 
dejected,  and  cast  down,  and  have  only  heart  enough  to 
pray  for  thy  return.” 

“You  have  conquered — you  have  conquered,  Lucilla!” 
said  Cfodolphin,  as  he  kissed  this  wild  and  reproachful, 
letter,  and  thrust  it  into  his  bosom ;  “  and  I — I  will  be 
wretched  rather  than  you  shall  be  so  !  ” 

His  heart  rebuked  him  even  for  that  last  sentence.  This 
pure  and  devoted  attachment,  was  it  indeed  an  unhappiness 
to  obtain,  and  a  sacrifice  to  return  !  Stung  by  his  thoughts, 
and  impatient  of  rest,  he  hurried  into  the  air ; — he  tra¬ 
versed  the  city  ;  he  passed  St.  Sebastian’s  gate,  gained  the 
Appia  Yia,  and  saw,  lone  and  sombre,  as  of  old— the  house 
of  the  departed  Volktman.  He  had  half  unconsciously 
sought  that  direction,  in  order  to  strengthen  his  purpose, 
and  sustain  his  conscience  in  its  right  path.  He  now 
hurried  onwards,  and  stopped  not  till  he  stood  in  that 
lovely  and  haunted  spot — the  valley  of  Egeria — in  which 
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lie  had  met  Lucilla  on  the  day  that  he  first  learned  her  love. 
There  was  a  gloom  over  the  scene  now,  for  the  day  was 
dark  and  clouded :  the  birds  were  silent;  a  heavy  oppres¬ 
sion  seemed  to  brood  upon  the  air.  He  entered  that  grotto 
which  is  the  witness  of  the  most  beautiful  love-story 
chronicled  even  in  the  soft  south.  He  recalled  the  pas¬ 
sionate  and  burning  emotions,  which,  the  last  time  he  had 
been  within  that  cell,  he  had  felt  for  Lucilla,  and  had  con¬ 
strued  erroneously  into  real  love.  As  he  looked  around, 
how  different  an  aspect  the  spot  wore !  Then,  those  walls, 
that  spring,  even  that  mutilated  statue,  had  seemed  to  him 
the  encouragers  of  the  soft  sensations  he  had  indulged. 
How,  they  appeared  to  reprove  the  very  weakness  which 
hallowed  themselves — the  associations  spoke  to  him  in 
another  tone.  The  broken  statue  of  the  river  god — the 
desert  silence  in  which  the  water  of  the  sweet  fountain 
keeps  its  melancholy  course— the  profound  and  chilling 
solitude  of  the  spot — all  seemed  eloquent,  not  of  love,  but 
the  broken  hope  and  the  dreary  loneliness  that  succeed  it ! 
The  gentle  plant  (the  capillaire)  that  overhangs  the  sides 
of  the  grotto,  and  nourishes  itself  on  the  dews  of  the  foun¬ 
tain,  seemed  an  emblem  of  love  itself  after  disappointment 
• — the  love  that  might  henceforth  be  Lucilla’ s — drooping  in 
silence  on  the  spot  once  consecrated  to  rapture,  and  feedum 
itself  with  tears.  There  was  something  mocking  to  human 
passion  in  the  very  antiquity  of  the  spot ;  four-and-twenty 
centuries  had  passed  away  since  the  origin  of  the  tale  that 
made  it  holy  and  that  tale,  too,  was  fable  !  "What,  in  this 
vast  accumulation  of  the  sands  of  time,  was  a  solitary 
atom !  What,  among  the  millions,  the  myriads,  that 
aiound  that  desolate  spot  had  loved,  and  forgotten  love, 
was  the  biief  passion  of  one  mortal,  withering  as  it  sprung! 
Thus  differently  moralises  the  heart,  according  to  the 
passion  which  bestows  on  it  the  text. 

Before  he  regained  his  home,  Godolph'in’s  resolve  was 
taken,  dhe  next  day  he  had  promised  Constance  to  attend 
her  to  Tivoli ;  be  resolved  then  to  take  leave  of  her,  and 
on  the  following  day  to  return  to  Lucilla.  He  remembered 
with  bitter  reproach,  that  he  had  not  written  to  her  for  a 
length  of  time,  treble  the  accustomed  interval  between  his 
letters  ;  and  felt  that,  while  at  the  moment  she  had  written 
the  lines  he  had  now  pressed  to  his  bosom,  she  was  expect- 
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ing,  with  unutterable  fondness  and  anxiety,  to  receive  his 
lukewarm  assurances  of  continued  love,  the  letter  he  was 
about  to  write  in  answer  to  hers  was  the  first  one  that 
would  greet  her  eyes.  But  he  resolved,  that  in  that  letter, 
at  least,  she  should  not  be  disappointed.  He  wrote  at 
length,  and  with  all  the  outpourings  of  a  tenderness 
re-awakened  by  remorse.  He  informed  her  of  his  imme¬ 
diate  return,  and  even  forced  himself  to  dwell  upon  it  with 
kindly  hypocrisy  of  transport.  For  the  first  time  for 
several  weeks,  he  felt  satisfied  with  himself  as  he  sealed  his 
letter.  It  is  doubtful,  whether  that  letter  Lucilla  ever 
received. 
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CHAPTER  XL. 

TIVOLI. — THE  SIREN’S  CAVE. — THE  CONFESSION. 

Along  the  deathly  campagna,  a  weary  and  desolate 
length  of  way,  —  through  a  mean  and  squalid  row  of 
houses — you  thread  your  course ;  and  behold — Tivoli  bursts 
upon  you ! 

“  Look — look  !  ”  cried  Constance,  with  enthusiasm,  as 
she  pointed  to  the  rushing  torrent  that,  through  matted 
trees  and  cragged  precipices,  thundered  on. 

Astonished  at  the  silence  of  Godolphin,  whom  scenery 
was  usually  so  wont  to  kindle  and  inspire,  she  turned 
hastily  round,  and  her  whole  tide  of  feeling  was  revulsed 
by  the  absorbed  but  intense  dejection  written  on  his 
countenance. 

“  said  she,  after  a  short  pause,  and  affecting  a 

playful  smile,  “  why  how  provoking  is  this  !  In  general 
not  a  common  patch  of  green  with  an  old  tree  in  the  centre’ 
not  a  common  rivulet  with  a  willow  hanging  over  it 

escapes  you.  Lou  insist  upon  our  sharing’  your  raptures _ _ 

you  dilate  on  the  picturesque — you  rise  into  eloquence;  nay 
you  persuade  us  into  your  enthusiasm,  or  you  quarrel  with 
us  for  our  coldness  ;  and  now,  with  this  divinest  of  earthly 
scenes  around  us,— when  even  Lady  Charlotte  is  excited 
and  Mr.  Saville  forgets  himself,  you  are  stricken  into 
silence  and  apathy!  The  reason— if  itbenottoo  abstruse?” 

.  “  here  !  ”  said  Godolphin,  mournfully,  and  pressing 
his  hand  to  his  heart.  ° 

Constance  turned  aside ;  she  indulged  herself  with  the 
hope  that  he  alluded  to  former  scenes,  and  despaired  of  the 
future  from  their  remembrance.  She  connected  his  me¬ 
lancholy  with  herself,  and  knew  that,  when  referred  to  her 
she  could  dispel  it.  Inspired  by  this  idea,  and  exhilarated 
by  the  beauty  of  the  morning  and  the  wonderful  mao-nifi- 
cence  of  nature,  she  indulged  her  spirits  to  overflowing-. 
And  as  her  brilliant  mind  lighted  up  every  subject  it 
touched,  now  glowing  over  description,  now  flashing  into 
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remark,  Godolphin  at  one  time  forgot,  and  at  another  more 
keenly  felt,  the  magnitude  of  the  sacrifice  he  was  about  to 
make.  But  every  one  knows  that  feeling  which,  when  we 
are  unhappy,  illumines  (if  I  may  so  speak)  our  outward 
seeming  from  the  fierceness  of  our  inward  despair, — that 
recklessness  which  is  the  intoxication  of  our  grief. 

By  degrees  Godolphin  broke  from  his  reserve.  He 
seemed  to  catch  the  enthusiasm  of  Constance ;  he  echoed 
back — he  led  into  new  and  more  dazzling  directions — the 
delighted  remarks  of  his  beautiful  companion.  His  mind, 
if  not  profoundly  learned,  at  least  irregularly  rich,  in  the 
treasures  of  old'  times,  called  up  a  spirit  from  every  object. 
The  waterfall,  the  ruin,  the  hollow  cave — the  steep  bank 
'crested  with  the  olive — the  airy  temple,  the  dark  pomp  of 
the  cypress  grove,  and  the  roar  of  the  head-long  Anio, — all 
he  touched  with  the  magic  of  the  past — clad  with  the 
glories  of  history  and  of  legend — and  decked  ever  and  anon 
with  the  flowers  of  the  eternal  Poesy  that  yet  walks, 
mourning  for  her  children,  amongst  the  vines  and  water¬ 
falls  of  the  ancient  Tibur.  And  Constance,  as  she  listened  to 
him,  entranced,  until  she  herself  unconsciously  grew  silent, 
indulged  without  reserve  in  that,  the  proudest  luxury  of 
love — pride  in  the  beloved  object.  Never  had  the  rare  and 
various  genius  of  Godolphin  appeared  so  worthy  of  admi¬ 
ration.  When  his  voice  ceased,  it  seemed  to  Constance  like 
a  sudden  blank  in  the  creation. 

Godolphin  and  the  young  countess  were  several  paces 
before  the  little  party,  and  they  now  took  their  way 
towards  the  Siren’s  Cave.  The  path  that  leads  to  that 
singular  spot  is  humid  with  an  eternal  spray  ;  and  it  is  so 
abrupt  and  slippery,  that  in  order  to  preserve  your  footing, 
you  must  cling  to  the  bushes  that  vegetate  around  the 
sides  of  the  precipice. 

“  Let  us  dispense  with  our  guide,”  said  Godolphin.  “I 
know  every  part  of  the  way,  and  I  am  sure  you  share  with 
me  in  dislike  to  these  hackneyed  indicators  and  sign-posts 
for  admiration.  Let  us  leave  him  to  Lady  Charlotte  and 
Saville,  and  suffer  me  to  be  your  guide  to  the  cavern.” 
Constance  readily  enough  assented,  and  they  proceeded. 
Saville,  by  no  means  liking  the  difficult  and  perilous  path 
which  was  to  lead  only  to  a  very  cold  place,  soon  halted, 
and  suggested  to  Lady  Charlotte  the  propriety  of  doing 
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the  same.  Lady  Charlotte  much  preferred  the  wit  of  her 
companion’s  conversation  to  the  picturesque; — “Besides,” 
as  she  said,  “  she  had  seen  the  cave  before.”  Accordingly, 
they  both  waited  for  the  return  of  the  more  adventurous 
countess  and  her  guide. 

Unconscious  of  the  defalcation  of  her  friends,  and  not 
— from  the  attention  that  every  step  required — once  look¬ 
ing  behind,  Constance  continued.  And  now,  how  delightful 
to  her  seemed  that  rugged  way,  as,  with  every  moment, 
Godolphin’s  care — Godolphin’s  hand  became  necessary ; 
and  he,  inspired,  inflamed  by  her  company,  by  her  touch, 
by  the  softness  of  her  manner,  and  the  devotion  of  her 
attention — no,  no  !  not  yet,  rvas  Lucilla  forgotten ! 

And  now  they  stood  within  the  Siren’s  Cave.  From 
this  spot  alone  you  can  view  that  terrible  descent  of 
waters  which  rushes  to  earth  like  the  coming  of  a  god ! 
The  rocks  dripped  around  them — the  torrent  dashed  at 
their  very  feet.  Down — down,  in  thunder,  for  ever  and 
for  ever,  dashed  the  might  of  the  maddening  element ; 
above,  all  wrath ;  below,  all  blackness ;  — there,  the 
cataract;  here,  the  abyss.  Not  a  moment’s  pause  to  the 
fury,  not  a  moment’s  silence  to  the  roar ; — forward  to  the 
last  glimpse  of  the  sun — the  curse  of  labour,  and  the  soul 
of  unutterable  strength,  shall  be  upon  those  waters  !  The 
demon,  tormented  to  an  eternity,  filling  his  dread  dwelling- 
place  with  the  unresting  and  unearthly  voice  of  his  rage 
and  despair,  is  the  only  type  meet  for  the  spirit  of  the 
cataract. 

And  there — amidst  this  awful  and  tremendous  eternity 
of  strife  and  power — stood  two  beings  whose  momentary 
existence  was  filled  with  the  master-passion  of  humanity. 
And  that  passion  was  yet  audible  there  :  the  nature  with¬ 
out  could  not  subdue  that  within.  Even  amidst  the  icy 
showers  of  spray  that  fell  around,  and  would  have  frozen 
the  veins  of  others.  Godolphin  felt  the  burning  at  his 
heart.  Constance  was  indeed  utterly  lost  in  a  whirl  and 
chaos  of  awe  and  admiration,  which  deprived  her  of  all 
words.  But  it  was  the  nature  of  her  wayward  lover  to  be 
aroused  only  to  the  thorough  knowledge  of  his  powers  and 
passions  among  the  more  unfrequent  and  fierce  excite¬ 
ments  of  life.  A  wild  emotion  now  urged  him  on ; — some¬ 
thing  of  that  turbulent  exaggeration  of  mind  which  gave 
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rise  to  a  memorable  and  disputed  saying; — “If  thou 
stoodest  en  a  precipice  with  thy  mistress,  hast  thou  ever 

felt  the  desire  to  plunge  with  her  into  the  abyss  P — If  so _ - 

thou  hast  loved  !  ”  No  doubt  the  sentiment  is  exaggerated, 
but  there  are  times  when  love  is  exaggerated  too.  And 
now  Constance,  without  knowing  it,  had  clung  closer  and 
closer  to  Godolphin.  His  hand  at  first — now  his  arm — 
supported  her ;  and  at  length,  by  an  irresistible  and  mad¬ 
dening  impulse,  he  clasped  her  to  his  breast,  and  whispered 
in  a  voice  which  was  heard  by  her  even  amidst  the  thunder 
of  the  giant  waters.  “Here,  here,  my  early — my  only 
love,  I  feel,  in  spite  of  myself,  that  I  never  utterly,  fully, 
adored  you  until  now  !  ” 


Q 


226 


GODOLPHIN. 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

LUCILLA. — THE  SOLITUDE. — THE  SPELL. — THE  DREAM  AND  THE 

RESOLVE. 

* 

While  the  above  events,  so  fatal  to  Lucilla,  were  in 
progress  at  Rome,  she  was  holding  an  nnqniet  commune 
with  her  own  passionate  and  restless  heart,  by  the  borders 
of  the  lake,  whose  silver  quiet  mocked  the  mind  it  had,  in 
happier  moments,  reflected.  She  had  now  dragged  on  the 
weary  load  of  time  throughout  the  winter ;  and  the  early 
and  soft  spring  was  already  abroad — smoothing  the  face  of 
the  waters,  and  calling  life  into  the  boughs.  Hitherto  this 
time  of  the  year  had  possessed  a  mysterious  and  earnest 
attraction  for  Lucilla — now  all  its  voices  were  mute.  The 
letters  that  Godolphin  had  written  to  her  were  so  few,  and 
so  restrained,  in  comparison  with  those  which  she  had 
received  in  the  former  periods  of  absence,  that — ever  alive 
as  she  was  to  impulse,  and  unregulated  by  settled  princi¬ 
ples  of  hope — her  only  relief  to  a  tearful  and  spiritless 
dejection  was  in  paroxysms  of  doubt,  jealousy,  and 
despair. 

It  is  the  most  common  thing  in  the  world,  that,  when 
we  have  once  wronged  a  person,  we  go  on  in  the  wrono' 
from  a  certain  soreness  with  which  conscience  links  the 
associations  of  the  injured  party.  And  thus,  Godolphin, 
struggling  with  the  return  to  his  early  and  never-forgotten 
love,  felt  an  unwillingness  that  he  could  seldom  success¬ 
fully  combat,  in  playing  the  hypocrite  to  Lucilla.  His 
very  remorse  made  him  unkind ;  the  feeling  that  he  ought 
to  write  often,  made  him  write  seldom:  and  conscious 
that  he  ought  to  return  her  expressions  of  eager  devotion, 
he  returned  them  with  involuntary  awkwardness  and 
reserve.  All  this  is  very  natural,  and  very  evident  to  us  ; 
but  a  thousand  mysteries  were  more  acceptable  to,  more 
sought  for  and  clung  to,  by  Lucilla,  than  a  conjecture  at 
the  truth. 

Meanwhile  she  fed  more  and  more  eagerly  on  those  vain 
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researches  which  yet  beguiled  her  time,  and  flattered  her 
imagination.  In  a.  science  so  false,  and  so  unprofitable,  it 
mattered,  happily,  little,  whether  or  not  the  poor  disciple 
laboured  with  success ;  but  I  need  scarcely  tell  to  any  who 
have  had  the  curiosity  to  look  over  the  entangled  schemes 
and  quaint  figures  of  the  art,  how  slender  was  the  advance¬ 
ment  of  the  daughter  in  the  learning  of  the  sire.  Still  it 
was  a  comfort  and  a  soothing,  even  to  look  upon  the  placid 
heaven,  and  form  a  conjecture  as  to  the  language  of  its 
stars.  And,  above  all,  while  she  questioned  the  future, 
she  thought  only  of  her  lover.  But  day  after  day  passed — 
no  letter,  or  worse  than  none ;  and  at  length  Lucilla  became 
utterly  impatient  of  all  rest :  a  nervous  fever  possessed 
her;  the  extreme  solitude  of  the  place  filled  her  with 
that  ineffable  sensation  of  irritability  which  sometimes 
preludes  the  madness  that  has  been  produced  in  criminals 
by  solitary  confinement. 

On  the  day  that  she  wrote  that  letter  to  Godolphin, 
which  I  have  transcribed,  this  painful  tension  of  the 
nerves  was  more  than  hitherto  acute.  She  longed  to  fly 
somewhere;  nav,  once  or  twice,  she  remembered  that 
Rome  was  easily  gained,  that  she  might  be  there  as  expedi¬ 
tiously  as  her  letter.  Although  in  that  letter  only  we  have 
signified  that  Lucilla  had  expressed  her  wish  for  Godol- 
phin’s  return ;  yet,  in  all  her  later  letters,  she  had 
(perhaps,  more  timidly)  urged  that  desire.  But  they  had 
not  taken  the  same  hold  on  Godolphin ;  nor,  while  he  was 
playing  with  his  danger,  had  they  produced  the  same  ener¬ 
getic  resolution.  Lucilla  could  not,  however,  hope  with 
much  reason  that  the  success  of  her  present  letter  would 
be  greater  than  that  of  her  former  ones ;  and,  at  all 
events,  she  did  not  anticipate  an  immediate  compliance 
with  her  prayers.  She  looked  forward  to  some  excuses, 
and  to  some  delay.  We  cannot,  therefore,  wonder  that 
she  felt  a  growing  desire  to  follow  her  own  epistle  to 
Rome  ;  and  although  she  had  been  prevented  before,  and 
still  drew  back  from  absolutely  favouring  and  enforcing 
the  idea,  by  the  fear  of  Godolphin’s  displeasure ;  yet  she 
trusted  enough  to  his  gentleness  of  character  to  feel  sure 
that  the  displeasure  could  scarcely  be  lasting.  Still  the 
step  was  bold,  and  Lucilla  loved  devotedly  enough  to  be 
timid  ;  and  besides,  her  inexperience  made  her  look  upon 
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the  journey  as  a  far  more  formidable  expedition  than  it 
really  was. 

Debating  the  notion  in  her  mind,  she  sought  her  usual 
retreat,  and  turned  listlessly  over  the  books  which  she  had 
so  lately  loved  to  study.  At  length,  in  moving  one  she 
had  not  looked  into  before,  a  paper  fell  to  the  ground ;  she 
picked  it  up ;  it  was  the  paper  containing  that  figure, 
which  it  will  be  remembered,  the  astrologer  had  shown  to 
his  daughter,  as  a  charm  to  produce  dreams  prophetic  of 
any  circumstance  or  person  concerning  whom  the  believer 
might  be  anxious  to  learn  aught.  As  she  saw  the  image, 
which,  the  reader  will  recollect,  was  of  a  remarkable  design, 
the  whole  of  her  conversation  with  Volktmanon  the  subject 
rushed  into  her  mind,  and  she  resolved  that  very  night  to 
prove  the  efficacy  of  the  charm  on  which  he  had  so  confi¬ 
dently  insisted.  Fraught  with  the  chimerical  delusion,  she 
now  longed  for  the  hours  to  pass,  and  the  night  to  come. 
She  looked  again  and  again  at  the  singular  image  and  the 
portentous  figures  wrought  upon  the  charm ;  the  very 
strangeness  of  the  characters  inspired  her,  as  was  natural, 
with  a  belief  in  their  efficacy ;  and  she  felt  a  thrill,  an  awe, 
creep  over  her  blood,  as  the  shadows  of  eve,  deepening  over 
the  far  mountains,  brought  on  the  time  of  trial.  At  length 
it  was  night,  and  Lucilla  sought  her  chamber. 

The  hour  was  exceedingly  serene,  and  the  stars  shone 
through  the  casement  with  a  lustre  that  to  her  seemed 
ominous.  With  bare  feet,  and  only  in  her  night-robe,  she 
stole  tremblingly  across  the  threshold.  She  paused  for  a 
moment  at  the  window,  and  looked  out  on  the  deep  and 
quiet  night ;  and  as  she  so  stood,  it  was  a  picture  that,  had 
I  been  a  painter,  I  would  have  devoted  a  youth  to  accom¬ 
plish.  Half  in  light — half  in  shadow — her  undress  gave 
the  outline,  and  somewhat  more,  of  a  throat  and  breast, 
whose  roundness,  shape,  and  hue,  never  were  surpassed. 
Her  arms  were  lightly  crossed  above  her  bosom  ;  and  her 
long  rich  hair  seeming  darker  by  that  light,  fell  profusely, 
yet  not  dishevelled,  around  her  neck;  parting  from  her 
brow.  Her  attitude  at  that  moment  was  quite  still,  as  if 
in  worship,  and  perhaps  it  was ;  her  face  was  inclined 
slightly  upward,  looking  to  the  heavens  and  towards  Rome. 
But  that  face — there  was  the  picture  !  It  was  so  young,  so 
infantine,  so  modest ;  and  yet,  the  youth  and  the  timidity 
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were  elevated  and  refined  by  the  earnest  doubt,  the'preter- 
natural  terror,  tbe  unearthly  hope,  which  dwelt  upon  her 
forehead — her  parted  lip,  and  her  wistful  and  kindled  eye. 
There  was  a  sublimity  in  her  loneliness  and  her  years,  and 
in  the  fond  and  vain  superstition,  which  was  but  a  spirit 
called  from  the  deeps  of  an  unfathomable  and  mighty  love. 
And  afar  was  heard  the  breaking  of  the  lake  upon  the 
shore — no  other  sound  !  And  now,  among  the  unwaving 
pines,  there  was  a  silver  shimmer  as  the  moon  rose  into 
her  empire,  and  deepened  at  once,  along  the  universal 
scene,  the  loveliness  and  the  awe. 

Lucilla  turned  from  the  window,  and  kneeling  down, 
wrote  with  a  trembling  hand  upon  the  figure  one  word — 
the  name  of  Godolphin.  She  then  placed  it  under  her 
pillow,  and  the  spell  was  concluded.  The  astrologer  had 
told  her  of  the  necessary  co-operation  which  the  mind 
must  afford  to  the  charm ;  but  it  will  easily  be  believed 
that  Lucilla  required  no  injunction  to  let  her  imagination 
dwell  upon  the  vision  she  expected  to  invoke.  And  it 
would  have  been  almost  strange,  if,  so  intently  and  earnestly 
brooding,  as  she  had  done  over  the  image  of  Godolphin, 
that  image  had  not,  without  recurring  to  any  cabalistical 
spells,  been  present  to  her  dreams. 

She  thought  that  it  was  broad  noonday,  and  that  she 
was  sitting  alone  in  the  house  she  then  inhabited,  and 
weeping  bitterly.  Of  a  sudden  the  voice  of  Godolphin 
called  to  her ;  she  ran  eagerly  forth,  but  no  sooner  had 
she  passed  the  threshold,  than  the  scene  so  familiar  to  her 
vanished,  and  she  was  alone  in  an  immense  and  pathless 
wilderness  ;  there  was  no  tree  and  no  water  in  this  desert ; 
all  was  arid,  solitary,  and  inanimate.  But  what  seemed 
most  strange  to  her  was,  that  in  the  heavens,  although 
they  were  clear  and  bright,  there  was  neither  sun  nor 
stars ;  the  light  seemed  settled  and  stagnant — there  was 
in  it  no  life. 

And  she  thought  that  she  continued  to  move  involun¬ 
tarily  along  the  waste ;  and  that,  ever  and  anon,  she 
yearned  and  strove  to  rest,  but  her  limbs  did  not  obey  her 
will,  and  a  power  she  could  not  control  urged  her  onward. 

And  now  there  was  no  longer  an  utter  dumbness  and 
death  over  the  scene.  Forth  from  the  sands,  as  from  the 
bowels  of  the  reluctant  earth,  there  crept,  one  by  one, 
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loathly  and  reptile  shapes ;  ohscene  sounds  rang  in  her 
ears — now  in  a  hideous  mockery,  now  in  a  yet  more 
sickening  solicitation.  Shapes  of  terror  thickened  .and 
crowded  round  her.  She  was  roused  by  dread  into  action ; 
she  hurried  faster  and  faster ;  she  strove  to  escape ;  and 
ever  as  she  fled,  the  sounds  grew  louder,  and  the  perse¬ 
cuting  shapes  more  ghastly, — abominations  which  her 
pure  mind  shuddered  to  behold,  presented  themselves  at 
every  turn:  there  was  no  spot  for  refuge,  no  cave  for  con¬ 
cealment.  Wearied  and  despairing,  she  stopped  short; 
but  then  the  shapes  and  sounds  seemed  gradually  to  lose 
their  terror ;  her  eye  and  ear  became  familiar  to  them ; 
and  what  at  first  seemed  foes,  grew  into  companions. 

And  now,  again,  the  wilderness  was  gone ;  she  stood  in 
a  strange  spot,  and  opposite,  and  gazing  upon  her  with 
intent  and  mournful  eyes,  stood  Godolphin.  But  he 
seemed  much  older  than  he  was,  and  the  traces  of  care 
were  ploughed  deeply  on  his  countenance  ;  and  above  them 
both  hung  a  motionless  and  livid  cloud ;  and  from  the 
cloud  a  gigantic  hand  was  stretched  forth,  pointing  with  a 
shadowy  and  unmoving  figure  towards  a  quarter  of  the 
earth  which  was  enveloped  in  a  thick  gloom.  While  she 
sought  with  straining  eyes,  to  penetrate  the  darkness  of 
the  spot  thus  fearfully  marked  out,  she  thought  Godolphin 
vanished,  and  all  was  suddenly  and  utter  night — night, 
hut  not  stillness — for  there  was  a  roar  as  of  many  winds, 
and  a  dashing  of  angry  waters,  that  seemed  close  beneath; 
and  she  heard  the  trees  groan  and  bend,  and  felt  the  icy 
and  rushing  air :  the  tempests  were  abroad.  But  amidst 
the  mingling  of  the  mighty  sounds,  she  heard  distinctly 
the  ringing  of  a  horse’s  hoofs ;  and  presently  a  wild  cry,  in 
which  she  recognised  the  voice  of  Godolphin,  rang  forth, 
adding  to  the  wrath  of  nature  the  yet  more  appalling 
witness  of  a  human  despair.  The  cry  was  followed  by 
the  louder  dashing  of  the  waves,  and  the  fiercer  turmoil 
of  the  winds ;  and  then,  her  anguish  and  horror  freeing 
her  from  the  Prison  of  Sleep,  she  woke. 

It  was  nearly  day,  but  the  serenity  of  the  late  night  had 
gone;  the  rain  fell  in  torrents,  and  the  house  shook 
beneath  the  fury  of  a  violent  storm.  This  change  in  the 
mood  of  nature  had  probably  influenced  the  latter  part  of 
her  dream.  But  Lucilla  thought  of  no  natural  solution  to 
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the  dreadful  vision  she  had  undergone.  Her  superstition 
was  confirmed  and  ratified  by  the  intense  impression 
wrought  upon  her  mind  by  the  dream.  A  thousand  un¬ 
utterable  fears,  fears  for  Godolphin,  rather  than  herself— 
or  if  for  herself,  only  in  connexion  with  him — bore  irre¬ 
sistible  despotism  over  her  thoughts.  She  could  not 
endure  to  wait,  to  linger  any  longer  in  the  dark  and 
agitated  suspense  she  herself  had  created ;  the  idea .  she 
before  had  nursed,  now  became  resolve ;  she  determined 
forthwith  to  set  out  for  Rome — to  see  Godolphin.  She 
rose,  woke  her  attendant,  and  that  very  day  she  put  her 
resolution  into  effect. 
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CHAPTER  XLII. 

JOT  AND  DESPAIR. 

It  was  approaching  towards  the  evening  as  Lucilla 
paused  for  a  few  seconds  at  the  door  which  led  to  Go  dol¬ 
phin’s  apartments.  At  length  she  summoned  courage. 
The  servant  who  admitted  her  was  Godolphin’s  favourite 
domestic ;  and  he  was  amazed,  hut  overjoyed,  to  see  her-; 
for  Lucilla  was  the  idol  of  all  who  knew  her, — save  of  him 
whose  love  only  she  cared  and  lived  for. 

His  master,  he  said,  was  gone  out  for  a  short  time,  hut 
the  next  day  they  were  to  have  returned  home.  Lucilla 
coloured  with  vivid  delight  to  hear  that  her  letter  had  pro¬ 
duced  an  effect  she  had  not  hoped  so  expeditiously  to 
accomplish.  She  passed  on  into  Godolphin’s  apartment. 
The  room  bore  evident  signs  of  approaching  departure; 
the  trunks  lay  half-packed  on  the  floor ;  there  was  all  that 
importance  of  confusion  around  which  makes  to  the 
amateur  traveller  a  luxury  out  of  diseomfort.  Lucilla  sat 
down,  and  waited,  anxious  and  trembling,  for  her  lover. 
Her  woman,  who  had  accompanied  her,  thinking  of  more 
terrestrial  concerns  than  love,  left  her,  at  her  desire.  She 
could  not  rest  long ;  she  walked,  agitating  and  expecting, 
to  and  fro  the  long  and  half- furnished  chamber  which  cha¬ 
racterises  the  Italian  palace.  At  length,  her  eye  fell  on  an 
open  letter  on  a  writing-table  at  one  corner  of  the  room. 
She  glanced  over  it  mechanically,— certain  words  suddenly 
arrested  her  attention.  Were  those  words— words  of  pas¬ 
sion  addressed  to  her  ?  If  not,  0  heaven !  to  whom  ? 
She  obeyed,  as  she  ever  did,  the  impulse  of  the  moment, 
and  read  what  follows : — 

“  Constance  !— As  I  write  that  word  how  many  remem¬ 
brances  rush  upon  me ! — for  how  many  years  has  that  name 
been  a  talisman  to  my  heart,  waking  its  emotions  at  will ! 
You  are  the  first  woman  I  ever  really  loved  :  you  rejected 
me,  yet  I  could  not  disdain  you.  You  became  another’s — 
but  my  love  could  not  desert  you.  Your  hand  wrote  the 
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history  of  my  life  after  the  period  when  we  met, — my 
habits— -my  thoughts — you  influenced  and  coloured  them 
all.  And  now,  Constance,  you  are  free;  and  I  love  you 
more  fervently  than  ever !  And  you — yes,  you  would  not 
reject  me  now ;  you  have  grown  wiser,  and  learned  the 
value  of  a  heart.  .  And  yet  the  same  Fate  that  divided  us 
hitherto  will  divide  us  now ;  all  obstacles  but  one  are 
passed  away  of  that  one  you  shall  hear  and  judge. 

When  we  parted,  Constance,  years  ago,  I  did  not  sub¬ 
mit  tamely  to  the  burning  remembrance  you  bequeathed 
me ;  I  sought  to  dissipate  your  image,  and  by  wooing  others 
to  forget  yourself.  Need  I  say,  that  to  know  another  was 
only  to  remember  you  the  more  ?  But  among  the  other 
and  far  less  worthy  objects  of  my  pursuit  was  one  whom, 
had  I  not  seen  you  first,  I  might  have  loved  as  ardently  as 
I  do  you  ;  and  in  the  first  flush  of  emotion,  and  the  heat  of 
sudden  events,  I  imagined  that  I  did  so  love  her.  She  was 
an  orphan,  a  child  in  years  and  in  the  world;  and  I  was  all 
to  her  I  am  all  to  her.  She  is  not  mine  by  the  ties  of  the 
church,  but  I  have  pledged  a  faith  to  her  equally  sacred 
and  as  strong.  Shall  I  break  that  faith  ?  shall  I  betray 
that  trust  P  shall  I  crush  a  heart  that  has  always  been 
mine — mine  more  tenderly  than  yours,  rich  in  a  thousand 
gifts  and  resources,  ever  was  or  ever  can  be  ?  Shall  I — 
sworn  to  protect  her — I,  who  have  already  robbed  her  of 
fame  and  friends,  rob  her  now  of  father,  brother,  lover, 
husband,  the  world  itself, — for  I  am  all  to  her?  Never — 
never !  I  shall  be  wretched  throughout  life :  I  shall  know 
that  you  are  free — that  you — oh !  Constance !  you  might 
be  mine ! — but  she  shall  never  dream  what  she  has  cost 
me  !  I  have  been  too  cold,  too  ungrateful  to  her,  already 
■ — I  will  make  her  amends.  My  heart  may  break  in  the 
effort,  but  it  shall  reward  her.  You,  Constance,  in  the 
pride  of  your  lofty  station,  your  strengthened  mind,  your 
regulated  virtue,  (fenced  in  by  the  hundred  barriers  of 
custom,)  you  cannot,  perhaps,  conceive  how  pure  and 
devoted  the  soul  of  this  poor  girl  is  !  She  is  not  one  whom 
I  could  heap  riches  upon  and  leave : — my  love  is  all  the 
l'iches  she  knows.  Earth  has  not  a  consolation  or  a  recom¬ 
pense  for  the  loss  of  my  affection :  and  even  heaven  itself 
she  has  never  learned  to  think  of,  except  as  a  place  in 
which  we  shall  be  united  for  ever.  As  I  write  this  I  know 
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that  she  is  sitting  afar  off  and  alone,  and  thinking  only  of  one 
whose  whole  sonl,  fated  and  accnrsed  as  he  is,  is  maddened 
by  the  love  of  another.  My  letters,  her  only  comfort,  have 
been  cold  and  few  of  late :  I  know  how  they  have  wrung 
her  heart :  I  picture  to  myself  her  solitude — her  sadness 
her  unfriended  youth — her  ardent  mind,  which,  not  en¬ 
riched  by  culture,  clings,  feeds,  lives  only  on  one  idea. 
Before  you  receive  this,  I  shall  be  on  the  road  to  her. 
Never  again  will  I  risk  the  temptation  I  have  undergone. 

I  am  not  a  vain  man  ;  I  do  not  deceive  myself ;  I  do  not 
imagine,  I  do  not  insult  you  by  believing,  that  you  will 
long  or  bitterly  feel  my  loss.  I  have  loved  you  far  better 
than  you  have  loved  me,  and  you  have  uncounted  channels 
for  your  bright  hopes  and  your  various  ambition.  You 
love  the  world,  and  the  world  is  at  your  feet !  And  in 
remembering  me  now,  you  may  think  you  have  cause  for 
indignation.  Why,  with  the  knowledge  of  a  tie  that  for¬ 
bade  me  to  hope  for  you,  why  did  I  linger  round  you? 
why  did  I  give  vent  to  any  word,  or  licence  to  any  look, 
that  told  you  I  loved  you  still  ?  Why,  above  all,  on  that 
fated  yesterday,  when  we  stood  alone  surrounded  by  the 
waters, — why  did  I  dare  forget  myself — why  clasp  you  to 
my  breast — why  utter  the  assurance  of  that  love  which 
was  a  mockery,  if  I  were  not  about  solemnly  to  record  it  ? 

“  This  you  will  ask ;  and  if  you  are  not  satisfied  with  the 
answer,  your  pride  will  clothe  my  memory  with  resent¬ 
ment.  Be  it  so — yet  hear  me !  Constance,  when,  in  my 
first  youth,  at  the  time  when  the  wax  was  yet  soft,  and  the 
tree  might  yet  be  bent — when  I  laid  my  heart  and  my 
future  lot  at  your  feet — when  you,  at  the  dictates  of  a 
worldly  and  cold  ambition,  (disguise  the  name  as  you  will, 
the  reality  is  the  same,)  threw  me  back  on  the  solitary 
desert  of  life ;  when  you  rejected — forsook  me ; — do  you 
think  that,  although  1  loved  you  still,  there  was  no  anger 
mingled  with  the  love !  We  met  again :  but  what  years  of 
wasted  existence — of  dimmed  hope — of  deadened  emotion 
— had  passed  over  me  since  then !  And  who  had  thus 
marked  them  ? — You !  Do  you  wonder,  then,  that  some¬ 
thing  of  human  pride  asked  for  human  vengeance  ?  Yes ! 
I  pined  for  some  triumph  in  my  turn :  I  longed  to  try 
whether  I  was  yet  forgotten — whether  the  heart  which 
stung  me  had  been  stung  also  in  the  wound  that  it  in- 
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flicted.  Was  not  this  natural  ?  Ask  yourself,  and  blame 
me  if  you  can.  But  by  degrees — as  I  gazed  upon  a  beauty, 
and  listened  to  a  voice,  softer  in  tbeir  character  than  of 
old, — as  I  felt  that  you  would  not  deny  me  retribution,  this 
selfish  desire  for  revenge  died  away,  and,  by  degrees,  all 
emotions  were  merged  in  one — unconquered,  unconquerable 
love.  And  can  you  blame  me,  if  then — traitor  to  myself  as 
to  you — I  lingered  on  the  spot  ? — if  I  had  many  struggles 
to  endure  before  I  could  resolve  on  the  sacrifice  I  now 
make  ?  Alas  !  it  has  cost  me  much  to  be  just.  Can  you 
blame  me  if  at  all  times  I  could  not  control  my  words  and 
looks  ?  Nay,  even  in  our  last  meeting,  when  I  was  mad- 
.dened  by  the  thought  that  we  were  about  to  part  for  ever 
— when  we  stood  alone — when  no  eye  was  near — when  you 
clung  to  me  in  a  delicious  timidity — when  your  breath  was 
on  my  cheek — when  the  heaving  of  your  heart  was  heard 
by  mine — when  my  hand  touched  that  which  could  give 
me  all  the  world  in  itself — when  my  arm  encircled  that 
glorious  and  divine  shape — O  Heaven  !  can  you  blame  me 
— can  you  wonder  if  I  was  transported  beyond  myself ; — 
if  conscience,  reason,  all  were  forgotten,  and  I  thought — 
felt — lived — but  for  the  moment  and  for  you  ?  Ho,  you 
will  feel  for  the  weakness  of  nature ;  you  will  not  judge 
me  harshly. 

“  And  why  should  you  rob  me  of  the  remembrance  of 
that  brief  moment — that  wild  embrace  ?  How  often  shall 
I  recall  it ! — How  often  when  the  light  step  of  her  to  whom 
I  return  glides  around  me,  shall  I  cheat  myself,  and  think 
it  yours  :  when  I  feel  her  breath  at  night,  shall  I  not  start 
and  dream  it  comes  from  your  lips  ?  and  in  returning  her 
unconscious  caress,  let  me — let  me  fancy  it  is  you  who 
whisper  me  the  assurances  of  unutterable  love  ! — Forgive 
me,  Constance,  my  yet  adored  Constance,  whom  I  shall 
never  see  more,  for  these  wild  words — this  momentary 
weakness.  Farewell !  Whatever  becomes  of  me,  may 
Clod  give  you  all  his  blessings  ! 

“  One  word  more — no,  I  will  not  close  this  letter  yet ! 
You  remember  that  you  once  gave  me  a  flower — years  ago. 
I  have  preserved  its  leaves  to  this  day ;  but  I  will  give  no 
indulgence  to  a  folly  that  will  now  wrong  you,  and  be 
unworthy  of  myself.  I  will  send  you  back  those  leaves  : 
let  them  plead  for  me,  as  the  memories  of  former  days.  I 
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must  break  off  now,  for  I  can  literally  write  no  more. 

I  must  go  forth  and  recover  my  self-command.  And  oh ! 
may  she  whom  I  seek  to-morrow — whose  unsuspecting 
heart,  admonished  by  temptation,  I  will  watch  over,  guide, 
and  shield,  far,  far  more  zealously  than  I  have  yet  done — 
never  know  what  it  has  cost  me,  not  to  abandon  and  betray 
her.” 

And  Lucilla  read  over  every  word  of  this  letter !  How 
wholly  impossible  it  is  for  language  to  express  the  agony . 
the  hopeless,  irremediable  despair  that  deepened  within  her 
as  she  proceeded  to  the  end !  Everything  that  life  had, 
or  could  ever  have  had  for  her,  of  common  peace  or  joy, 
was  blasted  for  ever  !  As  she  came  to  the  last  word,  she 
bowed  her  head  in  silence  over  the  writing,  and  felt  as  if 
some  mighty  rock  had  fallen  upon  her  heart,  and  crushed 
it  to  dust.  Had  the  letter  breathed  but  one  unkind — one 
slighting  expression  of  her,  it  would  have  been  some 
comfort  —  some  rallying  point,  however  forlorn  and 
wretched;  but  this  cruel  tenderness — this  bitter  gene¬ 
rosity  ! 

And  before  she  had  read  that  letter,  how  joyously,  how 
breathlessly  she  had  anticipated  rushing  to  her  lover’s 
breast !  It  seems  incredible  that  the  space  of  a  few  minutes 
should  suffice  to  blight  a  whole  existence — blacken,  without 
a  ray  of  hope,  an  entire  future ! 

She  was  aroused  by  the  sound  of  steps,  though  in  another 
apartment;  she  would  not  now  have  met  Gfodolphin  for 
worlds ;  the  thought  of  his  return  alone  gave  her  the  power 
of  motion.  She  thrust  the  fatal  letter  into  her  bosom ;  and 
then,  in  characters  surprisingly  distinct  and  clear,  she 
wrote  her  name,  and  placed  that  writing  in  the  stead  of  the 
epistle  she  took  away.  She  judged  rightly,  that  that 
single  name  would  suffice  to  say  all  she  could  not  then  say. 
Having  done  this,  she  rose,  left  the  room,  and  stole  softly 
and  unperceived  into  the  open  street. 

Unconscious  and  careless  whither  she  went,  she  hurried 
on,  her  eyes  bent  on  the  ground,  and  concealing  her  form 
and  face  with  her  long  mantle.  The  streets  at  Rome  are 
not  thronged  as  with  us  ;  nor  does  there  exist,  in  a  city 
consecrated  by  so  many  sublime  objects,  that  restless  and 
vulgar  curiosity  which  torments  the  English  public.  Each 
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The  moral  air  of 


lives  in  himself,  not  in  his  neighbour. 

Rome  is  Indifference. 

Lucilla,  therefore,  hurried  along  unmolested  and  un¬ 
observed,  until  at  length  her  feet  failed  her,  and  she 
sank  exhausted,  but  still  unconscious  of  her  movements 
and  of.  all  around,  upon  one  of  the  scattered  fragments 
of  ^cient  pride  that  at  every  turn  are  visible  in  the 
streets  of  Rome.  The  place  was  quiet  and  solitary,  and 
darkened  by  the  shadows  of  a  palace  that  reared  itself  close 
beside.  She  sat  down;  and  shrouding  her  face  as  it 
drooped  over  her  breast,  endeavoured  to  collect  her 
oughts.  Presently  the  sound  of  a  guitar  was  heard  ;  and 
along  the  street  came  a  little  group  of  the  itinerant 
musicians  who  invest  modern  Italy  with  its  yet  living  air 
of  poetry:  the  reality  is  gone,  but  the  spirit  lingers 
ihey  stopped  opposite  a  small  house;  and  Lucilla,  looking 
UP,  saw  the  figure  of  a  young  girl  placing  a  light  at  the 
window  as  a  signal  well  known,  and  then  she  glided  away. 
Meanwhile,  the  lover  (who  had  accompanied  the  musicians 
and  seemed  in  no  very.elevated  rank  of  life)  stood  bare- 
headed  beneath  j  and  in  his  upward  look  there  was  a 
devotion,  a  fondness,  a  respect,  that  brought  back  to 
Lucilla  all  the  unsparing  bitterness  of  contrast  and  recol¬ 
lection..  And  now  the  serenade  began.  The  air  was  in¬ 
expressibly  soft  and  touching,  and  the  words  were  steeped 
m  that  vague  melancholy  which  is  inseparable  from  the 
tenderness,  if  not  from  the  passion,  of  love.  Lucilla  listened 
involuntarily,  and  the  charm  slowly  wrought  its  effect. 
The  hardness  and  confusion  of  her  mind  melted  gradually 
away,  and  as  the  song  ended  she  turned  aside  and  burst 
into  tears  :  “Happy,  happy  girl,”  she  murmured,  “  she  is 
loved  !  ” 

Here  let  us  drop  the  curtain  upon  Lucilla.  Often, 
O  Reader  !  shalt  thou  recall  this  picture  ;  often  shalt  thou 
see  her  before  thee  alone  and  broken-hearted — weeping 
in  the  twilight  streets  of  Rome ! 
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love  strong  as  death,  and  not  less  bitter. 

When  Godolphin  returned  home  the  door  was  open,  as 
Lucilla  had  left  it,  and  he  went  at  once  into  his  apartment. 
He  hastened  to  the  table  on  which  he  had  left,  with  the 
negligence  arising  from  the  emotions  of  the  moment,  the 
letter  to  Constance, -the  paper  on  which  Lucilla  had 
written  her  name  alone  met  his  eye.  While  yet.  stnnned 
and  amazed,  his  servant  and  Lucilla  s  entered :  in  a  few 
moments  he  learned  all  they  had  to  tell  him  ;  the  rest 
Lucilla’s  handwriting  did  indeed  sufficiently  explain.  e 
comprehended  all;  and,  in  a  paroxysm  of  alarm  and 
remorse,  he  dispersed  his  servants,  and  hurried,  hunself,  m 
search  of  her.  He  went  to  the  house  of  her  relations  ;  they 
had  not  seen  or  heard  of  her.  It  was  now  night,  and  every 
obstacle  in  the  way  of  his  search  presented  itself,  blot  a 
clue  could  be  traced  ;  or,  sometimes  following  a  description 
that  seemed  to  him  characteristic,  he  chased,  and  found 
some  wanderer-how  unlike  Lucilla  !  Towards  daybreak 
he  returned  home,  after  a  vain  and  weary  search;  and  his 
only  comfort  was  in  learning  from  her  attendant  that  she 
had  about  her  a  sum  of  money  which  he  knew  would  m 
Italy  always  purchase  safety  and  attention.  Yet,  alone,  at 
nio-ht,  in  the  streets,— so  utter  a  stranger  as  she  was  to  the 
Woriq  — so  young  and  so  lovely — he  shuddered,  he  gasped 
for  breath  at  the  idea.  Might  she  destroy  herself  ?  That 
hideous  question  forced  itself  upon  him  ;  he  could  not 
exclude  it :  he  trembled  when  he  recalled  her  impassioned 
and  keen  temper  ;  and  when,  in  remembering  the  tone  and 
words  of  his  letter  to  Constance,  he  felt  how  desperate  a 
pan°' every  sentence  must  have  inflicted  upon  her.  And, 
indeed  even  his  imagination  could  not  equal  the  truth, 
when  it  attempted  to  sound  the  depths  of  her  wounded 
feelings.  He  only  returned  home  to  sally  out  again.  He 
now  employed  the  police,  and  those  most  active  and 
vio-ilant  agents  that  at  Rome  are  willing  to  undertake  all 
enterprises ;— he  could  not  but  feel  assured  of  discovering  her. 
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Still,  however,  noon — evening  came  on,  and  no  tiding 
As  he_  once  more  returned  home,  in  the  faint  hope  that 
some  intelligence  might  await  him  there,  his  servant 
hurried  eagerly  out  to  him  with  a  letter— it  was  from 
Lucilla,  and  it  was  worthy  of  her :  I  give  it  to  the  reader. 

lucilla’s  eettek. 

“I  have  read  your  letter  to  another!  Are  not  these 
words  sufficient  to  tell  you  all  ?  All  ?  no !  you  never 
never,  never  can  tell  how  crushed  and  broken  my  heart  is. 
Why? — because  you  are  a  man,  and  because  you  have 
never  loved  as  I  loved.  Yes,  Godolphin,  I  knew  that  I 
was  not  one  whom  you  cotdd  love.  I  am  a  poor,  ignorant, 
untutored  girl,  with  nothing  at  my  heart  but  a  great  world 
of  love  which  I  could  never  tell.  Thou  saidst  I  could  not 

comprehend  thee  :  alas  !  how  much  was  there — 'is  there _ 

in  my  nature — in  my  feelings,  which  have  been,  and  ever 
will  be,  unfathomable  to  thy  sight ! 

“  But  all  this  matters  not;  the  tie  between  us  is  eternally 
broken.  Go,  dear,  dear  Godolphin !  link  thyself  to  that 
happier  other  one — seemingly  so  much  more  thine  equal 
than  the  lowly  and  uncultivated  Lucilla.  Grieve  not  for 
me;  you  have  been  kind,  most  kind,  to  me.  You  have 
taken  away  hope,  but  you  have  given  me  pride  in  its  stead ; 
— the  blow  which  has  crushed  my  heart  has  given  strength 
to  my  mind.  Were  you  and  I  left  alone  on  the  earth, °we 
must  still  be  apart ;  I  could  never,  never  live  with  you 
again  ;  my  world  is  not  your  world  ;  when  our  hearts  have 
ceased  to  be  in  common,  what  of  union  is  there  left  to  us  ? 
Yet  it  would  be  something  if,  since  the  future  is  shut  out 
from  me,  you  had  not  also  deprived  me  of  the  past :  I  have 
not  even  the  privilege  of  looking  back!  What!  all  the 
while  my  heart  was  lavishing  itself  upon  thee — all  the 
while  I  had  no  other  thought,  no  other  dream  but  thee — 
all  the  while  I  sat  by  thy  side,  and  watched  thee,  hanging- 
on  thy  wish,  striving  to  foresee  thy  thoughts — all  the  while 
I  was  the  partner  of  thy  days,  and  at  night  my  bosom  was 
thy  pillow,  and  I  could  not  sleep  from  the  bliss  of  thinking 
thee  so  near  me  :  thy  heart  was  then  indeed  away  from  me ; 
thy  thoughts  estranged  ;  I  was  to  thee  only  an  encumbrance 
■ — a  burtfen,  from  which  thy  sigh  was  to  be  free  !  Can  I 
ever  look  back,  then,  to  those  hours  we  spent  together  ? 
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All  that  vast  history  of  the  past  is  but  one  record  of  bitter¬ 
ness  and  shame.  And  yet  I  cannot  blame  thee ;  it  were 
something  if  I  could  :  in  proportion  as  you  loved  me  not, 
you  were  kind  and  generous  ;  and  God  will  bless  you  for 
that  kindness  to  the  poor  orphan.  A  harsh  word,  a 
threatening  glance,  I  never  had  the  affliction  to  feel  from 
thee.  Tracing  the  blighted  past,  I  am  only  left  to  sadden 
at  that  gentleness  which  never  came  from  love  ! 

“  Go,  Godolphin — I  repeat  the  prayer  in  all  humbleness 
and  sincerity — go  to  her  whom  thou  lovest,  perhaps  as  I 
loved  thee ;  go,  and  in  your  happiness  I  shall  feel  at  last 
something  of  happiness  myself.  We  part  for  ever,  but  there 
is  no  unkindness  between  us ;  there  is  no  reproach  that  one 
can  make  against  the  other.  If  I  have  sinned,  it  has  been 
against  Heaven  and  not  thee ;  and  thou — why,  even  against 
Heaven  mine  was  all  the  fault — the  rashness — the  madness ! 
You  will  return  to  your  native  land ;  to  that  proud 
England,  of  which  I  have  so  often  questioned  you,  and 
which,  even  in  your  answers,  seems  to  me  so  cold  and 
desolate  a  spot, — a  land  so  hostile  to  love.  There,  in  your 
new  ties,  you  will  learn  new  objects,  and  you  will  be  too 
busy,  and  too  happy,  for  your  thoughts  to  turn  to  me 
again.  Too  happy  ? — No,  I  wish  I  could  think  you  would 
be ;  but  I,  whom  you  deny  to  possess  sympathies  with  you 
— I  have  at  least  penetrated  so  far  into  your  heart  as  to 
fear  that,  come  what  may,  you  will  never  find  the  happi¬ 
ness  you  ask.  You  exact  too  much,  you  dream  too  fondly, 
not  to  be  discontented  with  the  truth.  What  has  happened 
to  me  must  happen  to  my  rival — will  happen  to  you 
throughout  life.  Your  being  is  in  one  world,  your  soul  is 
in  another.  Alas !  how  foolishly  I  run  on,  as  if  seeking 
in  your  nature,  and  not  circumstances,  the  blow  that 
separates  us. 

“  I  shall  hasten  to  a  conclusion.  I  have  gained  a  refuge 
in  this  convent ;  seek  me  not,  follow  me  not,  I  implore,  I 
adjure  thee ;  it  can  serve  no  purpose.  I  would  not  see 
thee ;  the  veil  is  already  drawn  between  thy  world  and  me, 
and  it  only  remains,  in  kindness  and  in  charity,  to  bid 
each  other  farewell.  Farewell,  then!  I  think  I  am  now 
with  thee  ;  I  think  my  bps  have  breathed  aside  thy  long 
hair,  and  cling  to  thy  fair  temples  with  a  sister’s — that 
word,  at  least,  is  left  me — a  sister’s  kiss.  As  we  stood 
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together,  at  the  grey  dawn,  when  we  last  parted— as  then 
in  sorrow  and  in  tears,  I  hid  my  face  in  thy  bosom— as 
then,  unconscious  of  what  was  to  come,  I  poured  forth  my 
assurances  of  faithful,  unswerving  thought— as  thrice  thou 
didst  tear  thyself  from  me  and  didst  thrice  return, — and 
as,  through  the  comfortless  mists  of  morn,  I  gazed  after 
thee,  and  fancied  for  hours  that  thy  last  words  yet  rang  in 
my  ear ;  so  now,  but  with  different  feelings,  I  once  more 
bid  thee  farewell — farewell  for  ever  ! 
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“  No,  signor,  slie  will  not  see  you!  _  j; 

“  You  have  given  my  note— given  that  ring  P 

“  I  have,  and  she  still  refuses.” 

“  Refuses  ?— and  is  that  all  the  answer  ?  no  line  to— to 

soften  the  reply  P  ”  „ 

“  Signor,  I  have  spoken  all  my  message. 

“Cruel,  hard-hearted !  May  I  call  again,  think  you, 
with  a  better  success  P  ” 

“  The  convent,  at  stated  times,  is  open  to  strangers, 
signor;  but  so  far  as  the  young  signora  is  concerned,  .1 
feel  assured,  from  her  manner,  that  your  visits  will  be  in 
vain.” 

“  Ay — ay,  I  understand  you,  madam  ;  you  wish  to  entice 
her  from  the  wicked  world, — to  suffer  not  human  friend¬ 
ships  to  disturb  her  thoughts.  Good  heavens  !  and  can 
she,  so  young,  so  ardent,  dream  of  taking  the  veil  ?  ” 

“  She  does  not  dream  of  it,”  said  the  nun,  coolly ;  “  she 
has  no  intention  of  remaining  here  long.” 

“  Befriend  me,  I  beseech  you!  ”  cried  Godolphin,  eagerly : 
“restore  her  to  me;  let  me  only  come  once  to  her  within 
these  walls,  and  I  will  enrich  your - ” 

“  Signor,  good  day.” 

Dejected,  melancholy,  and  yet  enraged  amidst  all  his 
sorrow,  Godolphin  returned  to  Rome.  Lucilla’s  letter 
rankled  in  his  heart  like  the  barb  of  a  broken  arrow ;  but 
the  stem  resolve  with  which  she  had  refused  to  see  him 
appeared  to  the  pride  that  belongs  to  manhood  a  harsh  and 
unfeeling  insult.  He  knew  not  that  poor  Lucilla’s  eyes 
had  watched  him  from  the  walls  of  the  convent,  and  that 
while,  for  his  sake  more  than  her  own,  she  had  refused  the 
meeting  he  prayed  for,  she  had  not  the  resolution  to  deny 
herself  the  luxury  of  gazing  on  him  once  more. 

He  reached  Rome  :  he  found  a  note  on  his  table  from 
Lady  Charlotte  Deerham,  saying  she  had  heard  it  was  his 
intention  to  leave  Rome,  and  begging  him  to  receive  from 
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her  that  evening  her  adieux.  “  Lady  Erpingham  will  be 
with  me,”  concluded  the  note. 

This  brought  a  new  train  of  ideas.  Since  Lucilla’s 
flight,  all  thought  but  of  Lucilla  had  been  expelled  from 
Godolphin’s  mind.  We  have  seen  how  his  letter  to  Lady 
Erpingham  miscarried :  he  had  written  no  other.  How 
strange  to  Constance  must  seem  his  conduct,  after  the 
scene  of  the  avowal  in  the  Siren’s  Cave :  no  excuse  on  the 
one  hand,  no  explanation  on  the  other ;  and  now  what 
explanation  should  he  give  ?  There  was  no  longer  a 
necessity,  for  it  was  no  longer  honesty  and  justice  to  fly 
from  the  bliss  that  might  await  him— the  love  of  his  early- 
worshipped  Constance.  But  could  he,  with  a  heai’t  yet 
.  bleeding  from  the  violent  rupture  of  one  tie,  form  a  new 
one  P  Agitated,  restless,  self-reproachful,  bewildered,  and 
uncertain,  he  could  not  bear  thoughts  that  demanded 
answers  to  a  thousand  questions  ;  he  flung  from  his  cheer¬ 
less  room,  and  hastened,  with  a  feverish  pulse  and  burning 
temples,  to  Lady  Charlotte  Deerham’s. 

“Good  Heavens!  how  ill  you  look,  Mr.  Godolphin  !  ” 
cried  the  hostess,  involuntarily. 

“Ill! — ha!  ha!  I  never  was  better;  but  I  have  just 
returned  from  a  long  journey :  I  have  not  touched  food  nor 
felt  sleep  for  three  days  and  nights.  I ! — ha,  ha !  no,  I’m 
not  ill ;  ”  and,  with  an  eye  bright  with  gathering  delirium, 
Godolphin  glared  around  him. 

Lady  Charlotte  drew  back  and  shuddered ;  Godolphin 
felt  a  cool,  soft  hand  laid  on  his  ;  he  turned,  and  the  face 
of  Constance,  full  of  anxious  and  wondering  pity,  was  bent 
upon  him.  He  stood  arrested  for  one  moment,  and  then, 
seizing  that  hand,  pressed  it  to  his  lips — his  heart,  and 
burst  suddenly  into  tears.  That  paroxysm  saved  his  life  ; 
for  days  afterwards  he  was  insensible. 
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CHAPTER  XLV. 

THE  DECLARATION. — THE  APPROACHING  NUPTIALS. — IS  THE 
IDEALIST  CONTENTED  ? 

As  Godolphiu  returned  to  health,  and,  day  after  day,  the 
presence  of  Constance,  her  soft  tones,  her  deep  eyes,  grew 
on  him,  renewing  their  ancient  spells,  the  reader  must  per¬ 
ceive  that  bourne  to  which  events  necessarily  tended.  For 
some  weeks  not  a  word  that  alluded  to  the  Siren’s  Cave 
was  uttered  by  either ;  but  when  that  allusion  came  at  last 
from  Godolphin’s  lips,  the  next  moment  he  was  kneeling 
beside  Constance,  her  hand  surrendered  to  his,  and  her 
proud  cheek  all  bathed  in  the  blushes  of  sixteen. 

“  And  so,”  said  Saville,  “you,  Percy  Godolphin,  are  at 
last  the  accepted  lover  of  Constance,  Countess  of  Erping- 
ham.  When  is  the  wedding  to  he  ?  ” 

“  I  know  not,”  replied  Godolphin,  musingly. 

“  Well,  I  almost  envy  you  ;  you  will  he  very  happy  for 
six  weeks,  and  that’s  something  in  this  disagreeable  world. 
Yet,  now  I  look  on  you,  I  grow  reconciled  to  myself  again  ; 
you  do  not  seem  so  happy  as  that  I,  Augustus  Saville, 
should  envy  you  while  my  digestion  lasts.  What  are  you 
thinking  of  ?  ” 

“  Nothing,”  replied  Godolphin,  vacantly ;  the  words  of 
Lucilla  were  weighing  at  his  heart,  like  a  prophecy  work¬ 
ing  towards  its  fulfilment ;  “  Come  what  may,  you  will  never 
find  the  happiness  you  ash :  you,  exact  too  much.” 

At  that  moment  Lady  Erpingham’s  page  entered  with  a 
note  from  Constance,  and  a  present  of  flowers.  No  one 
ever  wrote  half  so  beautifully,  so  spiritually,  as  Constance  ; 
and  to  Percy  the  wit  was  so  intermingled  with  the  ten¬ 
derness  ! 

“  No,”  said  he,  burying  his  lips  among  the  flowers ;  “  no  ! 
I  discard  the  foreboding ;  with  you  I  must  be  happy !  ” 
But  conscience,  still  unsilenced,  whispered — Lucilla! 

The  marriage  was  to  take  place  at  Rome.  The  day  was 
fixed ;  and,  owing  to  Constance’s  rank,  beauty,  and  cele¬ 
brity,  the  news  of  the  event  created  throughout  “  the 
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English  in  Italy  ”  no  small  sensation.  There  was  a  great 
deal  of  gossip,  of  course,  on  the  occasion ;  and  some  of 
this  gossip  found  its  way  to  the  haughty  ears  of  Constance. 
It  was  said  that  she  had  made  a  strange  match — that  it 
was  a  curious  weakness,  in  one  so  proud  and  brilliant,  to 
look  no  loftier  than  a  private  and  not  very  wealthy  gentle¬ 
man  ;  handsome,  indeed,  and  reputed  clever,  but  one  who 
had  never  distinguished  himself  in  anything — who  never 
would ! 

Constance  was  alarmed  and  stung,  not  at  the  vulgar 
accusations,  the  paltry  sneer,  hut  at  the  prophecy  relating 
to  Godolphin :  “  he  had  never  distinguished  himself  in 
anything — he  never  would.”  Rank,  wealth,  power,  Con¬ 
stance  felt  these  she  wanted  not,  these  she  could  command 
of  herself ;  hut  she  felt  also  that  a  nobler  vanity  of  her 
nature  required  that  the  man  of  her  mature  and  second 
choice  should  not  he  one,  in  repute,  of  that  mere  herd, 
above  whom,  in  reality,  his  genius  so  eminently  exalted 
him.  She  deemed  it  essential  to  her  future  happiness  that 
Godolphin’s  ambition  should  be  aroused,  that  he  should 
share  her  ardour  for  those  great  objects  that  she  felt  would 
for  ever  be  dear  to  her. 

“  I  love  Rome !  ”  said  she,  passionately,  one  day,  as 
accompanied  by  Godolphin,  she  left  the  Vatican;  “I  feel 
my  soul  grow  larger  amidst  its  ruins.  Elsewhere,  through 
Italy,  we  live  in  the  present,  but  here  iu  the  past.” 

“  Say  not  that  that  is  the  better  life,  dear  Constance ; 
the  present — can  we  surpass  it!  ” 

Constance  blushed,  and  thanked  her  lover  with  a  look 
that  told  him  he  was  understood. 

“  Yet,”  said  she,  returning  to  the  subject,  “  who  can 
breathe  the  air  that  is  rife  with  glory,  and  not  be  intoxicated 
with  emulation?  Ah,  Percy  !  ” 

“  Ah,  Constance !  and  what  wouldst  thou  have  of  me  ? 
Is  it  not  glory  enough  to  be  thy  lover  ?  ” 

“  Let  the  world  be  as  proud  of  my  choice  as  I  am.” 
Godolphin  frowned ;  he  penetrated  in  those  words  to 
Constance’s  secret  meaning.  Accustomed  to  be  an  idol 
from  his  boyhood,  he  resented  the  notion  that  he  had  need 
of  exertion  to  render  him  worthy  even  of  Constance ;  and 
sensible  that  it  might  be  thought  he  had  made  an  alliance 
beyond  his  just  pretensions,  he  was  doubly  tenacious  as  to 
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his  own  claims.  Godolphin  frowned  then,  and  turned 
away  in  silence.  Constance  sighed ;  she  felt  that  she 
might  not  renew  the  subject.  But,  after  a  pause,  Godol- 
phin  himself  continued  it. 

“  Constance,”  said  he,  in  a  low  firm  voice,  “  let  us  un¬ 
derstand  each  other.  You  are  all  to  me  in  the  world ;  fame, 
and  honour,  and  station,  and  happiness.  Am  I,  also,  that 
all  to  you  ?  If  there  be  any  thought  at  your  heart  which 
whispers  you,  ‘  You  might  have  served  your  ambition 
better ;  you  have  done  wrong  in  yielding  to  love  and  love 
only,’ — then,  Constance,  pause  ;  it  is  not  too  late.” 

“  Do  I  deserve  this,  Percy  ?  ” 

“  You  drop  words  sometimes,”  answered  Grodolphin, 
“  that  seem  to  indicate  that  you  think  the  world  may  cavil 
at  your  choice,  and  that  some  exertion  on  my  part  is  neces¬ 
sary  to  maintain  your  dignity.  Constance,  need  I  say, 
again  and  again,  that  I  adore  the  very  dust  you  tread  on  ? 
But  I  have  a  pride,  a  self-respect,  beneath  which  I  cannot 
stoop;  if  you  really  think  or  feel  this,  I  will  not  con¬ 
descend  to  receive  even  happiness  from  you :  let  us  part.” 

Constance  saw  his  lips  white  and  quivering  as  he  spoke ; 
her  heart  smote  her,  her  pride  vanished ;  she  sank  on  his 
shoulder,  and  forgot  even  ambition ;  nay,  while  she  inly 
murmured  at  his  sentiment,  she  felt  it  breathed  a  sort  of 
nobility  that  she  could  not  but  esteem.  She  strove  then 
to  lull  to  rest  all  her  more  worldly  anxieties  for  the  future ; 
to  hope  that,  cast  on  the  exciting  stage  of  English  ambi¬ 
tion,  Codolphin  must  necessarily  be  stirred  despite  his 
creed ;  and  if  she  sometimes  doubted,  sometimes  despaired 
of  this,  she  felt  at  least  that  his  presence  had  become 
dearer  to  her  than  all  things.  Nay,  she  checked  her  own 
enthusiasm,  her  own  worship  of  fame,  since  they  clashed 
with  his  opinions  ;  so  marvellously  and  insensibly  had  Love 
bowed  down  the  proud  energies  and  the  lofty  soul  of  the 
daughter  of  John  Yernon. 
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CHAPTEB  XLYI. 

THE  BRIDALS. — THE  ACCIDENT. — THE  FIRST  LAWFUL 
POSSESSION  OF  LOVE. 

It  was  the  morning  on  which  Constance  and  Go  dolphin 
were  to  be  married ;  it  had  been  settled  that  they  were  to 
proceed  the  same  day  towards  Florence ;  and  Constance 
was  at  her  toilette  when  her  woman  laid  beside  her  a  large 
bouquet  of  flowers. 

“From  Percy — from  Mr.  Godolphin,  I  mean?”  she 
asked,  taking  them  up. 

“  No,  my  lady ;  a  young  woman  outside  the  palace  gave 
them  me,  and  bade  me  in  such  pretty  English  be  sure  to 
give  them  to  your  ladyship  ;  and  when  I  offered  her  money, 
she  would  not  take  anything,  my  lady.” 

“  The  Italians  are  a  courteous  people,”  replied  Con- 
stance ;  and  she  placed  the  flowers  in  her  bosom. 

As,  after  the  ceremony,  Godolphin  assisted  his  bride  into 
the  carriage,  a  girl,  wrapped  in  a  large  cloak,  pressed  for¬ 
ward  for  a  moment.  Godolphin  had  in  that  moment 
turned  his  head  to  give  some  order  to  his  servant,  and  with 
the  next  the  girl  had  sunk  back  into  the  throng  that  was 
drawn  around  the  carriage — yet  not  before  Constance  had 
heard  her  murmur  in  a  deep,  admiring,  yet  sorrowful  tone  : 
“  Beautiful !  how  beautiful ! — Ah  me  ! 

“  Did  you  observe  what  beautiful  eyes  that  young  girl 
had !  ”  asked  Constance,  as  the  carriage  whirled  off. 

“  What  girl  ?  I  saw  nothing  but  you !  ” 

“  Hark  !  there  is  a  noise  behind.” 

Godolphin  looked  out ;  the  crowd  seemed  collected  round 

one  person.  _  _ 

“  Only  a  young  woman  fainted,  sir !  ”  said  his  servant 
seated  behind.  “  She  fell  down  in  a  fit  just  before  the 
horses ;  but  they  started  aside,  and  did  not  hurt  her.” 

“  That  is  fortunate !  ”  said  Godolphin,  reseating  himself 
by  his  new  bride ;  “  drive  on  faster.” 

At  Florence,  Godolphin  revealed  to  Constance  the  out- 
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line  of  Lucilla’s  history,  and  Constance  shared  somewhat 
of  the  feelings  with  which  he  told  it. 

“  I  left,”  said  he,  “  in  the  hands  of  the  abbess  a  sum  to 
be  entirely  at  Lncilla’s  control,  whether  she  stay  in  the 
convent  or  not,  and  which  will  always  secure  to  her  an 
independence.  But  I  confess  I  should  like  now,  once  more 
to  visit  the  convent,  and  learn  on  what  fate  she  has 
decided.” 

“  You  would  do  well,  dear  Percy,”  replied  Constance, 
who  from  her  high  and  starred  sphere  could  stoop  to  no 
vulgar  jealousy ;  “  indeed,  I  think,  you  could  do  no  less.” 

And  Godolphin  covered  those  generous  lips  with  the 
sweet  kisses  in  which  esteem  begins  to  mingle  with  pas¬ 
sion.  What  has  the  Earth  like  that  first  fresh  union  of 
two  hearts  long  separated,  and  now  blended  for  ever  ! 
However  close  the  sympathy  between  woman  and  her 
lover — however  each  thinks  to  have  learned  the  other — 
what  a  world  is  there  left  zm-learned,  until  marriage  brings 
all  those  charming  confidences,  that  holy  and  sweet  inter¬ 
course,  which  leaves  no  separate  interest,  no  undivided 
thought !  But  there  is  one  thing  that  distinguishes  the 
conversation  of  young  married  people  from  that  of  lovers 
on  a  less  sacred  footing — they  talk  of  the  future !  Other 
lovers  talk  rather  of  the  past;  an  uncertainty  pervades 
their  hereafter ;  they  feel,  they  recoil  from,  it ;  they  are 
sensible  that  their  plans  are  not  one  and  indivisible.  But 
married  people  are  always  laying  out  the  “to  come;” 
always  talking  over  their  plans :  this  often  takes  something 
away  from  the  tenderness  of  affection,  but  how  much  it 
adds  to  its  enjoyment ! 

Seated  by  each  other,  and  looking  on  the  silver  Arno, 
Godolphin  and  Constance,  hand  clasped  in  hand,  surren¬ 
dered  themselves  to  the  contemplation  of  their  future  hap¬ 
piness.  “  And  what  would  be  your  favourite  mode  of  life, 
dear  Percy  ?  ” 

“  Why,  I  have  now  no  schemings  left  me,  Constance. 
With  you  obtained,  I  have  grown  a  dullard,  and  left  off 
dreaming.  But  let  me  see,  a  house  in  England — you  like 
England— some  ten  or  twenty  miles  from  the  great  Babel: 
books,  pictures,  statues,  and  old  trees  that  shall  put  us  in 
mind  of  our  Norman  fathers  who  planted  them ;  above  all, 
a  noisy,  clear,  sunny  stream  gliding  amidst  them — deer  on 
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the  opposite  bank,  half  bidden  amongst  the  fern ;  and  rooks 
over  bead :  a  privilege  for  eccentricity  that  wonld  allow 
one  to  be  social  or  solitary  as  one  pleased,  and  a  bouse  so 
full  of  guests,  that  to  sbun  them  all  now  and  then  would 
be  no  affront  to  one.” 

“  Well,”  said  Constance,  smiling,  “  go  on.” 

“  I  bave  finished. ” 

“  Finished  F  ” 

“  Yes,  my  fair  Insatiable !  What  more  wonld  yon 
bave  ?  ” 

“  Why,  this  is  but  a  country-life  yon  bave  been  talking 
of ;  very  well  in  its  way  for  three  months  in  the  year.” 

“  Italy,  then,  for  the  other  nine,”  returned  Godolphin. 

’  “  Ah,  Percy  ! — is  pleasure,  mere  pleasure,  vulgar  plea¬ 
sure, — to  be  really  the  sole  end  and  aim  of  life  ?  ” 

“  Assuredly !  ” 

“  And  action,  enterprise — are  these  as  nothing  ?  ” 

Godolphin  was  silent,  but  began  absently  to  throw 
pebbles  into  the  water.  The  action  reminded  Constance  of 
the  first  time  she  had  ever  seen  him  among  his  ancestral 
groves  ;  and  she  sighed  as  she  now  gazed  on  a  brow  from 
which  the  effeminacy  and  dreaming  of  his  life  had 
banished  much  of  its  early  chivalric  and  earnest  ex¬ 
pression. 
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CHAPTER  XL VII. 

NEWS  OP  LUCILLA. 

Godolphin  was  about  one  morning  to  depart  for  tbe  con¬ 
vent  to  which  Lucilla  had  flown,  when  a  letter  was  brought 
to  him  from  the  -abbess  of  the  convent  herself ;  it  had  fol¬ 
lowed  him  from  Rome.  Lucilla  had  left  her  retreat — left 
it  three  days  before  Godolphin’s  marriage ;  the  abbess  knew 
not  whither,  but  believed  she  intended  to  reside  in  Rome. 
She  enclosed  him  a  note  from  Lucilla,  left  for  him  before 
her  departure.  Short  but  characteristic ;  it  ran  thus  : — 

LUCILLA  TO  GODOLPHIN. 

“  I  can  stay  here  no  longer ;  my  mind  will  not  submit  to 
quiet;  this  inactivity  wears  me  to  madness.  Besides,  I 
want  to  see  thy  wife.  I  shall  go  to  Rome ;  I  shall  witness 
thy  wedding  ;  and  then — ah  !  what  then  ?  Give  me  back, 
Godolphin,  oh,  give  me  back  the  young  pure  heart  I  had 
ere  I  loved  you !  Then,  I  could  take  joy  in  all  things : 
— now  !  But  I  will  not  repine ;  it  is  beneath  me.  I, 
the  daughter  of  the  stars,  am  no  love-sick  and  nerveless 
minion  of  a  vain  regret ;  my  pride  is  roused  at  last,  and  I 
feel  at  least  the  independence  of  being  alone.  Wild  and 
roving  shall  be  my  future  life ;  that  lot  which  denies  me 
hope,  has  raised  me  above  all  fear.  Love  makes  us  all  the 
woman ;  love  has  left  me,  and  something  hard  and  venturous, 
something  that  belongs  to  thy  sex,  has  come  in  its  stead. 

“  You  have  left  me  money — I  thank  you — I  thank  you — 
I  thank  you  ;  my  heart  almost  chokes  me  as  I  write  this. 
Could  you  think  of  me  so  basely  F — For  shame,  man !  if 
my  child — our  child  were  living,  (and  oh,  Percy,  she  had 
thine  eyes!)  I  would  see  her  stafve  inch  by  inch  rather 
than  touch  one  doit  of  thy  bounty!  But  she  is  dead — 
thank  God !  Fear  not  for  me,  I  shall  not  starve ;  these 
hands  can  support  life.  God  bless  thee — loved  as  thou  still 
art !  If,  years  hence,  I  should  feel  my  end  draw  near,  I 
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will  drag  myself  to  thy  country,  and  look  once  more  on  tliy 
face  before  I  die.” 

Godolphin  sunk  down,  and  covered  his  face  with  his 
hands.  Constance  took  np  the  letter.  “Ay — read  it!” 
said  he  in  a  hollow  voice.  She  did  so,  and  when  she  had 
finished,  the  proud  Constance,  struck  by  a  spirit  like  her 
own,  bathed  the  letter  in  her  tears.  This  pleased — this 
touched — this  consoled  Godolphin  more  than  the  most 
elaborate  comfortings. 

“  Poor  girl !  ”  said  Constance,  through  her  tears,  “  this 
must  not  be ;  she  must  not  be  left  on  the  wide  world  to  her 
own  despairing  heart.  Let  us  both  go  to  Rome,  and  seek 
her  out.  I  will  persuade  her  to  accept  what  she  refuses 
from  you.” 

Godolphin  pressed  his  wife’s  hand,  but  spoke  not.  They 
went  that  day  to  Rome.  Lucilla  had  departed  for  Leghorn, 
and  thence  taken  her  passage  in  a  vessel  bound  to  the 
northern  coasts  of  Europe.  Perhaps  she  had  sought  her 
father’s  land  ?  With  that  hope,  in  the  absence  of  all  others, 
they  attempted  to  console  themselves. 
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CHAPTER  XLVIII. 

IN  WHICH  TWO  PERSONS,  PERMANENTLY  UNITED,  DISCOVER  THAT 
NO  TIE  CAN  PRODUCE  UNION  OP  MINDS. 

Weeks  passed  on,  and,  apparently,  Godolphin  had  recon¬ 
ciled  himself  to  the  disappearance  and  precarious  destiny 
of  Lncilla.  It  was  not  in  his  calm  and  brooding  nature  to 
show  much  of  emotion ;  but  there  was  often,  even  in  the 
presence  of  Constance,  a  cloud  on  his  brow,  and  the  fits  of 
abstraction  to  which  he  had  always  been  accustomed  grew 
upon  him  more  frequently  than  ever.  Constance  had  been 
inured  for  years  to  the  most  assiduous,  the  most  devoted 
attentions;  and  now,  living  much  alone  with  Godolphin, 
she  began  somewhat  to  miss  them ;  for  Godolphin  could  be 
a  passionate,  a  romantic,  but  he  could  not  be  a  very  watch¬ 
ful  lover.  He  had  no  jp etits  soins.  Few  husbands  have,  it 
is  true ;  nor  is  it  necessary  for  husbands  in  general.  But 
Constance  was  not  an  ordinary  woman ;  she  loved  deeply, 
but  she  loved  according  to  her  nature — as  a  woman  proud 
and  exacting  must  love.  For  Godolphin,  her  haughty  step 
waxed  timorous  and  vigilant ;  she  always  sprang  forward  the 
first  to  meet  him  on  his  return  from  his  solitary  ramblings, 
and  he  smiled  upon  her  with  his  wonted  gentleness — but 
not  so  gratefully,  thought  Constance,  as  he  ought.  In  truth, 
he  had  been  too  much  accustomed  to  the  eager  love  of 
Lucilla,  to  feel  greatly  surprised  at  any  proof  of  tenderness 
from  Constance.  Thus,  too  proud  to  speak— to  hint  a 
complaint,  Constance  was  nevertheless  perpetually  wounded, 
and  by  degrees  (although  not  loving  her  husband  less)  she 
taught  that  love  to  be  more  concealed.  Oh,  that  accursed 
secretiveness  in  women,  which  makes  them  always  belie 
themselves ! 

Godolphin,  too,  was  not  without  Ids  disappointments. 
There  was  something  so  bright,  so  purely  intellectual  about 
Constance’s  character,  that  at  times,  when  brought  into 
constant  intercourse  with  her,  you  longed  for  some  human 
weakness — some  wild,  warm  error  on  which  to  repose. 
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Dazzling  and  fair  as  snow,  like  snow,  your  eye  ached  to 
gaze  upon  her.  She  had,  during  the  years  of  her  ungenial 
marriage,  cultivated  her  mind  to  the  utmost ;  few  women 
were  so  accomplished — it  might  be  learned,  her  conversa¬ 
tion  flowed  for  ever  in  the  same  bright,  flowery,  adorned 
stream.  There  were  times  when  Godolphin  recollected  how 
hard  it  is  to  read  a  volume  of  that  Gibbon  who  in  a  page  is 
so  delightful.  Her  affection  for  him  was  intense,  high, 
devoted ;  bnt  it  was  wholly  of  the  same  intellectual, 
spiritualised  order ;  it  seemed  to  Godolphin  to  want  human 
warmth  and  fondness.  In  fact,  there  never  was  a  woman 
who,  both  by  original  nature  and  after  habits,  was  so  purely 
and  abstractedly  “  mind  ”  as  was  Constance  ;  there  was 
not  a  single  trait  or  taste  in  her  character,  that  a  sensualist 
could  have  sneered  at.  Her  heart  was  wholly  Godolphin’s ; 
her  mind  was  generous,  sympathising,  lofty;  her  person 
unrivalled  in  the  majesty  of  its  loveliness ;  all  these,  too, 
were  Godolphin’s,  and  yet  the  eternal  something  was  want¬ 
ing  still. 

“  I  have  brought  you  your  hat,  Percy,”  said  Constance ; 
“you  forget  the  dews  are  falling  fast,  and  your  head  is 
uncovered.” 

“  Thank  you,”  said  Percy,  gently ;  yet  Constance  thought 
the  tone  might  have  been  warmer.  “  How  beautiful  is  this 
hour  !  Look  yonder,  the  sun’s  ray  still  upon  those  immortal 
hills — that  lone  grey  tower  amongst  the  far  plains — the 
pines  around — hearken  to  their  sighing !  These  are  indeed 
the  scenes  of  the  Dryad  and  the  Faun.  These  are  scenes 
where  we  could  melt  our  whole  nature  down  to  love : 
Nature  never  meant  us  for  the  stern  and  arid  destinies  we 
fulfil.  Look  round,  Constance,  in  every  leaf  of  her  gorgeous 
book,  how  glowingly  is  written  the  one  sentence,  ‘  Love, 
and  be  happy  !  ’  You  answer  not ;  to  these  thoughts  you  are 
cold.” 

“  They  breathe  too  much  of  the  Epicurean  and  his  rose- 
leaves  for  me,”  answered  Constance,  smilingly.  “  I  love 
better  that  stern  old  tower,  telling  of  glorious  strife  and 
great  deeds,  than  all  the  softer  landscape,  on  which  the  pre¬ 
sent  debasement  of  the  south  seems  written.” 

“You  and  your  English,”  said  Godolphin,  somewhat 
bitterly,  “  prate  of  the  debasement  of  my  poor  Italians  in  a 
jargon  that  I  confess  almost  enrages  me.  (Constance 
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coloured  and  bit  her  lip.)  Debasement !  why  debasement  ? 
They  enjoy  themselves  ;  they  take  from  life  its  just  moral ; 
they  do  not  affect  the  more  violent  crimes  ;  they  feel  their 
mortality,  follow  its  common  ends,  are  frivolous,  contented, 
and  die!  Well;  this  is  debasement. — Be  it  so.  But.  for 
what  would  you  exchange  it  ?  The  hard,  cold,  ferocious 
guilt  of  ancient  Rome ;  the  detestable  hypocrisy,  the  secret 
villany,  fraud,  murder,  that  stamped  republican  Venice  ? 
The  days  of  glory  that  you  lament  are  the  days  of  the 
darkest  guilt ;  and  man  shudders  when  he  reads  what  the 
fair  moralisers  over  the  soft  and  idle  Italy  sigh  to  recall ! 

“You  are  severe,”  said  Constance,  with  a  pained  voice. 

“  Forgive  me,  dearest,  but  you  are  often  severe  on  my 
feelings.” 

Constance  was  silent ;  the  magic  of  the  sunset  was  gone ; 
they  walked  back  to  the  house,  thoughtful,  and  somewhat 
cooled  towards  each  other. 

Another  day,  on  which  the  rain  forbade  them  to  stir 
from  home,  Godolphin,  after  he  had  remained  long  silent 
and  meditating,  said  to  Constance,  who  was  busy  writing 
letters  to  her  political  friends,  in  which,  avoiding  Italy  and 
love,  the  scheming  countess  dwelt  only  on  busy  England 
and  its  eternal  politics. 

“  Will  you  read  to  me,  dear  Constance  ?  my  spirits  are 
sad  to-day  !  the  weather  affects  them  !  ” 

Constance  laid  aside  her  letters,  and  took  up  one  of  the 
many  books  that  strewed  the  table :  it  was  a  volume  of  one 
of  our  most  popular  poets. 

“I  hate  poetry,”  said  Godolphin,  languidly. 

“  Here  is  Machiavel’s  history  of  the  Prince  of  Lucca,” 
said  Constance,  quickly. 

“  Ah,  read  that,  and  see  how  odious  is  ambition,”  returned 
Godolphin. 

And  Constance  read,  but  she  warmed  at  what  Godolphin’s 
lip  curled  with  disdain.  The  sentiments,  however,  drew 
him  from  his  apathy  ;  and  presently,  with  the  eloquence  he 
could  command  when  once  excited,  he  poured  forth  the 
doctrines  of  his  peculiar  philosophy.  Constance  listened, 
delighted  and  absorbed  ;  she  did  not  sympathise  with  the 
thought,  but  she  was  struck  with  the  genius  which  clothed  it. 

“Ah!”  said  she,  with  enthusiasm,  “why  should  those 
brilliant  words  be  thus  spoken  and  lost  for  ever  ?  Why 
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not  stamp  them  on  the  living  page,  or  why  not  invest  them 
in  the  oratory  that  would  render  you  illustrious  and  them 
immortal.” 

“Excellent!”  said  Godolphin,  laughing;  “the  House 
of  Commons  would  sympathise  with  philosophy  warmly  !  ” 

Yet  Constance  was  right  on  the  whole.  But  the  curse 
of  a  life  of  pleasure  is  its  aversion  to  useful  activity.  Talk 
of  the  genius  that  lies  crushed  and  obscure  in  poverty ! 
Wealth  and  station  have  also  their  mute  Miltons  and  in¬ 
glorious  Hampdens.  Alas !  how  much  of  deep  and  true 
wisdom  do  we  meet  among  the  triflers  of  the  world  !  How 
much  that  in  the  stern  middle  walks  of  life  would  have 
obtained  renown,  in  the  withering  and  relaxed  air  of  loftier 
rank  dies  away  unheeded  !  The  two  extremes  meet  in  this, 
— the  destruction  of  mental  gifts. 
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CHAPTER  XLIX. 

THE  RETURN  TO  LONDON. — THE  ETERNAL  NATURE  OP  DISAPPOINT¬ 
MENT. — FANNY  MILLINGER. — HER  HOUSE  AND  SUPPER. 

It  was  in  the  midst  of  spring,  and  at  the  approach  of 
night,  that  onr  travellers  entered  London.  After  an  absence 
of  some  duration,  there  is  a  singular  emotion  on  returning 
to  the  roar  and  tumult  of  that  vast  city.  Its  bustle,  its 
life,  its  wealth — the  tokens  of  the  ambition  and  commerce 
of  the  Great  Island  Race — have  something  of  inconceivable 
excitement  and  power,  after  the  comparative  desertion  and 
majestic  stillness  of  Continental  cities.  Constance  leaned 
restlessly  forth  from  the  window  of  the  carriage  as  it 
whirled  on. 

“  Oh,  that  I  were  a  man !  ”  said  she,  fervently. 

“  And  why  ?  ”  asked  Godolphin,  smilingly. 

_  “  Why !  look  out  on  this  broad  theatre  of  universal  ambi¬ 
tion,  and  read  the  why.  What  a  proud  and  various  career 
lies  open  in  this  free  city  to  every  citizen!  Look,  look 
yonder— the  old  hereditary  senate,  still  eloquent  with  hio-h 
memories.”  43 

“And  close  by  it,”  said  Godolphin,  sneering,  “behold 
the  tomb  !  ” 

Yes,  but  the  tomb  of  great  men !  ”  said  Constance, 
eagerly. 

“  The  victims  of  their  greatness.” 

There  was  a  pause ;  Constance  would  not  reply,  she 
would  scarcely  listen. 

And  do  you  feel  no  excitement,  Percy,  in  the  hum  and 
bustle  the  lights,  the  pomp  of  your  native  city  ?  ” 

Yes ;  I  am  in  the  mart  where  all  enjoyment  mav  be 
purchased.”  J 

“Ah,  fie!  ” 

Godolphin  drew  his  cloak  round  him,  and  put  up  the 
window.  “  These  cursed  east  winds  !  ” 

Very  true — they  are  the  curse  of  the  country  ! 

The  carriage  stopped  at  the  stately  portico  of  Erpingham 
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House.  Godolpliin  felt  a  little  humiliated  at  being  indebted 
to  another — to  a  woman,  for  so  splendid  a  tenement ;  hut 
Constance,  not  penetrating  into  this  sentiment,  hastened 
up  the  broad  stairs,  and  said,  pointing  to  a  door  that  led 
to  her  boudoir, 

“  In  that  room  cabinets  have  beenformed  and  shaken.’ 

Godolphin  laughed ;  he  was  alive  only  to  the  vanity  of 
the  boast,  because  he  shared  not  the  enthusiasm ;  this  was 
Constance’s  weak  point :  her  dark  eye  flashed  fire. 

There’s  nothing  bores  a  man  more  than  the  sort  of 
uneasy  quiet  that  follows  a  day’s  journey.  Godolphin 
took  his  hat,  and  yawningly  stretching  himself,  nodded 
to  Constance,  and  moved  to  the  door ;  they  were  in  her 
dressing-room  at  the  time. 

“  Why,  what,  Percy,  you  cannot  be  going  out  now  !  ” 

“Indeed  I  am,  my  love.” 

“  Where,  in  Heaven’s  name  ?  ” 

“  To  White’s,  to  learn  the  news  of  the  Opera,  and  the 
strength  of  the  Ballet.” 

“I  had  just  rung  for  lights,  to  show  you  the  house! 
said  Constance,  disappointed  and  half-reproachfully. 

“  Mercy,  Constance !  damp  rooms  and  east  winds  to¬ 
gether  are  too  much.  House,  indeed  !  what  can  there  be 
worth  seeing  in  your  English  drawing-rooms  after  the 
marble  palaces  of  Italy  ?  Any  commands  P  ” 

“Hone!  ”  said  Constance,  sinking  back  into  her  chair, 
with  the  tears  in  her  eyes.  Godolphin  did  not  perceive 
them  ;  he  was  only  displeased  by  the  cold  tone  of  her  answer, 
and  he  shut  the  door,  muttering  to  himself— “Was  there 
ever  such  indelicate  ostentation !  ” 

“And  thus,”  said  Constance,  bitterly,  “I  return  to 
England ;  friendless,  unloved,  solitary  in  my  schemes  and 
my  heart  as  I  was  before.  Awake,  my  soul !  thou  art  my 
sole  strength,  my  sole  support.  Weak,  weak  that  I  was, 
to  love  this  man  in  spite  of — — Well,  well,  I  am  not  sunk 
so  low  as  to  regret.” 

So  saying,  she  wiped  away  a  few  tears,  and  turning  with 
a  strong  effort  from  softer  thoughts,  leaned  her  cheek  on 
her  hand,  and  gazing  on  the  fire,  surrendered  herself  to 
the  sterner  and  more  plotting  meditations  which  her  return 
to  the  circle  of  her  old  ambition  had  at  first  called  forth. 

Meanwhile  Godolphin  sauntered  into  the  then  arch-club  of 
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St.  James’s,  that  reservoir  of  idle  exquisites  and  kid-gloved 
politicians.  There  are  two  classes  of  popular  men  in 
London ;  the  sprightly,  joyous,  good-humoured  set ;  the 
quiet,  gentle,  sarcastic  herd.  The  one  are  fellows  called 
devilish  good — the  other,  fellows  called  devilish  gentleman¬ 
like.  To  the  latter  class  belonged  Godolphin.  As  he  had 
never  written  a  book,  nor  set  up  for  a  genius,  his  cleverness 
was  tacitly  allowed  to  be  no  impediment  to  his  good 
qualities.  Nothing  atones  for  the  sin,  in  the  eyes  of  those 
young  gentlemen  who  create  for  their  contemporaries  repu¬ 
tation,  of  having  in  any  way  distinguished  oneself.  “  He’s 

such  a  d - d  bore,  that  man  with  his  books  and  poetry,” 

said  an  arch-dandy  of  Byron,  just  after  “  Childe  Harold” 
had  turned  the  heads  of  the  women.  There  happened  to 
be  a  knot  assembled  at  White’s  when  Godolphin  entered ; 
they  welcomed  him  affectionately. 

“  Wish  you  joy,  old  fellow,”  said  one.  “  Bless  me, 
Godolphin!  well,  I  am  delighted  to  see  you,”  cried  another. 
“So,  you  have  monopolised  Lady  Erpingham! — lucky  dog!  ” 
whispered  a  third. 

Godolphin,  his  vanity  soothed  by  the  reception  he  met 
with,  spent  his  evening  at  the  Club.  The  habit  begun, 
became  easy — Godolphin  spent  many  evenings  at  his  club. 
Constance,  running  the  round  of  her  acquaintance,  was  too 
proud  to  complain.  Perhaps  complaint  would  not  have 
mended  the  matter :  but  one  word  of  delicate  tenderness, 
or  one  look  that  asked  for  his  society,  and  White’s  would 
have  been  forsaken  !  Godolphin  secretly  resented  the  very 
evenness  of  temper  he  had  once  almost  overprized. 

“  Oh,  Godolphin,”  one  evening  whispered  a  young  lord, 
“  we  sup  at  the  little  actress’s, — the  Millinger ;  you  remem¬ 
ber  the  Millinger?  You  must  come;  you  are  an  old 
favourite,  you  know:  she’ll  be  so  glad  to  see  you, — all 
innocent,  by  the  way :  Lady  Erpingham  need  not  be  jealous 
— (jealous!  Constance  jealous  of  Fanny  Millinger!)  all 
innocent.  Come,  I’ll  drive  you  there;  my  cab  is  at  the 
door.” 

“  Anything  better  than  a  lecture  on  ambition,”  thought 
Godolphin ;  and  he  consented.  Godolphin’s  friend  was  a 
lively  young  nobleman,  of  that  good-natured,  easy,  un- 
captions  temper,  Avhich  a  clever,  susceptible,  indolent  man, 
often  likes  better  than  comrades  more  intellectual,  because 
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lie  Las  not  to  put  Limself  out  of  Lis  way  in  the  comradesLip. 
Lord  Falconer  rattled  on,  as  tLey  drove  along-  the  brilliant 
streets,  through  a  thousand  topics,  of  which  Godolphin 
heard  as  much  as  he  pleased;  and  Falconer  was  of  that 
age  and  those  spirits  when  a  listener  may  be  easily  dis¬ 
pensed  with. 

They  arrived  at  a  little  villa  at  Brompton :  there  was  a 
little  garden  round  it,  and  a  little  bower  in  one  corner,  all 
kept  excessively  neat ;  and  the  outside  of  the  house  had 
just  been  painted  white  from  top  to  bottom ;  and  there 
was  a  verandah  to  the  house ;  and  the  windows  were  plate- 
glass,  with  mahogany  sashes — only,  here  and  there,  a 
Gothic  casement  was  stuck  in  by  way  of  looking  “tasty ;  ” 
and  through  one  window  on  the  ground-floor,  the  lights 
shining  within,  showed  crimson  silk  and  gilded  chairs,  and 
all  sorts  of  finery — Louis  Quatorze  in  a  nutshell !  The 
reader  knows  the  sort  of  house  as  well  as  if  he  had  lived 
in  it.  Ladies  of  Fanny  Millinger’s  turn  of  mind  always 
choose  the  same  kind  of  habitation.  It  is  astonishing  what 
an  unanimity  of  taste  they  have ;  and  young  men  about 
town  call  it  “  taste  ”  too,  and  imitate  the  fashion  in  their 
own  little  tusculums  in  Chapel  Street. 

After  having  threaded  a  Gothic  hall  four  feet  by  eight, 
and  an  oval  conservatory  with  a  river-god  in  the  middle, 
the  two  visitors  found  themselves  in  the  presence  of  Fanny 
Millinger. 

Godolphin  had  certainly  felt  no  small  curiosity  to  see 
again  the  frank,  fair,  laughing  face  which  had  shone  on 
his  boyhood,  and  his  mind  ran  busily  back  to  that  summer 
evening  when,  with  a  pulse  how  different  from  its  present 
languid  tenour,  and  a  heart  burning  with  ardour  and  the 
pride  of  novel  independence,  the  young  adventurer  first 
sallied  on  the  world.  He  drew  back  involuntarily  as  he 
now  gazed  on  the  actress :  she  had  kept  the  promise  of 
her  youth,  and  grown  round  and  full  in  her  proportions. 
She  was  extravagantly  dressed,  but  not  with  an  ungraceful, 
although  a  theatrical  choice  :  her  fair  hands  and  arms  were 
covered  with  jewels,  and  that  indescribable  air  which  betrays 
the  stage  was  far  more  visibly  marked  in  her  deportment 
than  when  Godolphin  first  knew  her ;  yet  still  there  was 
the  same  freedom  as  of  old,  the  same  joyousness,  and  good- 
humoured  carelessness  in  her  manner,  and  in  the  silver  ring 
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of  her  voice,  as  she  greeted  Falconer,  and  turned  to  question 
him  as  to  his  friend.  Godolphin  dropped  his  cloak,  and 
the  next  moment,  with  a  pretty  scream,  quite  stage-effect, 
and  yet  quite  natural,  the  actress  had  thrown  herself  into 
his  arms. 

“Oh!  hut  I  forgot,”  said  she  presently,  with  a  mock 
salutation  of  respect,  “  you  are  married  now  ;  there  will  ho 
no  more  cakes  and  ale.  Ah !  what  long  years  since  we 
met;  yeti  have  never  quite  forgotten  you,  although  the 
stage  requires  all  one’s  memory  for  one’s  new  parts.  Alas  ! 
your  hair — it  was  so  beautiful — it  has  lost  half  its  curl,  and 
grown  thin.  V ery  rude  in  me  to  say  so,  but  I  always  speak 
the  truth,  and  my  heart  warms  to  see  you.  so  all  its  thoughts 
thaw  out.” 

“Well,”  said  Lord  Falconer,  who  had  been  playing  with 
a  little  muffy  sort  of  dog,  “  you’ll  recollect  me  presently.” 

“  You  !  Oh  !  one  never  thinks  of  you,  except  when  you 
speak,  and  then  one  recollects  you — to  look  at  the  clock.” 

“  Very  good,  Fanny — very  good,  Fan  :  and  when  do  you 
expect  Windsor? — He  ought  to  be  here  soon.  Tell  me,  do 
you  like  him  really  ?  ” 

“Like  him  ? — yes,  excessively  ;  just  the  word  for  him — 
for  you  all.  If  love  were  thrown  into  the  stream  of  life, 
my  little  sail  would  be  upset  in  an  instant.  But  in  truth ’ 
what  with  dressing,  and  playing,  and  all  the  grave  business 
of  life,  I  am  not  idle  enough  to  love.  And  oh,  Godolphin, 
I  m  so  improved  !  Ask  Lord  Falconer,  if  I  don’t  sing  like 
an  angel  although  my  voice  is  hardly  strong  enough  to  go 
round  a  loo-table  ;  but  on  the  stage,  one  learns  to  dispense 
with  all  qualities.  It  is  a  curious  thing,  that  fictitious 
existence,  side  by  side  with  the  real  one !  We  live  in  en¬ 
chantment,  Percy,  and  enjoy  what  the  poets  pretend  to.” 

The  dreaming  Godolphin  was  struck  by  the  remark.  He 
was  surprised,  also,  to  see  how  much  Fanny  remained  the 
same.  A  life  of  gaiety  had  not  debased  her. 

Tom  Windsor  came  next,  an  Irishman  of  five-and-forty, 
not  like  his  countrymen  in  aught  save  wit.  Thin,  small’ 
shrivelled,  but  up  to  his  ears  in  knowledge  of  the  world, 
and  with  a  jest  for  ever  on  his  tongue ;  rich  and  gay, — he 
was  always  popular,  and  he  made  the  most  of  his  little 
life  without  being  an  absolute  rascal.  Next  dropped  in  the 
handsome  Frenchman,  De  Damvillc;  next,  the  young 
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gambler,  Sfc.  John;  next,  two  ladies,  both  actresses ;  and 
the  party  was  complete. 

The  sapper  was  in  keeping  with  the  house ;  the  best 
wines,  excellent  viands — the  actress  had  grown  rich.  Wit, 
noise,  good-humour,  anecdote,  flashed  round  with  the  cham¬ 
pagne  ;  and  Gfodolphin,  exhilarated  into  a  second  youth, 
fancied  himself  once  more  the  votary  of  pleasure. 
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CHAPTER  L. 

GODOLPHIN’S  SOLILOQUY. — HE  BECOMES  A  MAN  OF  PLEASURE 
AND  A  PATRON  OF  THE  ARTS.  —  A  NEW  CHARACTER 
SHADOWED  FORTH  ;  FOR  AS  WE  ADVANCE,  WHETHER  IN 
LIFE  OR  ITS  REPRESENTATION,  CHARACTERS  ARE  MORE 
FAINT  AND  DIMLY  DRAWN  THAN  IN  THE  EARLIER  PART 
OF  OUR  CAREER. 

“  Yes,”  said  Godolphin,  tlie  next  morning,  as  lie  solilo¬ 
quised  over  lais  lonely  breakfast-table — lonely,  for  the 
hours  of  the  restless  Constance  were  not  those  of  the  luxu¬ 
rious  and  indolent  Godolphin,  and  she  was  already  in  her 
carriage — nay,  already  closeted  with  an  intriguing  ambas¬ 
sadress  : — “Yes;  I  have  passed  two  eras  of  life — the  first 
of  romance,  the  second  of  contemplation ;  once  my  favourite 
study  was  poetry — ■  next  philosophy.  Now,  returned  to  my 
native  country,  rich,  settled,  yet  young,  new  objects  arise 
to  me ;  not  that  vulgar  and  troublous  ambition  (which 
is  to  make  a  toil  of  life)  that  Constance  suggests,  but  a 
more  warm  and  vivid  existence  than  that  I  have  lately 
dreamed  away.  Let  luxury  and  pleasure  now  be  to  me 
what  solitude  and  thought  were.  I  have  been  too  long  the 
solitary,  I  will  learn  to  be  social.” 

Agreeably  to  this  resolution,  Godolphin  returned  with 
avidity  to  the  enjoyment  of  the  world ;  he  found  himself 
courted,  he  courted  society  in  return.  Erpingham  House 
had  been  for  years  the  scene  of  fascination :  who  does  not 
recollect  the  yet  greater  refinement  which  its  new  lord  threw 
over  its  circles  F  A  delicate  and  just  conception  of  the  fine 
arts  had  always  characterised  Godolphin.  He  now  formed 
that  ardour  for  collecting,  common  to  the  more  elegant 
order  of  minds.  Prom  his  beloved  Italy  he  imported  the 
most  beautiful  statues — his  cabinets  were  filled  with  gems 
— his  walls  glowed  with  the  triumphs  of  the  canvas — the 
showy  but  heterogeneous  furniture  of  Erpingham  House 
gave  way  to  a  more  classic  and  perfect  taste. — The  same 
fastidiousness  which,  in  the  affairs  of  the  heart,  had  cha- 
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racterised  Godolphin’s  habits  and  sentiments,  character¬ 
ised  his  new  pursuits ;  the  same  thirst  for  the  Ideal,  the 
same  worship  of  the  Beautiful,  and  aspirations  after  the 
Perfect. 

It  was  not  in  Constance’s  nature  to  admit  this  smaller 
ambition  ;  her  taste  was  pure  but  not  minute  ;  she  did  not 
descend  to  the  philosophy  of  detail.  But  she  was  glad  still 
to  see  that  Godolphin  could  be  aroused  to  the  discovery  of 
an  active  object ;  and,  although  she  sighed  to  perceive  his 
fine  genius  frittered  away  on  the  trifles  of  the  virtuoso — • 
although  she  secretly  regretted  the  waste  of  her  great 
wealth  (which  afforded  to  political  ambition  so  high  an 
advantage)  on  the  mute  marble,  and  what  she  deemed,  nor 
unjustly,  frivolous  curiosities — she  still  never  interfered 
with  Godolphin’s  caprices,  conscious  that,  to  his  delicacy, 
a  single  objection  to  his  wishes  on  the  score  of  expense 
would  have  reminded  him  of  what  she  wished  him  most  to 
forget — viz.,  that  the  means  of  this  lavish  expenditure 
were  derived  from  her.  She  hoped  that  his  mind,  once 
fairly  awakened,  would  soon  grow  sated  with  the  acqui¬ 
sition  of  baubles,  and  at  length  sigh  for  loftier  objects; 
and,  in  the  meanwhile,  she  plunged  into  her  old  party  plots 
and  ambitious  intrigues. 

Brpingham  House,  celebrated  as  ever  for  the  beauty  of 
its  queen  and  for  the  political  nature  of  its  entertainments, 
received  a  new  celebrity  from  its  treasures  of  art  and  the 
spiritual  wit  and  grace  with  which  Godolphin  invested  its 
attractions.  Among  the  crowd  of  its  guests  there  was  one 
whom  its  owners  more  particularly  esteemed — Stainforth 
Radclyffe  was  still  considerably  under  thirty,  but  already  a 
distinguished  man.  At  school  he  had  been  distinguished  : 
at  college  distinguished,  and  now  in  the  world  of  science 
distinguished  also.  Beneath  a  quiet,  soft,  and  cold  ex¬ 
terior,  he  concealed  the  most  resolute  and  persevering 
ambition ;  and  this  ambition  was  the  governing  faculty  of 
his  soul.  His  energies  were  undistracted  by  small  objects  ; 
for  he  went  little  into  general  society,  and  he  especially 
sought  in  his  studies  those  pursuits  which  nerve  and  brace 
the  mind.  He  was  a  profound  thinker,  a  deep  political 
economist,  an  accurate  financier,  a  judge  of  the  intricacies 
of  morals  and  legislation — for  to  his  mere  book  studies  he 
added  an  instinctive  penetration  into  men;  and  when  from 
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time  to  time  lie  rejoined  tlie  world,  lie  sought  out  those 
most  distinguished  in  the  sciences  he  had  cultivated,  and 
by  their  lights  corrected  his  own.  In  him  there  was  no¬ 
thing  desultory  or  undetermined ;  his  conduct  was  per¬ 
petual  calculation.  He  did  nothing  but  with  an  eye  to  a 
final  object ;  and  when,  to  the  superficial,  he  seemed  most 
to  wander  from  the  road  their  prudence  would  have  sug¬ 
gested,  he  was  only  seeking  the  surest  and  shortest  paths. 
Yet  his  ambition  was  not  the  mere  vulgar  thirst  for  getting 
on  in  the  world  ;  he  cared  little  for  the  paltry  place,  the 
petty  power  which  may  reward  what  are  called  aspiring 
young  men.  His  clear  sight  penetrated  to  objects  that 
seemed  wrapped  in  shade  to  all  others ;  and  to  those  only, 
— distant,  but  vast  and  towering, — he  deigned  to  attach  his 
desires.  He  cared  not  for  small  and  momentary  rewards  ; 
and  while  always  (for  he  knew  its  necessity)  uppermost  on 
the  tide  of  the  hour,  he  had  neither  joy  nor  thought  for  the 
petty  honours  for  which  he  was  envied,  and  by  which  he 
was  supposed  to  be  elated.  Always  occupied  and  always 
thoughtful,  he  went,  as  I  have  just  said,  very  little  into  the 
gay  world,  and  was  not  very  well  formed  to  shine  in  it 
when  there ;  for  trifles  require  the  whole  man  as  much  as 
matters  of  importance.  He  did  not  want  either  wit  or 
polish,  but  he  tasked  his  powers  too  severely  on  great 
subjects  not  to  be  sometimes  dull  upon  small  ones ;  yet, 
when  he  was  either  excited  or  at  home,  he  was  not  without 
■  what  man  of  genius  is  ? — his  peculiar  powers  of  conver¬ 
sation.  There  was  in  this  young,  dark,  brooding,  stern 
man,  that  which  had  charmed  Constance  at  first  sight ;  she 
thought  to  recognise  a  nature  like  her  own,  and  Radclyffe’s 
venturous  spirit  exulted  in  a  commune  with  hers.  Their 
politics  were  the  same ;  their  ultimate  ends  not  very  unlike  ; 
and  their  common  ambition  furnished  them  with  an  eternity 
of  topics  and  schemes.  Radclyife  was  Constance’s  guest ; 
— but  Godolphin  soon  grew  attached  to  the  young  politician, 
though  he  shrugged  his  shoulders  at  his  opinions.  In 
youth,  Godolphin  had  been  a  Tory — now,  if  anything  he 
was  a  Tory  still.  Such  a  political  creed  was  perhaps  the 
natural  result  of  his  philosophical  belief.  Constance,  Whig 
by  profession,  ultra- Liberal  in  reality,  still  however  gave 
the  character  to  the  politics  of  the  house ;  and  the  easy 
Godolphin  thought  politics  the  veriest  of  all  the  trifles 
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which  a  man  conlcl  leave  to  the  discretion  of  the  lady  of 
his  household.  We  may  judge,  therefore,  of  the  quiet, 
complacent  amusement  he  felt  in  the  didactics  of  Radclyffe 
or  the  declamations  of  Constance. 

“  That  is  a  dangerous,  scheming  woman,  believe  me, 
said  the  Duchess  of  - to  her  great  husband,  one  morn¬ 

ing,  when  Constance  left  her  Grace. 

“  Nonsense  !  women  are  never  dangerous. 
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CHAPTER  LI. 

GODOLPHIN’S  COURSE  OF  LIFE. — INFLUENCE  OF  OPINION  AND  OF 
RIDICULE  ON  THE  MINDS  OF  PRIVILEGED  ORDERS. — LADT 
ERPINGHAM’S  FRIENDSHIP  WITH  GEORGE  THE  FOURTH.— 
HIS  MANNER  OF  LIVING. 

The  course  of  life  which  Godolphin  now  led,  was  exactly 
that  which  it  is  natural  for  a  very  rich  intellectual  man  to 
indulge — voluptuous,  but  refined.  He  was  arriving  at  that 
age  when  the  poetry  of  the  heart  necessarily  decays.  Wealth 
almost  unlimited  was  at  his  command ;  he  had  no  motive 
for  exertion ;  and  he  now  sought  in  pleasure  that  which  he 
had  formerly  asked  from  romance.  As  his  faculties  and 
talents  had  no  other  circle  for  display  than  that  which 
“  society”  affords  ;  so  by  slow  degrees,  society — its  applause 
and  its  regard — became  to  him  of  greater  importance  than 
his  “philosophy  dreamt  of.”  Whatever  the  circle  we  live 
amongst,  the  public  opinion  of  that  circle  will,  sooner  or 
later,  obtain  a  control  over  us.  This  is  the  reason  why  a 
life  of  pleasure  makes  even  the  strongest  mind  frivolous 
at  last.  The  lawyer,  the  senator,  the  man  of  letters,  all  are 
insensibly  guided — moulded — formed— by  the  judgment  of 
the  tribe  they  belong  to,  and  the  circle  in  which  they  move. 
Still  more  is.it  the  case  with  the  idlers  of  the  great  world, 
amongst  whom  the  only  main  staple  of  talk  is  “  themselves.” 

And  in  the  last-named  set,  Ridicule  being  more  strong 
and  fearful  a  deity  than  she  is  amongst  the  cultivators  of  the 
graver  occupations  of  life,  reduces  the  inmates,  by  a  con¬ 
stant  dread  of  incurring  her  displeasure,  to  a  more  mono¬ 
tonous  and  regular  subjection  to  the  judgment  of  others. 
Ridicule  is  the  stifler  of  all  energy  amongst  those  she  controls. 
After  a  man’s  position  in  society  is  once  established — after 
he  has  arrived  at  a  certain  age— he  does  not  like  to  hazard 
any  intellectual  enterprise  which  may  endanger  the  quan¬ 
tum  of  respect  or  popularity  at  present  allotted  to  him. 
He  does  not  like  to  risk  a  failure  in  parliament — a  caustic 
criticism  in  literature :  he  does  not  like  to  excite  new  jea- 
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lousies,  and  provoke  angry  rivals  where  lie  now  finds  com¬ 
plaisant  inferiors.  Tlie  most  admired  antkors,  tke  most 
respected  members  of  either  house,  now  looked  np  to 
Godolphin  as  a  man  of  wit  and  genius  ;  a  man  whose 
house,  whose  wealth,  whose  wife,  gave  him  an  influence 
few  individuals  enjoy.  Why  risk  all  this  respect  by  pro¬ 
voking  comparison  ?  Among  the  first  in  one  line,  why  sink 
into  the  probability  of  being  second-rate  in  another  ? 

This  motive,  which  secretly  governs  half  the  aristocracy 
— the  cleverer  half,  viz.,  the  more  diffident  and  the  more 
esteemed ;  which  leaves  to  the  obtuse  and  the  vain,  a 
despised  and  unenviable  notoriety ;  added  new  force  to 
Godolphin’s  philosophical  indifference  to  ambition.  Per¬ 
haps,  had  his  situation  been  less  brilliant,  or  had  he  per¬ 
severed  in  that  early  affection  for  solitude  which  youth 
loves  as  the  best  nurse  to  its  dreams,  he  might  now,  in 
attaining  an  age  when  ambition,  often  dumb  before,  usually 
begins  to  make  itself  heard,  have  awakened  to  a  more 
resolute  and  aspiring  temperament  of  mind.  But,  as  it 
was,  courted  and  surrounded  by  all  the  enjoyments  which 
are  generally  the  reward  to  which  exertion  looks,  even  an 
ambitious  man  might  have  forgotten  his  nature.  No  wound 
to  his  vanity,  no  feeling  that  he  was  underrated ,  (that  great 
spur  to  proud  minds,)  excited  him  to  those  exertions  we 
undertake  in  order  to  belie  calumny.  He  was  “  the  glass 
of  fashion,”  at  once  popular  and  admired ;  and  his  good 
fortune  in  marrying  the  celebrated,  the  wealthy,  the  beau¬ 
tiful  Countess  of  Erpingham  was,  as  success  always  is, 
considered  the  proof  of  his  genius,  and  the  token  of  his 
merits. 

It  was  certainly  true,  that  a  secret  and  mutual  disap¬ 
pointment  rankled  beneath  the  brilliant  lot  of  the  husband 
and  wife.  Godolphin  exacted  from  Constance  more  soft¬ 
ness,  more  devotion,  more  compliance  than  belonged  to  her 
nature  ;  and  Constance,  on  the  other  hand,  ceased  not  to 
repine  that  she  found  in  Godolphin  no  sympathy  with  her 
objects,  and  no  feeling  for  her  enthusiasm.  As  there  was 
little  congenial  in  their  pursuits,  the  one  living  for  pleasure, 
the  other  for  ambition,  so  there  could  be  no  congeniality  in 
their  intercourse.  They  loved  each  other  still ;  they  loved 
each  other  warmly ;  they  never  quarrelled ;  for  the  temper 
of  Constance  was  mild,  and  that  of  Godolphin  generous : 
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but  neither  believed  there  was  much  love  on  the  other  side ; 
and  both  sought  abroad  that  fellowship  and  those  objects 
they  had  not  in  common  at  home. 

Constance  was  a  great  favourite  with  the  reigning  king; 
she  was  constantly  invited  to  the  narrow  circle  of  festivities 
at  Windsor.  Godolphin,  who  avoided  the  being  bored  as  the 
greatest  of  earthly  evils,  could  not  bow  down  his  tastes  and 
habits  to  any  exact  and  precise  order  of  life,  however  dis¬ 
tinguished  the  circle  in  which  it  became  the  rule.  Thirsting 
to  be  amused,  he  could  not  conjugate  the  active  verb  “  to 
amuse.”  Ho  man  was  more  fitted  to  adorn  a  court,  yet  no 
man  could  less  play  the  courtier.  He  admired  the  manners 
of  the  sovereign, — he  did  homage  to  the  natural  acuteness 
of  his  understanding;  but,  accustomed  as  he  was  to  lay 
down  the  law  in  society,  he  was  too  proud  to  receive  it 
from  another,— a  common  case  among  those  who  live  with 
the  great  by  right,  and  not  through  sufferance.  His  pride 
made  him  fear  to  seem  a  parasite ;  and,  too  chivalrous  to 
be  disloyal,  he  was  too  haughty  to  be  subservient.  In  fact, 
he  was  thoroughly  formed  to  be  the  Great  Aristocrat, — a 
career  utterly  distinct  from  that  of  the  Hanger-on  upon  a 
still  greater  man ;  and  against  his  success  at  court,  he  had 
an  obstacle  no  less  in  the  inherent  fierte  of  his  nature,  than 
in  the  acquired  philosophy  of  his  cynicism. 

The  king,  at  first,  was  civil  enough  to  Lady  Erpingham’s 
husband ;  but  he  had  penetration  enough  to  see  that  he  was 
not  adequately  admired  :  and  on  the  first  demonstration  of 
royal  coolness,  Godolphin,  glad  of  an  excuse,  foreswore 
Castle  and  Pavilion  for  ever,  and  left  Constance  to  enjoy 
alone  the  honours  of  the  regal  hospitality.  The  world  would 
have  insinuated  scandal ;  but  there  was  that  about  Con¬ 
stance’s  beauty  which  there  is  said  by  one  of  the  poets  to 
belong  to  an  Angel’s— it  struck  the  heart,  but  awed  the 
senses. 
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CHAPTER  LII. 

BADCLYFFE  AND  GODOLPHIN  CONVEBSE. — THE  YAKIETIES  OP 

AMBITION. 

“I  don’t  know,”  said  Godolpkin  to  Radclyffe,  as  they 
were  one  day  riding  together  among  the  green  lanes  that 
border  the  metropolis — “  I  don’t  know  what  to  do  with 
myself  this  evening.  Lady  Erpingham  is  gone  to  Windsor ; 
I  have  no  dinner  engagement,  and  I  am  wearied  of  balls. 
Shall  we  dine  together,  and  go  to  the  play  quietly,  as  we 
might  have  done  some  ten  years  ago  ?  ” 

“  Nothing  I  should  like  better ; — and  the  theatre — are 
you  fond  of  it  now  ?  I  think  I  have  heard  you  say  that  it 
once  made  your  favourite  amusement.” 

“  I  still  like  it  passably,”  answered  Godolphin  ;  “  but 
the  gloss  is  gone  from  the  delusion.  I  am  grown  mourn¬ 
fully  fastidious.  I  must  have  excellent  acting — an  excel¬ 
lent  play.  A  slight  fault — a  slight  deviation  from  naturo 
— robs  me  of  my  content  at  the  whole.” 

“  The  same  fault  in  your  character  pervading  all  things,” 
said  Radclyffe,  half  smiling. 

“True,”  said  Godolphin,  yawning; — “but  have  you 
seen  my  new  Canova  ?  ” 

“  No  :  I  care  nothing  for  statues,  and  I  know  nothing  of 
the  Pine  Arts.” 

“  What  a  confession !  ” 

“Yes,  it  is  a  rare  confession:  but  I  suspect  that  the 
Arts,  like  truffles  and  olives,  are  an  acquired  taste.  People 
talk  themselves  into  admiration,  where  at  first  they  felt 
indifference.  But  how  can  you,  Godolphin,  with  your 
talents,  fritter  away  life  on  these  baubles  ?  ” 

“You  are  civil,”  said  Godolphin,  impatiently.  “Allow 
me  to  tell  you  that  it  is  your  objects  I  consider  baubles. 
Your  dull,  plodding,  wearisome  honours;  a  name  in  the 
newspapers — a  place,  perhaps,  in  the  Ministry — purchased 
by  a  sacrificed  youth  and  a  degraded  manhood — a  youth 
in  labour,  a  manhood  in  schemes.  No,  Radclyffe !  give 
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me  the  bright,  the  glad  sparkle  of  existence  ;  and,  ere  the 
sad  years  of  age  and  sickness,  let  mo  at  least  enjoy.  That 

is  wisdom !  Your  creed  is - But  I  will  not  imitate  your 

rudeness  !  ”  and  Godolphin  laugked. 

“Certainly,”  replied  Radclyffe,  “you  do  your  best  to 
enjoy  yourself.  You  live  well  and  fare  sumptuously  :  your 
bouse  is  superb,  your  villa  enchanting.  Lady  Erpingham 
is  the  handsomest  woman  of  her  time  :  and,  as  if  that  were 
not  enough,  half  the  fine  women  in  London  admit  you  at 
their  feet.  Yet  you  are  not  happy.” 

“  Ay  :  but  who  is  ?  ”  cried  Godolphin,  energetically. 

“  I  am,”  said  Radclyffe,  dryly. 

“  You ! — humph  !  ” 

“  You  disbelieve  me.” 

“  I  have  no  right  to  do  so  :  but  are  you  not  ambitions  P 
And  is  not  ambition  full  of  anxiety,  care, — mortification  at 
defeat,  disappointment  in  success  P  Does  not  the  very 
word  ambition — that  is,  a  desire  to  be  something  you  are 
not — prove  you  discontented  with  what  you  are  ?  ” 

“  You  speak  of  a  vulgar  ambition,”  said  Radclyffe. 

“  Most  august  sage  ! — and  what  species  of  ambition  is 
yours  ?  ” 

“Rot  that  which  you  describe.  You  speak  of  the  am¬ 
bition  for  self ;  my  ambition  is  singular — it  is  the  ambition 
for  others.  Some  years  ago  I  chanced  to  form  an  object 
in  what  I  considered  the  welfare  of  my  race.  You  smile. 
Nay,  I  boast  no  virtue  in  my  dream ;  but  philanthropy  was 
my  hobby,  as  statues  may  be  yours.  To  effect  this  object,  I 
see  great  changes  are  necessary :  I  desire,  I  work  for  these 
great  changes.  I  am  not  blind,  in  the  meanwhile,  to  glory. 
I  desire,  on  the  contrary,  to  obtain  it !  but  it  would  only 
please  me  if  it  came  from  certain  sources.  I  want  to  feel 
that  I  may  realise  what  I  attempt ;  and  wish  for  that 
glory  that  comes  from  the  permanent  gratitude  of  my 
species,  not  that  which  springs  from  the  momentary  ap¬ 
plause.  Now,  I  am  vain,  very  vain:  vanity  was,  some 
years  ago,  the  strongest  characteristic  of  my  nature.  I  do 
not  pretend  to  conquer  the  weakness,  but  to  turn  it 
towards  my  purposes.  I  am  vain  enough  to  wish  to 
shine,  but  the  light  must  come  from  deeds  I  think  really 
worthy.” 

“Well,  well!”  said  Godolphin,  a  little  interested  in 
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spite  of  himself  ;  “  but  ambition  of  one  sort  resembles 
ambition  of  another,  inasmuch  as  it  involves  perpetual 
barassments  and  humiliations.” 

11  Not  so,”  answered  Radclyffe ; —  “because  when  a 
man  is  striving  for  what  be  fancies  a  laudable  object, 
the  goodness  of  bis  intentions  comforts  him  for  the  failure 
in  success,  whereas  your  selfishly  ambitious  man  has  no 
consolation  in  Ms  defeats  ;  be  is  bumbled  by  the  external 
world,  and  has  no  inner  world  to  apply  to  for  consolation.” 

“  Ob,  man !  ”  said  G-odolphin,  almost  bitterly,  “  bow 
dost  thou  eternally  deceive  thyself !  Here  is  the  thirst 
for  power,  and  it  calls  itself  the  love  of  mankind.” 

“  Believe  me,”  said  Radclyffe,  so  earnestly,  and  with  so 
deep  a  meaning  in  bis  grave,  bright  eye,  that  Glo  dolphin 
was  staggered  from  bis  scepticism; — “believe  me,  they 
may  be  distinct  passions,  and  yet  can  be  united.” 
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CHAPTER  LIII. 

FANNY  BEHIND  THE  SCENES. — REMINISCENCES  OP  YOUTH. — THE 
UNIVERSALITY  OP  TRICK. — THE  SUPPER  AT  FANNY  MILLIN- 
GER’S. — TALK  ON  A  THOUSAND  MATTERS,  EQUALLY  LIGHT 
AND  TRUE. — FANNY’S  SONG. 

The  play  was  “  Pizarro,”  and  Fanny  Millinger  acted 
Cora.  Godolphin  and  Radclyffe  went  behind  the  scenes. 

“  Ah !  ”  said  Fanny,  as  she  stood  in  her  white  Peruvian 
dress,  waiting  her  turn  to  re-enter  the  stage, — “Ah,  Go- 
dolphin  !  this  reminds  me  of  old  times.  How  many  years 
have  passed  since  yon  used  to  take  such  pleasure  in  this 
mimic  life  !  Well  do  I  remember  your  musing  eye  and 
thoughtful  brow  bent  kindly  on  me  from  the  stage-box 
yonder :  and  do  yon  recollect  how  prettily  yon  used  to 
moralise  on  the  deserted  scenes  when  the  play  was  over  ? 
And  you  sometimes  waited  on  these  very  boards  to  escort 
me  home.  Those  times  have  changed.  Heigh-ho  !  ” 

“  Ay,  Fanny,  we  have  passed  through  new  worlds  of 
feeling  since  then.  Could  life  be  to  us  now  what  it  was  at 
that  time,  we  might  love  each  other  anew :  but  tell  me, 
Fanny,  has  not  the  experience  of  life  made  yon  a  wiser 
woman  P  Do  yon  not  seek  more  to  enjoy  the  present — to 
pluck  Time’s  fruit  on  the  bough,  ere  yet  the  ripeness  is 
gone  ?  I  do.  I  dreamed  away  my  youth — I  strive  to 
enjoy  my  manhood.” 

“  Then,”  said  Fanny,  with  that  quickness  with  which,  in 
matters  of  the  heart,  women  beat  all  our  philosophy — 
“  then  I  can  prophesy  that,  since  we  parted,  yon  have  loved 
or  lost  some  one.  Regret,  which  converts  the  active  mind 
into  the  dreaming  temper,  makes  the  dreamer  hurry  into 
activity,  whether  of  business  or  of  pleasure.” 

“  Right,”  said  Radclyffe,  as  a  shade  darkened  his  stern 
brow. 

“Right,”  said  Godolphin  thoughtfully,  and  Lucilla’s 
image  smote  his  heart  like  an  avenging  conscience.  “  Right,” 
repeated  he,  turning  aside  and  soliloquising ;  “  and  those 
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words  from  an  idle  tongue  have  taught  me  some  of  the 
motives  of  my  present  conduct.  But  away  reflection !  I 
have  resolved  to  forswear  it.  My  pretty  Cora !  ”  said  he 
aloud,  as  he  turned  back  to  the  actress,  “you  are  a  very 
De  Stael  in  your  wisdom :  but  let  us  not  be  wise ;  ’tis  the 
worst  of  our  follies.  Do  you  not  give  us  one  of  your 
charming  suppers  to-night  ?  ” 

“  To  be  sure  :  your  friend  will  join  us.  He  was  once  the 
gayest  of  the  gay ;  but  years  and  fame  have  altered  him  a 
little.” 

“  Radclyffe  gay  !  Bah  !  ”  said  Godolphin,  surprised. 

“  Ay,  you  may  well  look  astonished,”  said  Fanny,  archly ; 
“but  note  that  smile — it  tells  of  old  days.” 

And  Godolphin  turning  to  his  friend,  saw  indeed  on  the 
thin  lip  of  that  earnest  face  a  smile  so  buoyant,  so  joyous, 
that  it  seemed  as  if  the  whole  character  of  the  man  were 
gone :  but  while  he  gazed,  the  smile  vanished,  and  Radclyffe 
gravely  declined  the  invitation. 

Cora  was  now  on  the  stage :  a  transport  of  applause 
shook  the  house. 

“  How  well  she  acts  !  ”  said  Radclyffe,  warmly. 

“  Yes,”  answered  Godolphin,  as  with  folded  arms  be 
looked  quietly  on ;  “  but  what  a  lesson  in  the  human  heart 
does  good  acting  teach  us.  Mark  that  glancing  eye — that 
heaving  breast — that  burst  of  passion — that  agonised  voice: 
the  spectators  are  in  tears  !  The  woman’s  whole  soul  is  in 
her  child  !  Hot  a  bit  of  it !  She  feels  no  more  than  the 
boards  we  tread  on  :  she  is  probably  thinking  of  the  lively 
supjmr  we  shall  have ;  and  when  she  comes  off  the  stage, 
she  will  cry,  “  Did  I  not  act  it  well  ?  ” 

“  Hay,”  said  Radclyffe,  “  she  probably  feels  while  she 
depicts  the  feeling.” 

“Hot  she:  years  ago  she  told  me  the  whole  science  of 
acting  was  trick  ;  and  trick — trick — trick  it  is,  on  the  stage 
or  off.  The  noble  art  of  oratory — (noble  forsooth!) — is 
just  the  same :  philosophy,  poetry — all,  all  hypocrisy. 

‘  Damn  the  moon !  ’  said  B - —  to  me,  as  we  once  stood 

gazing  on  it  at  Venice  ;  ‘  it  always  gives  me  the  ague  :  but 
I  have  described  it  well  in  my  poetry,  Godolphin — eh  ?  ’  ” 

“  But - ,”  began  Radclyffe. 

“  But  me  no  buts,”  interrupted  Godolphin,  with  the 
playful  pertinacity  which  he  made  so  graceful:  “you  are 
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younger  than  I  am;  -when  yon  have  lived  as  long,  yon 
shall  have  a  right  to  contradict  my  system,  not  before..  , 

Godolphin  joined  the  supper  party.  Like  Godolphin  s, 
Fanny's  life  was  the  pnrsuit  of  pleasure :  she  lavished  on 
it,  in  proportion  to  her  means,  the  same  cost  and  expense, 
thongh  she  wanted  the  same  taste  and  refinement.  Gene¬ 
rous  and  profuse,  like  all  her  tribe — like  all  persons  who 
win  money  easily — she  was  charitable  to  all  and  luxurious 
in  herself.  The  supper  was  attended  by  four  male  guests 
- — Godolphin,  Saville,  Lord  Falconer,  and  Mr.  Windsor. 

It  was  early  summer:  the  curtains  were  undrawn,. the 
windows  half  opened,  and  the  moonlight  slept  on  the  little 
grassplot  that  surrounded  the  house.  The.  guests  were,  in 
high  spirits.  “Fill  me  this  goblet,”  cried  Godolphin; 
“  champagne  is  the  boy’s  liquor;  I  will  return  to  it  con 
amore.  Fanny,  let  us  pledge  each  other:  stay:  a  toast! 

• — -What  shall  it  be  ?  ” 

“Hope,  till  old  age,  and  Memory  afterwards,”  said 
Fanny,  smiling. 

“Pshaw!  theatricals  still,  Fan?”  growled  Saville,  who 
had  placed  a  large  screen  between  himself  and  the  window  ; 
“  no  sentiment  between  friends.” 

“  Out  on  you,  Saville,”  said  Godolphin  ;  “  as  well  might 
you  say  no  music  out  of  the  opera ;  these  verbal  prettinesses 

colour  conversation.  But  you  roues  are  so  d - d  prosaic ; 

you  want  us  to  walk  to  Vice  without  a  flower  by  the  way.” 

“  Vice,  indeed !  ”  cried  Saville.  “  I  abjure  your  villanous 
appellatives.  It  was  in  your  companionship  that  I  lost  my 
character,  and  now  you  turn  king’s  evidence  against  the 
poor  devil  you  seduced.” 

“  Humph !  ”  cried  Godolphin,  gaily ;  “  you  remind  me 
of  the  advice  of  the  Spanish  hidalgo  to  a  servant :  always 
choose  a  master  with  a  good  memory  :  for  ‘  if  he  does  not 
pay,  he  will  at  least  remember  that  he  owes  you.’  In  future, 
I  shall  take  care  to  herd  only  with  those  who  recollect, 
after  they  are  finally  debauched,  all  the  good  advice  I  gave 
them  beforehand.” 

“  Meanwhile,”  said  the  pretty  Fanny,  with  her  arch  mouth 
half-full  of  chicken,  “  I  shall  recollect  that  Mr.  Saville  drinks 
his  wine  without  toasts — as  being  an  useless  delay.” 

“Wine,”  said  Mr.  Windsor,  sententiously,  “  wine  is  just 
the  reverse  of  love.  Your  old  topers  are  all  for  coming  at 
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once  to  the  bottle,  and  your  old  lovers  for  ever  mumbling 
the  toast.” 

“  See,  what  you  have  brought  on  yourself,  Saville,  by 
affecting  a  joke  upon  me,”  said  Godolphin :  “  Come,  let  us 
make  it  up  :  we  fell  out  with  the  toast — let  us  be  reconciled 
by  the  glass. — Champagne  ?  ” 

“  Ay,  any  thing  for  a  quiet  life, — even  champagne,”  said 
Saville,  with  a  mock  air  of  patience,  and  dropping  his  sharp 
features  into  a  state  of  the  most  placid  repose.  “  You  wits 
are  so  very  severe.  Yes,  champagne  if  you  please.  Fanny, 
my  love,”  and  Saville  made  a  wry  face  as  he  put  down  the 
scarce-tastecl  glass,  “  go  on — another  joke,  if  you  please  ;  I 
now  find  I  can  bear  your  satire  better,  at  least,  than  your 
wine.” 

“  Fanny  was  all  bustle :  it  is  in  these  things  that  the 
actress  differs  from  the  lady — there  is  no  quiet  in  her. 
“  Another  bottle  of  champagne  : — what  can  have  happened 
to .  this  ?  ”  Poor  Fanny  was  absolutely  pained.  Saville 
enjoyed  it,  for  he  always  revenged  a  jest  by  an  imperti¬ 
nence. 

“Nay,”  said  Godolphin,  “our  friend  does  but  joke. 
Your  champagne  is  excellent,  Fanny.  Well,  Saville,  and 
where  is  young  Greenhough  ?  He  is  vanished.  Report 
says  he  was  marked  down  in  your  company,  and  has  not 
risen  since.” 

“  Report  is  the  civilest  jade  in  the  world.  According  to 
her,  all  the  pigeons  disappear  in  my  fields.  But,  seriously 
speaking,  Greenhough  is  off — gone  to  America — over  head 
and  ears  in  debt — debts  of  honour.  Now,”  said  Saville, 
very  slowly,  “  there’s  the  difference  between  the  gentleman 
and  the  parvenu,;  the  gentleman,  when  all  is  lost,  cuts  his 
throat :  the  parvenu  only  cuts  his  creditors.  I  am  really 
very  angry  with  Greenhough  that  he  did  not  destroy  him¬ 
self.  A  young  man  under  my  protection  and  all :  so  cl — cl 
ungrateful  in  him.” 

“  He  was  not  much  in  your  debt — eh  P  ”  said  Lord 
Falconer,  speaking  for  the  first  time  as  the  wine  began  to 
get  into  his  head. 

Saville  looked  hard  at  the  speaker. 

“Lord  Falconer,  a  pinch  of  snuff:  there  is  something 
singularly  happy  in  your  question  ;  so  much  to  the  point : 

you  have  great  knowledge  of  the  world — great.  He  was 
**  T  2 
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very  mncli  in  my  debt.  I  introduced  tbe  vulgar  dog  into 
the  world,  and  bo  owes  me  all  tbe  thousands  be  bad  the 
honour  to  lose  in  good  society !  ” 

“Do  you  know,  Percy,”  continued  Saville,  “  do  you 
know,  by  tbe  way,  that  my  poor  dear  friend  Jasmin  is 
dead?  died  after  a  hearty  game  of  whist.  He  bad  just 
time  to  cry  ‘four  by  honours,’  when  death  trumped  him. 
It  was  a  great  shock  to  me  :  he  was  the  second  best  player 
at  Graham’s.  Those  sudden  deaths  are  very  awful— 
especially  with  the  game  in  one’s  hands.” 

“  Very  mortifying,  indeed,”  seriously  said  Lord  Falconer, 
who  had  just  been  initiated  into  whist. 

“ ’Tis  droll,”  said  Saville,  “to  see  how  often  the  last 
words  of  a  man  tally  with  his  life ;  ’tis  like  the  moral  to 
the  fable.  The  best  instance  I  know  is  in  Lord  Chesterfield, 
whose  fine  soul  went  out  in  that  sublime  and  inimitable 
sentence — ‘  Give  Mr.  Darrell  a  chair.’  ” 

“  Capital !  ”  cried  Lord  Falconer.  “  Saville,  a  game  at 
ecctrte . 

As  the  lion  in  the  Tower  looked  at  the  lapdog,  so  in  all 
the  compassion  of  contempt  looked  Saville  on  Lord  Falconer. 

“  Infelixpuer  !  ”  muttered  Godolphin,  “  Infel'ix  puer  at  quo 
imvar  congressas  Achilli.” 

“With  all  my  heart,”  said  Saville  at  last.  “Yet,  no — 
we’ve  been  talking  of  death— such  topics  waken  a  man’s 
conscience.  Falconer,  I  never  play  for  less  than - ” 

“  Ponies  ! — I  know  it!  ”  cried  Falconer,  triumphantly. 

“  Ponies — less  than  chargers  ?  ” 

“  Chargers — what  are  chargers  ?  ” 

“The  whole  receipts  of  an  Irish  peer,  Lord  Falconer; 
and  I  make  it  a  point  never  to  lose  the  first  game.” 

“  Such  men  are  dangerous,”  said  Mr.  Windsor,  with  his 
eyes  shut. 

“  0,  Night !  ”  cried  Godolphin,  springing  up  theatrically, 
“thou  wert  made  for  song,  and  moonlight,  and  laughter — - 
but  woman’s  laughter.  Fanny,  a  song — the  pretty  quaint 
song  you  sang  me,  years  ago,  in  praise  of  a  Town  love  and 
an  easy  life.” 

Fanny,  who  bad  been  in  the  pouts  ever  since  Saville  had 
blamed  the  champagne — for  she  was  very  anxious  to  be  of 
bon  ton  in  her  own  little  way — now  began  to  smile  once 
more ;  and,  as  the  moon  played  on  her  arch  face,  she  seated 
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herself  at  the  piano,  and,  glancing  at  Grodolphin, 
following  song : — 

LOVE  COURTS  THE  PLEASURES. 


i. 

Believe  me,  Love  was  never  made 
In  deserts  to  abide  ; 

Leave  Age  to  take  the  sober  shade, 
And  Youth  the  sunny  side. 


ii. 

Love  dozes  by  the  purling  brook, 

No  lriend  to  lonely  places ; 

Or,  if  he  toys  with  Strephon’s  crook, 
His  Chloes  are  the  Graces. 

in. 

Forsake  1  The  Flaunting  Town  !  ’  Alas ! 

Be  cells  for  saints,  my  own  love  ! 

The  wine  of  life’s  a  social  glass, 

Nor  may  be  quaffed  alone,  love. 

iv. 

Behold  the  dead  and  solemn  sea, 

To  which  our  beings  flow ; 

Let  waves  that  soon  so  dark  must  he 
Catch  every  glory  now. 


v. 

I  would  not  chain  that  heart  to  this, 
To  sicken  at  the  rest; 

The  cage  we  close  a  prison  is, 

The  open  cage  a  nest. 
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CHAPTER  LIT. 

THE  CAREER  OP  CONSTANCE. - REAL  STATE  OF  HER  FEELINGS 

TOWARDS  GODOLPHIN. -  RAPID  SUCCESSION  OF  POLITICAL 

EVENTS. — CANNING’S  ADMINISTRATION. — CATHOLIC  QUESTION. 
— LORD  GREY’S  SPEECH. — CANNING’S  DEATH. 

While  in  scenes  like  these,  alternated  with  more  refined 
and  polished  dissipation,  Godolphin  lavished  away  his  life, 
Constance  became  more  and  more  powerful  as  one  of  the 
ornaments  of  a  great  political  party.  Pew  women  in  Eng¬ 
land  ever  mixed  more  actively  in  politics  than  Lady  Erp- 
ingham,  or  with  more  remai'kable  ability.  Her  friends 
were  out  of  office,  it  is  true  ;  but  she  saw  the  time  ap¬ 
proaching  rapidly  when  their  opinions  must  come  into 
power.  She  had  begun  to  love,  for  itself,  the  scheming  of 
political  ambition,  and  in  any  country  but  England  she 
would  have  been  a  conspirator,  and  in  old  times  might 
have  risen  to  be  a  queen ;  but  as  it  was,  she  was  only  a 
proud,  discontented  woman.  She  knew,  too,  that  it  was 
all  she  could  be — all  that  her  sex  allowed  her  to  be — yet 
did  she  not  the  less  struggle  and  toil  on.  The  fate  of  her 
father  still  haunted  her ;  her  promise  and  his  death-bed 
still  rose  oft  and  solemnly  before  her ;  the  humiliations  she 
had  known  in  her  early  condition — the  homage  that  had 
attended  her  later  career — still  cherished  in  her  haughty 
soul  indignation  at  the  faction  he  had  execrated,  and  little 
less  of  the  mighty  class  which  that  faction  represented. 
That  system  of  “fashion  ”  she  had  so  mainly  contributed 
to  strengthen,  and  which  was  originally  by  her  intended  to 
build  up  a  standard  of  opinion,  independent  of  mere  rank, 
and  in  defiance  of  mere  wealth,  she  saw  polluted  and  de¬ 
based,  by  the  nature  of  its  followers,  into  a  vulgar  effron¬ 
tery,  which  was  worse  than  the  more  quiet  dulness  it  had 
attempted  to  supplant.  Yet  still  she  was  comforted  by  the 
thought  that  through  this  system  lay  the  way  to  more 
wholesome  changes.  The  idols  of  rank  and  wealth  once 
broken,  she  believed  that  a  pure  and  sane  worship  must 
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ultimately  be  established.  Doubtless  in  tbe  old  French 
regime  there  were  many  women  who  thought  like  her,  but 
there  were  none  who  acted  like  her— deliberately,  and  with 
an  end.  What  an  excellent,  what  a  warning  picture  is 
contained  in  the  entertaining  Memoirs  of  Count  Segur !  how 
admirably  that  agreeable  gossip  developes  the  state  of  mind 
among  the  nobility  of  France ! — “  merry  censurers  of  the 
old  customs  ” — “  enchanted  by  the  philosophy  of  Voltaire  ” 
— “ridiculing  the  old  system” — “embracing  liberality  as 
a  fashion,”  and  “  gaily  treading  a  soil  bedecked  with  flowers, 
which  concealed  a  precipice  from  their  view!  ”  In  England, 
there  are  fewer  flowers,  and  the  precipice  will  be  less 
fearful. 

A  certain  disappointment  which  had  attended  her  mar¬ 
riage  with  Godolphin,  and  the  disdainful  resentment  she 
felt  at  the  pleasures  that  allured  him  from  her,  tended  yet 
more  to  deepen  at  once  her  distaste  for  the  habits  of  a  frivolous 
society,  and  to  nerve  and  concentrate  her  powers  of  political 
intrigue.  Her  mind  grew  more  and  more  masculine  ;  her 
dark&  eye  burnt  with  a  sterner  fire ;  the  sweet  mouth  was 
less  prodigal  of  its  smiles ;  and  that  air  of  dignity  which 
she  had  always  possessed,  grew  harder  in  its  character,  and 
became  command. 

This  change  did  not  tend  to  draw  Godolphin  nearer  to 
her.  He,  so  susceptible  to  coldness,  so  refining,  so  exacting, 
believed  fully  that  she  loved  him  no  more — that  she  re¬ 
pented  the  marriage  she  had  contracted.  His  pride  was 
armed  against  her ;  and  he  sought  more  eagerly  those  scenes 
where  all,  for  the  admired,  the  gallant,  the  sparkling  Go¬ 
dolphin,  wore  smiles  and  sunshine. 

There  was  another  matter  that  rankled  in  his  breast 
with  peculiar  bitterness.  He  had  wished  to  raise  a  large 
sum  of  money,  (in  the  purchase  of  some  celebrated  works 
of  art,)  which  could  only  be  raised  with  Lady  Erpingham’s 
consent.  'Wh.en  he  had  touched  upon  the  point  to  her,  she 
had  not  refused,  but  she  had  hesitated.  She  seemed  em¬ 
barrassed,  and,  he  thought,  discontented.  His  delicacy 
took  alarm,  and  he  never  recurred  to  the  question  again ; 
but  he  was  secretly  much  displeased  with  her  reluctant 
manner  on  that  occasion.  Nothing  the  proud  so  little  foi- 
get  as  a  coolness  conceived  upon  money  matters.  In  this 
instance,  Godolphin  afterwards  discovered  that  he  had 
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wronged  Constance,  and  misinterpreted  the  cause  of  her 
reluctance. 

Yet,  as  time  flew  on  for  both,  both  felt  a  yearning  of  the 
heart  towards  each  other ;  and  had  they  been  thrown  upon 
a  desert  island — had  there  been  full  leisure,  full  oppor- 
tuity,  for  a  frank,  unfettered  interchange  and  confession  of 
thought — they  would  have  been  mutually  astonished  to 
find  themselves  still  so  beloved,  and  each  would  have  been 
dearer  to  the  other  than  in  their  warmest  hour  of  earlier 
attachment.  But  when  once,  in  a  very  gay  and  occupied 
life,  a  husband  and  wife  have  admitted  a  seeming  indiffer¬ 
ence  to  creep  in  between  them,  the  chances  are  a  thousand 
to  one  against  its  after-removal.  How  much  more  so  with 
a  wife  so  proud  as  Constance,  and  a  husband  so  refining  as 
G-odolphin  !  Fortunately,  however,  as  I  said  before,  the 
temper  of  each  was  excellent ;  they  never  quarrelled ;  and 
the  indifference,  therefore,  lay  on  the  surface,  not  at  the 
depth.  They  seemed  to  the  world  an  affectionate  couple, 
as  couples  go  ;  and  their  union  would  have  been  classed  by 
Rochefoucald  among  those  marriages  that  are  very  happy 
— il  n’y  a  point  cle  delicieux. 

.Meanwhile,  as  Constance  had  predicted,  the  political 
history  of  the  country  was  marked  by  a  perpetual  progress 
towards  liberal  opinions.  Mr.  Canning  was  now  in  office ; 
the  Catholic  Question  was  in  every  one’s  mouth. 

There  was  a  brilliant  meeting  at  Erpingham  House; 
those  who  composed  it  were  of  the  heads  of  the  party  • 
but  there  were  divisions  amongst  themselves ;  some  were 
secretly  for  joining  Mr.  Canning’s  administration;  some  had 
openly  done  so ;  others  remained  in  stubborn  and  jealous 
opposition.  With  these  last  was  the  heart  of  Constance. 

“Well,  well,  Lady  Erpingham,”  said  Lord  Paul  Plymp- 
ton,  a  young  nobleman,  who  had  written  a  dull  history, 
and  was  therefore  considered  likely  to  succeed  in  parlia¬ 
mentary  life  “Well,  I  cannot  help  thinking  you  are  too 
severe  upon  Canning :  he  is  certainly  very  liberal  in  his 
views.” 

“Is  there  one  law  he  ever  caused  to  pass  for  the  benefit 
of  the  working  classes.  No,  Lord  Paul,  his  Whiggism  is 
for  peers,  and  his  Toryism  for  peasants.  With  the  same 
zeal  he  advocates  the  Catholic  Question  and  the  Manchester 
Massacre.” 
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“Yet,  surely,”  cried  Lord  Paul,  “  you  make  a  difference 
between  tlie  just  liberality  that  provides  for  property  and 
intelligence,  and  tbe  dangerous  liberality  that  would  slacken 
the  reins  of  an  ignorant  multitude.” 

“  But,”  said  Mr.  Benson,  a  very  powerful  member  of  the 
Lower  House,  “true  politicians  must  conform  to  circum¬ 
stances.  Canning  may  not  be  all  we  wish,  but  still  he 
ought  to  be  supported.  I  confess  that  I  shall  be  generous : 
I  care  not  for  office,  I  care  not  for  power  ;  but  Canning  is 
surrounded  with  enemies,  who  are  enemies  also  to  the 
people :  for  that  reason  I  shall  support  him.” 

“  Bravo,  Benson !  ”  cried  Lord  Paul. 

“Bravo,  Benson!”  echoed  two  or  three  notables,  who 
had  waited  an  opportunity  to  declare  themselves;  “that’s 
what  I  call  handsome.” 

“  Manly !  ” 

“Fair!” 

“Disinterested,  by  Jove  !  ” 

Here  the  Duke  of  Aspindale  suddenly  entered  the  room. 
“Ah,  Lady  Erpingham,  you  should  have  been  in  the  Lords 
to-night :  such  a  speech  !  Canning  is  crushed  for  ever !  ” 

“  Speech  !  from  whom  P  ” 

“Lord  Grey — terrific:  it  was  the  vengeance  of  a  life 
concentrated  into  one  hour;  it  has  shaken  the  Ministry 
fearfully.” 

“  Humph !  ”  said  Benson,  rising ;  “  I  shall  go  to  Brooks’s 
and  hear  more.” 

“  And  I,  too,”  said  Lord  Paul. 

A  day  or  two  after,  Benson,  in  presenting  a  petition, 
alluded  in  terms  of  high  eulogy  to  the  masterly  speech 
made  “  in  another  place ;  and  Lord  Paul  Plynrpton  said, 
“  It  was  indeed  unequalled.” 

That’s  what  I  call  handsome. 

Manly  ! 

Fair ! 

Disinterested,  by  Jove! 

And  Canning  died;  his  gallant  soul  left  the  field  of  poli¬ 
tics  broken  into  a  thousand  petty  parties.  From  the  time 
of  his  death  the  two  great  hosts  into  which  the  stragglers 
for  power  were  divided  have  never  recovered  their  former 
strength.  The  demarcation  that  his  policy  had  tended  to 
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efface  was  afterwards  more  weakened  by  bis  successor  the 
Duke  of  Wellington  ;  and  bad  it  not  been  for  tbe  question 
of  Reform  that  again  drew  tbe  stragglers  on  either  side 
around  one  determined  banner,  it  is  likely  that  Whig  and 
Tory  would,  among  tbe  many  minute  sections  and  shades 
of  difference,  have  lost  for  ever  tbe  two  broad  distinguish¬ 
ing  colours  of  their  separate  factions. 

Mr.  Canning  died ;  and  now,  with  redoubled  energy, 
went  on  tbe  wheels  of  political  intrigue.  The  rapid  suc¬ 
cession  of  short-lived  administrations,  the  leisure  of  a  pro¬ 
longed  peace,  the  pressure  of  debt,  the  writings  of  philoso¬ 
phers,  all,  insensibly,  yet  quickly,  excited  that  popular 
tempei  ament  which  found  its  crisis  in  the  Reform  Bill. 
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CHAPTER  LY. 

THE  DEATH  OP  GEORGE  IY. — THE  POLITICAL  SITUATION  OP 
PARTIES,  AND  OF  LADY  EEPINGHAM. 

The  death  of  George  the  Fourth  was  the  birth  of  a  new 
era.  During  the  later  years  of  that  monarch  a  silent  spirit 
had  been  gathering  over  the  land,  Avhich  had  crept  even 
to  the  very  Avails  of  his  seclusion.  It  cannot  be  denied 
that  the  various  expenses  of  his  reign,— no  longer  conse¬ 
crated  by  the  youthful  graces  of  the  prince,  no  longer  dis¬ 
guised  beneath  the  military  triumphs  of  the  people,— had 
contributed  far  more  than  theoretical  speculations  to  the 
desire  of  political  change.  The  shortest  road  to  liberty  lies 
through  attenuated  pockets ! 

Constance  was  much  at  Windsor  during  the  king  s  last 
illness,  one  of  the  saddest  periods  that  ever  passed  within 
the  Avails  of  a  palace.  The  memorialists  of  the  reign  of  the 
magnificent  Louis  XIV.  will  best  convey  to  the  reader  a 
notion  of  the  last  days  of  George  the  Fourth.  _  For  like 
that  great  king,  he  was  the  representation  m  himself  ot  a 
particular  period,  and  he  preserved  much  of  the  habits  of 
(and  much  too  of  the  personal  interest  attached  to)  his 
youth,  through  the  dreary  decline  of  age.  It  was  melan¬ 
choly  to  see  one  who  had  played,  not  only  so  exalted,  but 
so  gallant  a  part,  breathing  his  life  away ;  nor  was  the 
gloom  diminished  by  the  many  glimpses  of  a  fine  original 
'  nature,  which  broke  forth  amidst  infirmity  and  disease. 

Georue  the  Fourth  died ;  his  brother  succeeded  ;  and 
the  English  world  began  to  breathe  more  freely,  to  look 
around,°  and  to  feel  that  the  change,  long  coming,  was 
come  at  last.  The  French  Revolution,  the  new  parliament, 
Henry  Brougham’s  return  for  Yorkshire,  Mr.  Humes 
return  for  Middlesex,  the  burst  of  astonished  indignation  at 
the  Duke  of  Wellington’s  memorable  words  against  reform, 
all  betrayed,  while  they  ripened,  the  signs  of  the  new  age. 
The  Whig  Ministry  was  appointed,  appointed  .amidst  dis¬ 
contents  in  the  city,  suspicions  amongst  the  friends  ot  the 
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people,  amidst  fires  and  insurrections  in  the  provinces  ; — 
convulsions  abroad,  and  turbulence  at  home. 

The  situation  of  Constance,  in  these  changes,  was  rather 
curious ;  her  intimacy  with  the  late  king  was  no  recom¬ 
mendation  with  the  Whig  government  of  his  successor. 
Her  power,  as  the  power  of  fashion  always  must  in  stormy 
times,  had  received  a  shock;  and  as  she  had  of  late  been  a 
little  divided  from  the  main  body  of  the  Whigs,  she  did 
not  share  at  once  in  their  success,  or  claim  to  be  one  of 
their  allies.  She  remained  silent  and  aloof;  her  parties 
were  numerous  and  splendid  as  ever,  but  the  small  plotting 
reunions  of  political  intriguers  were  suspended.  She  hinted 
mysteriously  at  the  necessity  of  pausing,  to  see  what 
reform  the  new  ministers  would  recommend,  and  what 
economy  they  would  effect.  The  Tories,  especially  the 
more  moderate  tribe,  began  to 'court  her:  the  Wlims 
flushed  with  their  triumph,  and  too  busy  to  think  &of 
women,  began  to  neglect.  This  last  circumstance  the  high 
Constance  felt  keenly — but  with  the  keenness  rather  of 
scorn  than  indignation;  years  had  deepened  her  secret  dis¬ 
gust  at  all  aristocratic  ordinances,  and  looking  rather  at 
what  the  Whigs  had  been  than  what,  pressed  by  the  times 
they  have  become,  she  regarded  them  as  only  playino-  with 
democratic  counters  for  aristocratic  rewards.  She  repaid 
their  neglect  with  contempt,  and  the  silent  neutralist  soon 
became  regarded  by  them  as  the  secret  foe. 

But  Constance  was  sufficiently  the  woman  to  feel  morti¬ 
fied  and  wounded  by  that  which  she  affected  to  despise  Ho 
post  at  court  had  been  offered  to  her  by  her  former 
mends ;  the  confidant  of  George  the  Fourth  had  ceased  to 
be  the  confidant  of  Lord  Grey.  Arrived  at  that  doubtful 
/me  of  life  when  the  beauty,  although  possessing,  is  no 
longer  assured  of,  her  charms,  she  felt  the  decay  of  her 
personal  influence  as  a  personal  affront ;  and  thus  vexed 
wounded,  alarmed,  in  her  mid-career,  Constance  was  more 
than  ever  sensible  of  the  peculiar  disquietudes  that  await 
female  ambition,  and  turned  with  sighs  more  frequent  than 
heretofore  to  the  recollections  of  that  domestic  love  which 
seemed  lost  to  her  for  ever. 

Mingled  with  the  more  outward  and  visible  stream  of 
politics  there  was,  as  there  ever  is,  a  latent  tide  of  more 
theoretic  and  speculative  opinions.  While  the  practical 
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politicians  were  playing  tlieir  momentary  parts,  schemers, 
and  levellers,  were  propagating  in  all  quarters  doctrines 
which  they  fondly  imagined  were  addressed  to  immortal 
ends.  And  Constance  began  to  turn  with  some  curiosity 
to  these  charlatans  or  sages.  The  bright  countess  listenec 
to  their  harangues,  pondered  over  their  demonstrations, 
and  mused  over  their  hopes.  But  she  had  lived  too  muci 
on  the  surface  of  the  actual  world,  her  habits  of  thougi 
were  too  essentially  worldly,  to  be  converted,  while  s  e 
was  attracted,  by  doctrines  so  startling  in  their  ultimate 
conclusions.  She  turned  once  more  to  herself,  and  waited , 
in  a  sad  and  thoughtful  stillness,  the  progress  of  things 
convinced  only  of  the  vanity  of  them  all. 
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CHAPTER  LYI. 

THE  ROUE  HAS  BECOME  A  VALETUDINARIAN. — NEWS. — A 
FORTUNE-TELLER. 

Meanwhile  the  graced  Godolphin  floated  down  the 
Runny  tide  of  his  prosperity.  He  lived  chiefly  with  a 
knot  of  epicurean  dalliers  with  the  time,  whom  he  had 
selected  from  the  wittiest  and  the  easiest  of  the  London 
world.  Dictator  of  theatres — patron  of  operas — oracle  in 
music — mirror  of  entertainments  and  equipage — to  these 
conditions  had  his  natural  genius  and  his  once  dreaming 
dispositions  been  bowed  at  last !  A  round  of  dissipation, 
however,  left  him  no  time  for  reflection  ;  and  he  believed, 
(perhaps  he  was  not  altogether  wrong),  that  the  best  way 
to  preserve  the  happy  equilibrium  of  the  heart  is  to  blunt 
its  susceptibilities.  As  the  most  uneven  shapes,  when 
whirled  into  rapid  and  ceaseless  motion,  will  appear  a 
perfect  circle,  so,  once  impelled  in  a  career  that  admits  no 
pause,  our  life  loses  its  uneven  angles,  and  glides  on  in 
smooth  and  rounded  celerity,  with  false  aspects  more 
symmetrical  than  the  truth. 

One  day  Godolphin  visited  Saville;  who  now,  old,  worn, 
and  fast  waning  to  the  grave,  cropped  the  few  flowers  on 
the  margin,  and  jested,  but  with  sourness,  on  his  own 
decay.  He  found  the  actress  (who  had  also  come  to  visit 
the  Man  of  Pleasure)  sitting  by  the  window,  and  rattling 
away  with  her  usual  vivacity,  while  she  divided  her  atten¬ 
tion  with  the  labours  of  knitting  a  purse. 

“  Heaven  only  knows,”  said  Saville,  “  what  all  these 
times  will  produce.  I  lose  my  head  in  the  dizzy  quickness 
of  events.  Fanny,  hand  me  my  snuff-bos.  Well,  I  fancy 
my  last  hour  is  not  far  distant ;  but  I  hope,  at  least,  I 
shall  die  a  gentleman.  I  have  a  great  dislike  to  the 
thought  of  being  revolutionised  into  a  roturier.  That’s 
the  only  kind  of  revolution  I  have  any  notion  about. 
What  do  you  say  to  all  this,  Godolphin  ?  Every  one  else 
is  turning  politician ;  young  Sunderland  whirls  his  cab 
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down  to  the  House  at  four  o’clock  every  day — dines  at 
Bellamy’s  on  cold  beef  ;  and  talks  of  nothing  but  that 
d — d  good  speech  of  Sir  Robert’s!  Revolution!  faith, 
the  revolution  is  come  already.  Revolutions  only  change 
the  aspect  of  society,  is  it  not  changed  enough  within  the 
last  six  months  ?  Bah !  I  suppose  you  are  bit  by  the 
mania  ?  ” 

“  Not  I !  while  I  live  I  will  abjure  the  vulgar  toil  of 
ambition.  Let  others  rule  or  ruin  the  state; — like  the 
Due  de  Lauzun,  while  the  guillotine  is  preparing,  I  will 
think  only  of  my  oysters  and  my  champagne.” 

“A  noble  creed  !  ”  said  Fanny,  smiling:  “let  the  world 
go  to  wreck,  and  bring  me  my  biscuit !  That’s  Godolphin’s 
motto.” 

“  It  is  life’s  motto.” 

“Yes — a  gentleman’s  life.” 

“Pish!  Fanny;  no  satire  from  you:  you,  who  are  not 
(properly  speaking)  even  a  tragic  actress !  But  there  is 
something  about  your  profession  sublimely  picturesque  in 
the  midst  of  these  noisy  brawls.  The  storms  of  nations 
shake  not  the  stage ;  you  are  wrapt  in  another  life  ;  _  the 
atmosphere  of  poetry  girds  you.  You  are  like  the  fairies 
who  lived  among  men,  visible  only  at  night,  and  playing 
their  fantastic  tricks  amidst  the  surrounding  passions — 
the  sorrow,  the  crime,  the  avarice,  the  love,  the  wrath,  the 
luxury,  the  famine,  that  belong  to  the  grosser  dwellers  of 
the  earth.  You  are  to  be  envied,  Fanny.” 

“  Not  so ;  lam  growing  old.” 

“Old!”  cried  Saville:  “Ah,  talk  not  of  it!  Ugh!— 
Uo-h!  Curse  this  cough!  But  hang  politics;  it  always 
brings  disagreeable  reflections.  Glad,  my  old  pupil, 
glad°  am  I  to  see  that  you  still  retain  your  august  con¬ 
tempt  for  these  foolish  stragglers— insects  splashing  and 
panting  in  the  vast  stream  of  events,  which  they  scarcely 
stir,  and  in  which  they  scarcely  drop  before  they  are 

drowned - ”  .  „  . , 

“  Or  the  fishes,  their  passions,  devour  them,  said. 

Godolphin. 

“News!”  cried  Saville;  “let  us  have  real  news;  cut 
all  the  politics  out  of  the  ‘Times,’  Fanny,  with  your 
scissors,  and  then  read  me  the  rest. 

Fanny  obeyed. 
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“  ‘  Fire  in  Mary  leb  one !  ’  ” 

“  That’s  not  news ! — skip  tbat.” 

“  ‘  Letter  from  Radical .’  ” 

“  Stuff !  What  else  ?  ” 

“  ‘  Emigration: — No  fewer  than  sixty-eight - ’  ” 

“  Hold !  for  Mercy’s  sake !  What  do  I,  just  going  out 
of  the  world,  care  for  people  only  going  out  of  tbe  country? 
Here,  child,  give  the  paper  to  Godolphin ;  he  knows 
exactly  what  interests  a  man  of  sense.” 

“  ‘  Sale  of  Lord  Lysart’s  wines - ’  ” 

“  Capital !  ”  cried  Saville  :  “  that’s  news  —  that’s  in¬ 
teresting  !  ” 

Fanny’s  pretty  hands  returned  to  their  knitting.  When 
the  wines  had  been  discussed,  the  following  paragraph  was 
chanced  upon: — 

“  There  is  a  foolish  story  going  the  round  of  the  papers 
about  Lord  Grey  and  his  vision ; — the  vision  is  only  in  the 
silly  heads  of  the  inventors  of  the  story,  and  the  ghost  is, 
we  suppose,  the  apparition  of  Old  Sarum.  By  the  way, 
there  is  a  celebrated  fortune-teller,  or  prophetess,  now  in 
London,  making  much  noise.  We  conclude  the  discomfited 
Tories  will  next  publish  her  oracular  discourses.  She  is 
just  arrived  in  time  to  predict  the  passing  of  the  Reform 
Bill,  without  any  fear  of  being  proved  an  impostor.” 

“Ah,  by-the-by,”  said  Saville,  “I  hear  wonders  of  this 
sorceress.  She  dreams  and  divines  with  the  most  singular 
accuracy ;  and  all  the  old  women  of  both  sexes  flock  to 
her  in  hackney-coaches,  making  fools  of  themselves  to-day 
in  order  to  be  wise  to-morrow.  Have  you  seen  her, 
Fanny  ?  ” 

“Yes,”  replied  the  actress,  very  gravely;  “  and,  in  sober 
earnest,  she  has  startled  me.  Her  countenance  is  so 
striking,  her  eyes  so  wild,  and  in  her  conversation  there  is 
so  much  enthusiasm,  that  she  carries  you  away  in  spite  of 
yourself.  Do  you  believe  in  astrology,  Percy?  ” 

“  I  almost  did  once,”  said  Godolphin,  with  a  half  sigh  ; 
“but  does  this  female  seer  profess  to  choose  astrology  in 
preference  to  cards?  The  last  is  the  more  convenient 
way  of  tricking  the  public.” 

“  Oh,  but  this  is  no  vulgar  fortune-teller,  I  assure  you,” 
cried  Fanny,  quite  eagerly:  “she  dwells  much  on  mag¬ 
netism  ;  insists  on  the  effect  of  your  own  imagination ; 
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discards  all  outward  quackeries ;  and,  in  short,  has  either 
discovered  a  new  way  of  learning  the  future,  or  revived 
some  forgotten  trick  of  deluding  the  public.  Come  and 
see  her,  some  day,  Godolphin.” 

“  No,  I  don’t  like  that  kind  of  imposture,”  said  Godolphin 
quickly,  and  turning  away,  he  sank  into  a  silent  and 
gloomy  reverie. 


tr 
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CHAPTER  LVII. 

SUPERSTITION. — ITS  WONDERFUL  EEFECi’S.  „ 

It  was  perfectly  true  that  there  had  appeared  in  London 
a  person  of  the  female  sex  who,  during  the  last  few  years, 
had  been  much  noted  on  the  Continent  for  the  smgu  ar 
boldness  with  which  she  had  promulgated  the  wildest 
doctrines,  and  the  supposed  felicity  which  had  attended 
her  vaticinations.  She  professed  belief  in  all  the  dogmas 
that  preceded  the  dawn  of  modern  philosophy ;  and  a 
strange,  vivid,  yet  gloomy  eloquence  that  pervaded  her 
language  gave  effect  to  theories  which,  while  incompre¬ 
hensible  to  the  many,  were  alluring  to  the  few.  None 
knew  her  native  country,  although  she  was  believed  to 
come  from  the  North  of  Europe.  Her  way  of  life  was 
lonelv,  her  habits  eccentric;  she  sought  no  companionship  ; 
she  was  beautiful,  but  not  of  this  earth’s  beauty ;  men 
admired,  but  courted  not ;  she,  at  least,  lived  apart  from 
the  reach  of  human  passions.  In  fact,  the  strange  Liehbur, 
for  such  was  the  name  the  prophetess  was  known  by,  (and 
she  assumed  before  it  the  French  title  of  Madame,)  was 
not  an  impostor,  but  a  fanatic :  the  chords  of  the  brain 
were  touched,  and  the  sound  they  gave  back  was  erring 
and  imperfect.  She  was  mad,  but  with  a  certain  method 
in  her  madness;  a  cold,  and  preternatural,.  and.  iear.u 
spirit  abode  within  her,  and  spoke  from  her  lips ;  its  \  oice 
froze  herself,  and  she  was  more  awed  by  her  own  oracles, 

than  her  listeners  themselves. 

In  Vienna  and  in  Paris  her  renown  was  great,  and  even 
terrible  :  the  greatest  men  in  those  capitals  had  consulted 
her,  and  spoke  of  her  decrees  with  a  certain  reverence ; 
her  insanity  thrilled  them,  and  they  mistook  .the  cause. 
Besides,  on  the  main,  she  was  right  in  the  principle  she 
addressed :  she  worked  on  the  imagination,  and  the  imagi¬ 
nation  afterwards  fulfilled  what  she  predicted.  Every  one 
knows  what  dark  things  may  be  done  by  our  own  fantastic 
persuasions ;  belief  ensures  tlie  miracles  it  credits.  Men 
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dream  they  shall  die  within  a  certain  hour ;  the  hour 
comes,  and  the  dream  is  realised.  The  most  potent 
wizardries  are  less  potent  than  fancy  itself.  Macbeth  was 
a  murderer,  not  because  the  witches  predicted,  but  because 
them  prediction  aroused  the  thought  of  murder.  And 
this  principle  of  action  the  prophetess  knew  well :  she 
appealed  to  that  attribute  common  to  us  all,  the  foolish 
and  the  wise,  and  on  that  fruitful  ground  she  sowed  her 
soothsayings. 

In  London  there  are  always  persons  to  run  after  any¬ 
thing  new,  and  Madame  Liehbur  became  at  once  the  rage. 
I  myself  have  seen  a  minister  hurrying  from  her  door 
with  his  cloak  about  his  face ;  and  one  of  the  coldest  of 
living  sages  confesses  that  she  told  him  what  he  believes, 
by  mere  human  means,  she  could  not  have  discovered. 
Delusion  all !  But  what  age  is  free  from  it  ?  The  race 
of  the  nineteenth  century  boast  their  lights,  but  run  as 
nladly  after  any  folly  as  their  fathers  in  the  eighth.  What 
are  the  prophecies  of  St.  Simon  but  a  species  of  sorcery  ? 
Why  believe  the  external  more  than  the  inner  miracle  ? 

#  *  *  * 

There  were  but  a  few  persons  present  at  Lady  Erping- 
ham’s,  and  when  Radclyffe  entered,  Madame  Liehbur  was 
the  theme  of  the  general  conversation.  So  many  anecdotes 
were  told,  so  much  that  was  false  was  mingled  with  so 
much  that  seemed  true,  that  Lady  Erpingham’s  curiosity 
was  excited,  and  she  resolved  to  seek  the  modern  Cassandra 
with  the  first  opportunity.  Godolphin  sat  apart  from  the 
talkers,  playing  a  quiet  game  at  ecarte.  Constance’s  eyes 
stole  ever  and  anon  to  his  countenance ;  and  when  she 
turned  at  length  away  with  a  sigh,  she  saw  that  Radclyffe’s 
deep  and  inscrutable  gaze  was  bent  upon  her,  and  the  proud 
countess  blushed,  although  she  scarce  knew  why. 
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CHAPTER  LVIII. 

THE  EMPIRE  OP  TIME  AND  OP  DOVE. — THE  PROUD  CONSTANCE 
GROWN  WEARY  AND  HUMBLE. — AN  ORDEAL. 

About  this  time  the  fine  constitution  of  Lady  Erpingham 
began  to  feel  the  effects  of  that  life  which,  at  once  idle  and 
busy,  is  the  most  exhausting  of  all.  She  suffered  under  no 
absolute  illness ;  she  was  free  from  actual  pain ;  but  a 
fever  crept  over  her  at  night,  and  a  languid  debility  suc¬ 
ceeded  it  the  next  day.  She  was  melancholy  and  dejected; 
tears  came  into  her  eyes  without  a  cause ;  a  sudden  noise 
made  her  tremble ;  her  nerves  were  shalcen , — terrible  disease, 
which  marks  a  new  epoch  in  life,  which  is  the  first  token 
that  our  youth  is  about  to  leave  us  ! 

It  is  in  sickness  that  we  feel  our  true  reliance  on  others, 
especially  if  it  is  of  that  vague  and  not  dangerous  character 
when  those  around  us  are  not  ashamed  or  roused  into 
attendance ;  when  the  care,  and  the  soothing,  and  the 
vigilance,  are  the  result  of  that  sympathy  which  true  and 
deep  love  only  feels.  This  thought  broke  upon  Constance 
as  she  sat  alone  one  morning  in  that  mood  when  books 
cannot  amuse,  nor  music  lull,  nor  luxury  soothe— the  mood 
of  an  aching  memory  and  a  spiritless  frame.  Above  her, 
and  over  the  mantelpiece  of  her  favourite  room,  hung  that 
picture  of  her  father  which  I  have  before  described  ;  it  had 
been  long  since  removed  from  Wendover  Castle  to  London, 
for  Constance  wished  it  to  be  frequently  in  her  sight. 
“Alas!”  thought  she,  gazing  upon  the  proud  and  ani¬ 
mated  brow  that  bent  down  upon  her  ;  “  Alas  !  though  in 
a  different  sphere,  thy  lot,  my  father,  has  been  mine ; — toil 
unrepaid,  affection  slighted,  sacrifices  forgotten ; — a  harder 
lot  in  part ;  for  thou  hadst,  at  least,  in  thy  stirring  and 
magnificent  career,  continued  excitement  and  perpetual 
triumph.  But  I,  a  woman  shut  out  by  my  sex  from  con¬ 
test,  from  victory,  am  left  only  the  thankless  task  to  devise 
the  rewards  which  others  are  to  enjoy  ;  the  petty  plot,  the 
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poor  intrigue,  the  toil  without  the  honour,  the  humiliation 
without  the  revenge  ; — yet  have  I  worked  in  thy  cause,  my 
father,  and  thou — thou,  couldst  thou  see  my  heart,  wouldst 
pity  and  approve  me.” 

As  Constance  turned  away  her  eyes,  they  fell  on  the 
opposite  mirror,  which  reflected  her  still  lofty  but  dimmed 
and  faded  beauty  ;  the  worn  cheek,  the  dejected  eye,  those 
lines  and  hollows  which  tell  the  progress  of  years  !  There 
are  certain  moments  when  the  time  we  have  been  forgetting 
makes  its  march  suddenly  apparent  to  our  own  eyes ;  when 
the  change  Ave  have  hitherto  marked  not  stares  upon  us 
rude  and  abrupt  ;  we  almost  fancy  those  lines,  those 
wrinkles,  planted  in  a  single  hour,  so  unperceived  have 
they  been  before.  And  such  a  moment  was  this  to  the 
beautiful  Constance  :  she  started  at  her  own  likeness, 
and  turned  involuntarily  from  the  unflattering  mirror. 
Beside  it,  on  her  table,  lay  a  locket,  given  her  by 
Grodolphin  just  before  they  married,  and  containing  his 
hair;  it  was  a  simple  trifle,  and  the  simplicity  seemed 
yet  more  striking  amidst  the  costly  and  modern  jewels 
that  were  scattered  round  it.  As  she  looked  on  it,  her 
heart,  all  woman  still,  flew  back  to  the  day  on  which, 
whispering  eternal  love,  he  hung  it  round  her  neck.  “  Ah, 
happy  days  !  would  that  they  could  return  !  ”  sighed  the 
desolate  schemer;  and  she  took  the  locket,  kissed  it, 
and  softened  by  all  the  numberless  recollections  of  the 
past,  wept  silently  over  it.  “  And  yet,”  she  said,  after  a 
pause,  and  wiping  away  her  tears,  “  and  yet  this  weakness 
is  unworthy  of  me.  Lone,  sad,  ill,  broken  in  frame  and 
spirit  as  I  am,  he  comes  not  near  me ;  I  am  nothing  to  him, 
nothing  to  any  one  in  the  wide  world.  My  heart,  my 
heart,  reconcile  thyself  to  thy  fate  ! — what  thou  hast  been 
from  my  cradle,  that  shalt  thou  be  to  my  grave.  I  have 
not  even  the  tenderness  of  a  child  to  look  to — the  future  is 
all  blank  !  ” 

Constance  was  yet  half  yielding  to,  half  struggling  with, 
these  thoughts,  when  Stainforth  Radclyffe  (to  whom  she 
was  never  denied)  was  suddenly  announced.  Time,  which, 
sooner  or  later,  repays  perseverance,  although  in  a  deceit¬ 
ful  coin,  had  brought  to  Radclyffe  a  solid  earnest  of  future 
honours.  His  name  had  risen  high  in  the  science  of  his 
country ;  it  was  equally  honoured  by  the  many  and  the 
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few ;  lie  liacl  become  a  marked  man,  one  of  whom  all  pre¬ 
dicted  a  bright  hereafter.  He  had  not  yet,  it  is  true, 
entered  Parliament— -usually  the  great  arena  in  which 
English  reputations  are  won — but  it  was  simply  because 
he  had  refused  to  enter  it  under  the  auspices  of  any  patron; 
and  his  political  knowledge,  his  depth  of  thought,  and  his 
stern,  hard,  ambitious  mind  were  not  the  less  appreciated 
and  acknowledged.  Between  him  and  Constance  friend¬ 
ship  had  continued  to  strengthen,  and  the  more  so  as  their 
political  sentiments  were  in  a  great  measure  the  same, 
although  originating  in  different  causes — hers  from  passion, 
his  from  reflection. 

Hastily  Constance  turned  aside  her  face,  and  brushed 
away  her  tears,  as  Radclyffe  approached;  and  then  seem¬ 
ing  to  busy  herself  amongst  some  papers  that  lay  scattered 
on  her  escritoire,  and  gave  her  an  excuse  for  concealing  in 
part  her  countenance,  she  said,  with  a  constrained  cheer¬ 
fulness,  “  I  am  happy  you  are  come  to  relieve  my  ennui ; 
I  have  been  looking  over  letters,  written  so  many  years 
ago,  that  I  have  been  forced  to  remember  how  soon  I  shall 
cease  to  be  young ;  no  pleasant  reflection  for  any  one, 
much  less  a  woman.” 

“  I  am  at  a  loss  for  a  compliment  in  return,  as  you  may 
suppose,”  answered  Radclyffe ;  “  but  Lady  Erpingham 
deserves  a  penance  for  even  hinting  at  the  possibility  of 
being  ever  less  charming  than  she  is  ;  so  I  shall  hold  my 
tongue.” 

“Alas  !  ”  said  Constance,  gravely,  “how  little,  save  the 
mere  triumphs  of  youth  and  beauty,  is  left  to  our  sex! 
How  much,  nay,  how  entirely,  in  all  other  and  loftier 
objects,  is  our  ambition  walled  in  and  fettered!  The 
human  mind  must  have  its  aim,  its  aspiring  ;  how  can 
your  sex  blame  us,  then,  for  being  frivolous,  when  no 
aim,  no  aspiring,  save  those  of  frivolity,  are  granted  us  by 
society  ?  ” 

_  “And  is  love  frivolous  ?  ”  said  Radclyffe;  “is  the  Em¬ 
pire  of  the  Heart  nothing  p  ” 

“Yes!”  exclaimed  Constance,  with  energy;  “for  the 
empire  never  lasts.  We  are  slaves  to  the  empire  we 
would  found;  we  wish  to  be  loved,  but  we  only  succeed 
in  loving  too  well  ourselves.  We  lay  up  our  all — our 
thoughts,  hopes,  emotions — all  the  treasure  of  our  hearts — 
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in  one  spot ;  and  when  we  would  retire  from  the  deceits 
and  cares  of  life,  we  find  the  sanctuary  walled  against  us 
we  lov.e,  and  are  loved  no  longer  !  ’ 

Constance  had  turned  round  with  the  earnestness  of  the 
feeling  she  expressed ;  and  her  eyes,  still  wet  with  tears, 
her  flushed  cheek,  her  quivering  lip,  struck  to  Radclyne  s 
heart  more  than  her  words.  He  rose  involuntarily  ;  Ins 
own  agitation  was  marked ;  he  moved  several  steps  towards 
Constance,  and  then  checked  the  impulse,  and  muttered 
indistinctly  to  himself. 

“  No,”  said  Constance,  mournfully,  and  scarcely  heeding 
him _ “’it  is  in  vain  for  us  to  he  ambitious.  We  only  de¬ 

ceive  ourselves  ;  we  are  not  stern  and  harsh  enough  foi  the 
passion.  Touch  our  affections,  and  we  are  recalled  at  once 
to  the  sense  of  our  weakness  ;  and  I  I  would  to  God 
that  I  were  a  humble  peasant  girl,  and  not— not  what 


So  saying,  the  lofty  Constance  sank  down,  overpowered 
with  the  bitterness  of  her  feelings,  and  covered  her  face 
with  her  hands.  Was  Radclyffe  a  man  that  he  could  see  this 
unmoved  ?— that  he  could  hear  those  beautiful  lips  breathe 
complaints-  for  the  want  of  love,  and  not  acknowledge  the 
love  that  burned  at  his  own  heart?  Long,  secretly, 
resolutely,  had  he  struggled  against  the  passion  for  Con¬ 
stance,  which  his  frequent  intercourse  with  her  had  ted, 
and  which  his  consciousness,  that  m  her  was  the  only 
parallel  to  himself  that  he  had  ever  met  with  in  her  sex, 
had  first  led  him  to  form ;  and  now  lone,  neglected,  sad, 
this  haughty  woman  wept  over  her  unloved  lot  m  his 
presence,  and  still  he  was  not  at  her  feet  .  He  spoke  not, 
moved  not,  but  his  breath  heaved  thick,  and  his  face  was 
as  pale  as  death.  He  conquered  himself  All  within 
Radclyffe  obeyed  the  idol  he  had  worshipped,  even  before 
Constance;  all  within  him,  if  ardent  and  fiery,  was  also 
high  and  generous.  The  acuteness  of  his  reason  permitted 
him  no  self-sophistries;  and  he  would  have  laid  his  head 
on  the  block  rather  than  breathe  a  word  of  that  love,  which 
he  knew,  from  the  moment  it  was  confessed,  would  become 
unworthy  of  Constance  and  himself. 

There  was  a  pause.  Lady  Erpingham,  ashamed  con¬ 
founded  at  her  own  weakness,  recovered  herself  slowly  and 
in  silence.  Radclyffe  at  length  spoke ;  and  his  voice,  at 
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first  trembling'  and  indistinct,  grew,  as  he  proceeded,  clear 
and  earnest. 

Never,  said  he,  “  shall  I  forget  the  confidence  your 
emotions  have  testified  in  my — my  friendship  ;  I  am  about 
to  deserve  it.  Do  not,  my  dear  friend  (let  me  so  call  you), 

•  °  j°rget,  that  life  is  too  short  for  misunderstandings 
m  which  happiness  is  concerned.  You  believe  that— that 
brodolphm  does  not  repay  the  affection  you  have  borne 
him  :  do  not  be  angry,  dear  Lady  Brpingham ;  I  feel  it 
indelicate  in  me  to  approach  that  subject,  but  my  regard 
for  you  emboldens  me.  I  know  Gfodolphin’s  heart  •  he 
may  seem  light,  neglectful,  but  he  loves  you  as  deeply  as 
ever  ;  he  loves  you  entirely.” 

Constance,  humbled  as  she  was,  listened  in  breathless 
silence  ;  her  cheek  burned  with  blushes,  and  those  blushes 
were  at  once  to  Radclylfe  a  torture  and  a  reward. 

At  this  moment,”  continued  he,  with  constrained  calm¬ 
ness  at  this  moment  he  fancies  in  you  that  very  coldness 

S' ,a“en,fc  P^don  me,  Lady  Brpingham ;  but 

b-odolphm  s  nature  is  wayward,  mysterious,  and  exacting. 
ATaJe  .Jou  consulted,  have  you  studied  it  sufficiently  ? 
Note  it  well,  soothe  it;  and  if  his  love  can  repay  you 
you  wil!  be  repaid.  God  bless  you,  dearest  Lady  Erping- 


In  a  moment  more,  Radclyffe  had  left  the  apartment. 
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CHAPTER  LIX. 

CONSTANCE  MAKES  A  DISCOVERY  THAT  TOUCHES  AND  EN¬ 
LIGHTENS  HER  AS  TO  GODOLPHIN’S  NATURE. — AN  EVENT, 
ALTHOUGH  IN  PRIVATE  LIFE,  NOT  WITHOUT  ITS  INTEREST. 

If  Constance  most  bitterly  reproached  herself,  or  rather 
her  slackened  nerves,  her  breaking  health,  that  she  had 
before  another — that  other  too,  not  of  her  own  sex — be¬ 
trayed  her  dependence  upon  even  her  husband’s  heart  for 
happiness  ;  if  her  conscience  instantly  took  alarm  at  the 
error  (and  it  was  indeed  a  grave  one)  which  had  revealed 
to  any  man  her  domestic  griefs ;  yet,  on  the  other  hand, 
she  could  not  control  the  wild  thrill  of  delight  with  which 
she  recalled  those  words  that  had  so  solemnly  Assured 
her  she  was  still  beloved  by  Godolphin.  She  had  a  firm 
respect  in  Radclyffe’s  penetration  and  his  sincerity,  and 
knew  that  he  was  one  neither  to  deceive  her,  nor  lie  de¬ 
ceived  himself.  His  advice,  too,  came  home  to  her.  Had 
she,  indeed,  with  sufficient  address,  sufficient  softness, 
insinuated  herself  into  Godolphin’s  nature  ?  Neglected 
herself,  had  she  not  neglected  in  return  ?  She  asked  her¬ 
self  this  question,  and  was  never  weary  of  examining  her 
past  conduct.  That  Radclyffe,  the  austere  and  chilling 
Radclyffe,  entertained  for  her  any  feeling  warmer  than 
friendship,  she  never  for  an  instant  suspected  ;  that  sus¬ 
picion  alone  would  have  driven  him  from  her  presence  for 
ever.  And  although  there  had  been  a  time,  in  his  bright 
and  exulting  youth,  when  Radclyffe  had  not  been  without 
those  arts  which  win,  in  the  opposite  sex,  affection  from 
aversion  itself,  those  arts  doubled,  ay,  a  hundred-fold,  in 
their  fascination,  would  not  have  availed  him  with  the 
pure  but  disappointed  Constance,  even  had  a  sense  of  right 
and  wrong  very  different  from  the  standard  he  now  acknow¬ 
ledged  permitted  him  to  exert  them.  So  that  his  was 
rather  the  sacrifice  of  impulse,  than  of  any  triumph  that 
impulse  could  afterwards  have  gained  him. 
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Many,  and  soft  and  sweet  were  now  the  recollections  of 
Constance.  Her  heart  flew  back  to  her  early  love  among 
the  shades  of  Wendover;  to  the  first  confession  of  the 
fair  enthusiastic  boy,  when  he  offered  at  her  shrine  a  mind, 
a  genius,  a  heart  capable  of  fruits  which  the  indolence 
of  after-life,  and  the  lethargy  of  disappointed  hope,  had 
blighted  before  their  time. 

If  he  was  now  so  deaf  to  what  she  considered  the  nobler, 
because  more  stirring,  excitements  of  life,  was  she  not  in 
some  measure  answerable  for  the  supineness  ?  Had  there 
not  been  a  day  in  which  he  had  vowed  to  toil,  to  labour,  to 
sacrifice  the  very  character  of  his  mind,  for  an  union  with 
her  F  Was  she,  after  all,  was  she  right  to  adhere  so 
rigidly  to  her  father’s  dying  words,  and  to  that  vow  after¬ 
wards  confirmed  by  her  own  pride  and  bitterness  of  soul  P 
She  looked  to  her  father’s  portrait  for  an  answer ;  and  that 
daring  and  eloquent  face  seemed,  for  the  first  time,  cold 
and  unanswering  to  her  appeal. 

In  such  meditations  the  hours  passed,  and  midnight 
came  on  without  Constance  having  quitted  her  apartment. 
She  now  summoned  her  woman,  and  inquired  if  Gfodolphin 
was  at  home.  He  had  come  in  about  an  hour  since,  and, 
complaining  of  fatigue,  had  retired  to  rest.  Constance 
again  dismissed  her  maid,  and  stole  to  his  apartment.  He 
was  already  asleep  ;  his  cheek  rested  on  his  arm,  and  his 
fair  hair  fell  wildly  over  a  brow  that  now  worked  under 
the  influence  of  his  dreams.  Constance  put  the  light  softly 
down,  and  seating  herself  beside  him,  watched  over  a  sleep 
which,  if  it  had  come  suddenly  on  him,  was  not  the  less 
unquiet  and  disturbed.  At  length  he  muttered,  “Yes, 
Lucilla,  yes ;  I  tell  you,  you  are  avenged.  I  have  not  for¬ 
gotten  you  !  I  have  not  forgotten  that  I  betrayed,  deserted 
you  !  but  was  it  my  fault  P  No,  no  !  Yet  I  have  not  the 
less  sought  to  forget  it.  These  poor  excesses, — these  chill¬ 
ing  gaieties, — were  they  not  incurred  for  you  ? — and  now 
you  come — you — ah,  no ! — spare  me  !  ” 

Shocked  and  startled,  Constance  drew  back.  Here  was 
a  new  key  to  Grodolphin’s  present  life,  his  dissipation,  his 
thirst  for  pleasure.  Had  he  indeed  sought  to  lull  the 
stings  of  conscience  ?  And  she,  instead  of  soothing,  of 
reconciling  him  to  the  past,  had  she  left  him  alone  to 
struggle  with  bitter  and  unresting  thoughts,  and  to  con¬ 
trast  the  devotion  of  the  one  lost  with  the  indifference  of 
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the  one  gained  ?  She  crept  back  to  her  own  chamber,  to 
commune  with  her  heart  and  be  still. 

“  My  dear  Percy,”  said  she,  the  next  day,  when  he  care¬ 
lessly  sauntered  into  her  boudoir  before  he  rode  out,  I 
have  a  favour  to  ask  of  you.”  _ 

“  Who  ever  denied  a  favour  to  Lady  Erpingham  .  ^ 

“  Not  you,  certainly  ;  but  my  favour  is  a  great  one.” 

“  It  is  granted.”  _  ,  ?J 

“  Let  us  pass  the  summer  in  *  *  *  shire. 

Godolphin’s  brow  grew  clouded. 

££  At  Wendover  Castle  ?  ”  said  he,  after  a  pause. 

“We  have  never  been  there  since  our  marriage,”  said 
Constance,  evasively. 

'  “  Humph  ! — as  you  will.” 

££  It  was  the  place,”  said  Constance,  “  where  you,  Percy, 
first  told  me  you  loved  !  ” 

The  tone  of  his  wife’s  voice  struck  on  the  right  chord 
in  Godolphin’s  breast ;  he  looked  up,  and  saw  her  eyes  full 
of  tears,  and  fixed  upon  him. 

“Why,  Constance,”  said  he,  much  affected,  who  would 
have  thought  that  you  still  cherished  that  remembrance  !  ” 

“Ah  !  when  shall  I  forget  it?  ”  said  Constance;  “ then 

you  loved  me  !  ” 

“  And  was  rejected.” 

“  Hush  !  but  I  believe  now  that  I  was  wrong. 

“No,  Constance;  you  were  wrong,  for , your  own  happi¬ 
ness,  that  the  rejection  was  not  renewed.” 

“ Percy !  ” 

“  Constance !  ”  and  in  the  accent  of  that  last  word  there 
was  something  that  encouraged  Constance,  and  she  thiew 
herself  into  Godolphin’s  arms,  and  murmured  : — 

“  If  I  have  offended,  forgive  me ;  let  us  be  to  each  other 
what  we  once  were.” 

Words  like  these  from  the  lips  of  one  in  whom  such 
tender  supplications,  such  feminine  yearnings,  were  not 
common,  subdued  Godolphin  at  once.  He  folded  her  in 
his  arms,  and  kissing  her  passionately,  whispered,  “  Be 
always  thus,  Constance,  and  you  will  be  more  to  me  than 
ever.” 
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CHAPTER  LX. 

THE  REFORM  BILL. — A  YERT  SHORT  CHAPTER. 

This  reconciliation  was  not  so  short-lived  as  matters  of 
the  kind  frequently  are.  There  is  a  Chinese  proverb  which 
says:  “How  near  are  two  hearts  when  there  is  no  deceit 
between  them !  ”  And  the  misunderstanding  of  their 
mutual  sentiments  being  removed,  their  affection  became 
at  once  visible  to  each  other.  And  Constance  reproachin0, 
herself  for  her  former  pride,  mingled  in  her  manner  to  her 
husband,  a  gentle,  even  an  humble  sweetness,  which,  bein°- 
exactly  that  which  he  had  most  desired  in  her,  was  what 
most  attracted  him. 

At  this  time,  Lord  John  Russell  brought  forward  the 
Bill  of  Parliamentary  Reform.  Lady  Erpingham  was  in 
the  lantern  of  the  House  of  Commons  on  that  memorable 
night ;  like  every  one  else,  her  feelings  at  first  were  all 
absorbed  m  surprise.  She  went  home;  she  hastened  to 
Hodolphm  s  library.  Leaning  his  head  on  his  hand,  that 
strange  person,  m  the  midst  of  events  that  stirred  the 
destinies  of  Europe,  was  absorbed  in  the  old  subtleties  of 
tepmosa.  In  the  frank  confidence  of  revived  love,  she  put 
her  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  and  told  him  rapidly  that  news 
which  was  then  on  its  way  to  terrify  or  delight  the  whole 
of  England. 

u  ™  tin®  charm  you,  dear  Constance  ?  ”  said  he,  kindlv  • 
Jor— — b’’°W  t0  the  Partj  y°U  hate’  and  1  sympathise  with 

“My Father  ”  interrupted  Constance,  passionately,  “would 
o  Heaven  he  had  seen  this  day  !  It  was  this  system,  the 
patron  and  the  nominee  system,  that  crushed,  and  debased, 

stroyed!^  ^  n°W’  1  ^  that  s^stem  de- 

earnest  P” ' ^  my  Constance  wiU  8'°  over  to  the  Whigs  in 

Yes,  because  I  shall  meet  there  truth  and  the  people  !  ” 
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Go  dolphin  laughed  gently  at  the  French  exaggeration  of 
the  saying,  and  Constance  forgave  him. 

The  fine  ladies  of  London  were  a  little  divided  as  to  the 
merits  of  the  “  Bill ;  ”  Constance  was  the  first  that  declared 
in  its  favour.  She  was  an  important  ally — as  important,  at 
least,  as  a  woman  can  he.  A  bright  spirit  reigned  in  her 
eye ;  her  step  grew  more  elastic ;  her  voice  more  glad. 
This  was  the  happiest  time  of  her  life — she  was  happy  in 
the  renewal  of  her  love,  happy  in  the  approaching  triumph 
of  her  hate. 
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CHAPTER  LXI. 

THE  SOLILOQUY  OP  THE  SOOTHSAYER. — AN  EPISODICAL  MYSTERY, 
INTRODUCED  AS  A  TYPE  OF  THE  MANY  THINGS  IN  LIFE  THAT 
ARE  NEVER  ACCOUNTED  FOR. — GRATUITOUS  DEVIATIONS  FROM 
OUR  COMMON  CAREER. 

In  Leicester  Square  there  is  a  dim  old  house,  which  I 
have  hut  this  instant  visited,  in  order  to  bring  back  more 
vividly  to  my  recollection  the  wild  and  unhappy  being  who, 
for  some  short  time,  inhabited  its  old-fashioned  and  gloomy 
chambers. 

In  that  house,  at  the  time  I  now  speak  of,  lodged  the 
mysterious  Liehbur.  It  was  late  at  noon,  and  she  sat  alone 
in  her  apartment,  which  was  darkened  so  as  to  exclude  the 
broad  and  peering  sun.  There  was  no  trick,  nor  sign  of 
the  fallacious  art  she  professed,  visible  in  the  large  and 
melancholy  room.  One  or  two  books  in  the  German  lan¬ 
guage  lay  on  the  table  beside  which  she  sat :  but  they 
were  of  the  recent  poetry,  and  not  of  the  departed  dogmas, 
of  the  genius  of  that  tongue.  The  enthusiast  was  alone ; 
and,  with  her  hand  supporting  her  chin,  and  her  eyes  fixed 
on  vacancy,  she  seemed  feeding  in  silence  the  thoughts 
that  flitted  to  and  fro  athwart  a  brain  which  had  for  years 
lost  its  certain  guide ;  a  deserted  mansion,  whence  the  lord 
had  departed,  and  where  spirits  not  of  this  common  life  had 
taken  up  their  haunted  and  desolate  abode.  And  never 
was  there  a  countenance  better  suited  to  the  character 
which  this  singular  woman  had  assumed.  Rich,  thick 
auburn  hair  was  parted  loosely  over  a  brow  in  which  the 
large  and  full  temples  would  have  betrayed  to  a  phrenologist 
the  great  preponderance  which  the  dreaming  and  the 
imaginative  bore  over  the  sterner  faculties.  Her  eyes  were 
deep,  intense,  but  of  the  bright  and  wandering  glitter 
which  is  so  powerful  in  its  effect  on  the  beholder,  because 
it  betokens  that  thought  which  is  not  of  this  daily  world, 
and  inspires  that  fear,  that  sadness,  that  awe,  which  few 
have  looked  on  the  face  of  the  insane  and  not  experienced. 
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Her  features  were  still  noble,  and  of  the  fair  Greek  sym¬ 
metry  of  tbe  painter’s  Sibyl ;  but  tbe  cbeeks  were  worn  and 
bollow,  and  one  bright  spot  alone  broke  their  marble  pale- 
ness;  her  lips  were,  however,  full,  and  yet  red,  and,  by 
their  uncertain  and  varying  play,  gave  frequent  glimpses  o 
teeth  lustrously  white  ;  which,  while  completing  the  beauty 
of  her  face,  aided — with  somewhat  of  a  fearful  effect  tie 
burning  light  of  her  strange  eyes,  and  the  vague,  mystic 
expression  of  her  abrupt  and  unjoyous  smile.  You  migu 
see  when  her  features  were,  as  now,  in  a  momentary  repose, 
that  her  health  was  broken,  and  that  she  was  not  long 
sentenced  to  wander  over  that  world  where  the  soul  had 
already  ceased  to  find  its  home ;  but  the  instant  she  spoke, 
her  colour  deepened,  and  the  brilliant  and  rapid  alterations 
of  her  countenance  deceived  the  eye,  and  concealed  the 

ravages  of  the  worm  that  preyed  within. 

“  Yes  ”  said  she,  at  last  breaking  silence,  and  soliloquising 
in  the  English  tongue,  but  with  somewhat  of  a  foreign 
accent;  “yes,  I  am  in  his  city;  within  a  few  paces  of  his 
home ;  I  have  seen  him,  I  have  heard  him.  Night  after 
night — in  rain,  and  in  the  teeth  of  the  biting  winds,  I  have 
wandered  round  his  home.  Ay !  and  I  could  have  raised 
mv  voice,  and  shrieked  a  warning  and  a  prophecy,  that 
should  have  startled  him  from  his  sleep  as  the  trumpet  of 
the  last  angel !  but  I  hushed  the  sound  within  my  soul,  and 
covered  the  vision  with  a  thick  silence.  Oh,  God  .  what 
have  I  seen,  and  felt,  and  known,  since  lie  last  saw  me 
But  we  shall  meet  again ;  and  ere  the  year  has  rolled  round, 
I  shall  feel  the  touch  of  his  lips  and  die  !  Die  /  what  calm¬ 
ness,  what  luxury  in  the  word  !  The  fiery  burthen  of  this 
dread  knowledge  I  have  heaped  upon  me,  shuffled  o 
memory  no  more ;  the  past,  the  present,  the  future  exor- 
dsed ;  and  a  long  sleep,  with  bright  dreams  of  a  lulling  sky, 

and  a  silver  voice,  and  his  presence  ! 

The  door  opened,  and  a  black  girl  of  about  ten  years  old 
in  the  costume  of  her  Moorish  tribe,  announced  the  arrival 
of  a  new  visitor.  The  countenance  of  Madame  Liehbui 
changed  at  once  into  an  expression  of  cold  and  settled 
calmness;  she  ordered  the  visitor  to  be  admitted,  and 
presently,  Stainforth  Radclyffe  entered  the  room. 
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“  Thou  mistake  st  me  and  my  lore,”  said  the  diviner ;  “I 
meddle  not  with  the  tricks  and  schemes  of  the  worldly  ;  I 
show  the  truth,  not  garble  it.” 

“Pshaw!”  said  Radclyffe,  impatiently;  “this  jargon 
cannot  deceive  me.  You  exhibit  your  skill  for  money  I 
ask  one  exertion  of  it,  and  desire  you  to  name  your  reward. 
Let  us  talk  after  the  fashion  of  this  world,  and  leave  that 
of  the  other  to  our  dupes.” 

“Yet,  thou  hast  known  grief  too,”  said  the  diviner, 
musingly,  “and  those  who  have  sorrowed  ought  to  judge 
more  gently  of  each  other.  Wilt  thou  try  my  art  on  thy¬ 
self,  ere  thou  askest  it  for  others  ?  ” 

“Ay,  if  you  could  restore  the  dead  to  my  dreams.” 

“I  can  !  ”  replied  the  soothsayer,  sternly. 

Radclyffe  laughed  bitterly.  “Away  with  this  talk  to 
me  ;  or,  if  you  would  convince  me,  raise  at  once  the  spectre 
I  desire  to  see !  ” 

“And  dost  thou  think,  vain  man,”  replied  Liehbur, 
haughtily,  “  that  I  pretend  to  the  power  thou  speakest  of  ? 
Yes ;  but  not  as  the  impostors  of  old  (dull  and  gross,  ap¬ 
pealing  to  outward  spells,  and  spells  wrought  by  themselves 
alone)  affected  to  do  ?  I  can  bring  the  dead  before  thee, 
but  thou  thyself  must  act  upon  thyself.” 

“  Mummery  !  What  would  you  drive  at  P  ” 

“Wilt  thou  fast  three  days,  and  for  three  nights  abstain 
from  sleep,  and  then  visit  me  once  again  ?  ” 

“  No,  fair  deluder ;  such  a  preliminary  is  too  much  to 
ask  of  a  Neophyte.  Three  days  without  food,  and  three 
nights  without  sleep  !  Why  you  would  have  to  raise  my¬ 
self  from  the  dead  !” 

“And  canst  thou,”  said  the  diviner,  with  great  dignity, 
“  canst  thou  hope  that  thou  wouldst  be  worthy  of  a  revela¬ 
tion  from  a  higher  world — that  for  thee  the  keys  of  the  Grave 
should  unlock  their  awful  treasure,  and  the  Dead  return  to 
life,  when  thou  scruplest  to  mortify  thy  flesh  and  loosen  the 
earthly  bonds  that  cumber  and  chain  the  spirit  ?  I  tell 
thee,  that  only  as  the  soul  detaches  itself  from  the  frame, 
can  its  inner  and  purer  sense  awaken,  and  the  full  con¬ 
sciousness  of  the  invisible  and  divine  things  that  surround 
it  descend  upon  its  powers.” 

“And  what,”  said  Radclyffe,  startled  more  by  the  coun¬ 
tenance  and  voice  than  the  words  themselves  of  the  sooth" 
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sayer;  “  what  would  you  then  do,  supposing  that  I  perform 
this  penance  ?  ” 

“Awaken  to  their  utmost  sense,  even  to  pain  and  torture, 
the  naked  nerves  of  that  Great  Power  thou  callest  the 
imagination  ;  that  Power  which  presides  over  dreams  and 
visions,  which  kindles  song,  and  lives  in  the  Heart  of 
Melodies ;  which  inspired  the  Magian  of  the  East  and  the 
Pythian  voices — and,  in  the  storms  and  thunder  of  savage 
lands  originated  the  notion  of  a  God  and  the  seeds  of  human 
worship ;  that  vast  presiding  Power  which,  to  the  things 
of  mind,  is  what  the  Deity  is  to  the  Universe  itself — the 
Creator  of  all.  I  would  awaken,  I  say,  that  Power  from 
its  customary  sleep  where,  buried  in  the  heart  it  folds  its 
wings,  and  lives  but  by  fits  and  starts,  unquiet,  but  un¬ 
aroused  ;  and  by  that  Power  thou  wouldst  see,  and  feel, 
and  know,  and  through  it  only  thou  wouldst  exist.  So 
that  it  would  be  with  thee,  as  if  the  ■  body  were  not :  as  if 
thou  wert  already  all-spiritual,  all-living.  So  thou  wouldst 
learn  in  life  that  which  may  be  open  to  thee  after  death ; 
and  so,  soul  might  now,  as  hereafter,  converse  with  soul, 
and  revoke  the  Past,  and  sail  prescient  down  the  dark  tides 
of  the  Future.  A  brief  and  fleeting  privilege,  but  dearly 
purchased  :  be  wise,  and  disbelieve  in  it ;  be  happv,  and 
reject  it !  ” 

Rndclyffe  was  impressed,  despite  himself,  by  the  solemn 
novelty  of  this  language,  and  the  deep  mournfulness  with 
which  the  soothsayer’s  last  sentence  died  away. 

“And  how,”  said  he,  after  a  pause,  “how,  and  by  what 
arts,  would  you  so  awaken  the  imaginative  faculty  ?  ” 

“Ask  not  until  the  time  comes  for  the  trial,”  answered 
Liehbur. 

“  But  can  you  awaken  it  in  all? — the  dull,  the  unideal, 
as  in  the  musing  and  exalted  ?  ” 

“  No  !  but  the  dull  and  unideal  will  not  go  through  the 
necessary  ordeal.  Few  besides  those  for  whom  Fate  casts 
her  great  parts  in  life’s  drama,  ever  come  to  that  point  when 
I  can  teach  them  the  future.” 

“  Do  you  mean  that  your  chief  votaries  are  among  the 
great  ?  Pardon  me,  I  should  have  thought  the  most  super¬ 
stitious  are  to  be  found  among  the  most  ignorant  and 
lowly.” 

“Yes;  but  they  consult  only  what  imposes  on  their 
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credulity,  without  demanding  stern  and  severe  sacrifice  of 
time  and  enjoyment,  as  I  do.  The  daring,  the  resolute,  the 
scheming,  with  their  souls  intent  upon  great  objects  and  high 
dreams — those  are  the  men  who  despise  the  charms  of  the 
moment,  who  are  covetous  of  piercing  the  far  future,  who 
know  how  much  of  their  hitherward  career  has  been 
brightened,  not  by  genius  or  nature,  but  some  strange  con¬ 
fluence  of  events,  some  mysterious  agency  of  fate.  The 
great  are  always  fortunate,  and  therefore  mostly  seekers 
into  the  decrees  of  fortune.” 

So  great  is  the  influence  which  enthusiasm,  right  or 
wrong,  always  exercises  over  us,  that  even  the  hard  and 
acute  Radclyffe — who  had  entered  the  room  with  the  most 
profound  contempt  for  the  pretensions  of  the  soothsayer, 
and  partly  from  a  wish  to  find  materials  for  ridiculing  a 
folly  of  the  day,  partly,  it  may  be,  from  the  desire  to 
examine  which  belonged  to  his  nature — began  to  consider 
in  his  own  mind  whether  he  should  yield  to  his  curiosity, 
now  strongly  excited,  and  pledge  himself  to  the  preliminary 
penance  the  diviner  had  ordained. 

The  soothsayer  continued  : — 

“  The  stars,  and  the  clime,  and  the  changing  moon,  have 
power  over  us — why  not  F  Do  they  not  have  influence 
over  the  rest  of  nature  ?  But  we  can  only  unravel  their 
more  august  and  hidden  secrets,  by  giving  full  wing  to 
the  creative  spirit  which  first  taught  us  their  elementary 
nature,  and  which,  when  released  from  earth,  will  have  full 
range  to  wander  over  their  brilliant  fields.  Know,  in  one 
word,  the  Imagination  and  the  Soul  are  one,  one  indivisible 
and  the  same  ;  on  that  truth  rests  all  my  lore.” 

“And  if  I  followed  your  precepts,  what  other  prelimi¬ 
naries  would  you  enjoin  ?  ” 

“Not  until  thou  engagest  to  perform  them,  will  I  tell 
thee  more.” 

“  I  engage !  ” 

“  And  swear  ?  ” 

“  I  swear !  ” 

The  soothsayer  rose — and - 

*  *  *  * 

*  *  *  * 

*  *  *  # 

*  *  *  * 
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CHAPTER  LXII. 

IN  WHICH  THE  COMMON  LIFE  GLIDES  INTO  THE  STRANGE. — 
EQUALLY  TRUE,  BUT  THE  TRUTH  NOT  EQUALLY  ACKNOW¬ 
LEDGED. 

It  was  on  the  night  of  this  interview  that  Constance, 
coping  into  Gfodolphin’s  room,  found  him  leaning  against 
the  wall,  pale,  and  agitated,  and  almost  insensible.  “  Percy 
— Percy,  yon  are  ill  !  ”  she  exclaimed,  and  wound  her 
arms  round  his  neck.  He  looked  at  her  long  and  wist¬ 
fully,  breathing  hard  all  the  time,  until  at  length  he  seemed 
slowly  to  recover  his  self-possession,  and  seating  himself, 
motioned  Constance  to  do  the  same.  After  a  pause,  he 
said,  clasping  her  hand, 

“  Listen  to  me,  Constance.  My  health,  I  fear,  is  break¬ 
ing  ;  I  am  tormented  by  fearful  visions  ;  I  am  possessed 
by  some  magic  influence.  For  several  nights  successively, 
before  falling  asleep,  a  cold  tremor  has  gradually  pervaded 
my  frame  ;  the  roots  of  my  hair  stand  on  end  ;  my  teeth 
chatter ;  a  vague  horror  seizes  me  ;  my  blood  seems  turned 
to  a  solid  substance,  so  curdled  and  stagnant  is  it.  I 
strive  to  speak,  to  cry  out,  but  my  voice  clings  to  the  roof 
of  my  mouth ;  I  feel  that  I  have  no  longer  power  over 
myself.  Suddenly,  and  in  the  very  midst  of  this  agony,  I 
fall  into  a  heavy  sleep ;  then  come  strange  bewildering 
dreams,  with  Volktman’s  daughter  for  ever  presiding  over 
them  ;  but  with  a  changed  countenance,  calm,  unutterably 
calm,  and  gazing  on  me  with  eyes  that  burn  into  my  soul. 
The  dream  fades,  I  wake  with  the  morning,  but  exhausted 
and  enfeebled.  I  have  consulted  physicians  ;  I  have  taken 
drugs ;  but  I  cannot  break  the  spell — the  previous  horror 
and  the  after-dreams.  And  just  now,  Constance,  just  now 
— you  see  the  window  is  open  to  the  park,  the  gate  of  the 
garden  is  unclosed ;  I  happened  to  lift  my  eyes,  and  lo  ! 
gazing  upon  me  in  the  sickly  moonlight,  was  the  coun¬ 
tenance  of  my  dreams — Lucilla’s,  but  how  altered !  Mer¬ 
ciful  Heaven !  is  it  a  mockery,  or  can  the  living  Lucilla 
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really  be  in  England  P  and  have  these  visions,  these  terrors 
been  part  of  that  mysterious  sympathy  which  united  us 
ever,  and  which  her  father  predicted  should  cease  but 
with  our  lives  ?  ” 

The  emotions  of  Godolphin  were  so  rarely  visible,  and 
in  the  present  instance  they  were  so  unaffected,  and  so 
roused,  that  Constance  could  not  summon  courage  to 
soothe,  to  cheer  him  ;  she  herself  was  alarmed  and  shocked, 
and  glanced  fearfully  towards  the  window,  lest  the  appa¬ 
rition  he  had  spoken  of  should  reappear.  All  without  was 
still,  not  a  leaf  stirred  on  the  trees  in  the  Mall ;  no  human 
figure  was  to  be  seen.  She  turned  again  to  Godolphin, 
and  kissed  the  drops  from  his  brow,  and  pressed  his  cheek 
to  her  bosom. 

“I  have  a  presentiment,”  said  he,  “that  something 
dreadful  will  happen  shortly.  I  feel  as  if  I  were  near 
some  great  crisis  of  my  life :  and  as  if  I  were  about  to 
step  from  the  bright  and  palpable  world  into  regions  of 
cloud  aud  darkness.  Constance,  strange  misgivings  as  to 
my  choice  in  my  past  life  haunt  and  perplex  me.  I  have 
sought  only  the  present ;  I  have  abjured  all  toil,  all  am¬ 
bition,  and  laughed  at  the  future ;  my  hand  has  plucked 
the  rose-leaves,  and  now  they  lie  withered  in  the  grasp. 
My  youth  flies  me — age  scowls  on  me  from  the  distance  ; 
an  age  of  frivolities  that  I  once  scorned  ;  yet — yet,  had  I 
formed  a  different  creed,  how  much  I  might  have  done  ! 
But — but,  out  on  this  cant!  My  nerves  are  shattered, 
and  I  prate  nonsense.  Lend  me  your  arm,  Constance,  let 
us  go  into  the  saloon,  and  send  for  music  !  ” 

And  all  that  night  Constance  watched  by  the  side  of 
Godolphin,  and  marked  in  mute  terror  the  convulsions 
that  wrung  his  sleep,  the  foam  that  gathered  to  his  lip, 
the  cries  that  broke  from  his  tongue.  But  she  was  re¬ 
warded  when,  with  the  grey  dawn,  he  awoke,  and,  catching 
her  tender  and  tearful  gaze,  flung  himself  upon  her  bosom, 
and  bade  God  bless  her  for  her  love ! 
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CHAPTER  LXIII. 

A  MEETING  BETWEEN  CONSTANCE!  AND  THE  PROPHETESS. 

A  strange  suspicion  had  entered  Constance’s  mind,  and 
for  Godolphin’s  sake  she  resolved  to  put  it  to  the  proof. 
She  drew  her  mantle  round  her  stately  figure,  put  on  a 
large  disguising  bonnet,  and  repaired  to  Madame  Liehbur’s 
house. 

The  Moorish  girl  opened  the  door  to  the  countess  ;  and 
her  strange  dress,  her  African  hue  and  features,  relieved 
by  the  long,  glittering  pendants  in  her  ears,  while  they 
seemed  suited  to  the  eccentric  reputation  of  her  mistress, 
brought  a  slight  smile  to  the  proud  lip  of  Lady  Erpingham, 
as  she  conceived  them  a  part  of  the  charlatanism  practised 
by  the  soothsayer.  The  girl  only  replied  to  Lady  Erping- 
ham’s  question  by  an  intelligent  sign ;  and  running  lightly 
up  the  stairs,  conducted  the  guest  into  an  anteroom,  where 
she  waited  but  for  a  few  moments  before  she  was  admitted 
into  Madame  Liehbur’s  apartment. 

The  effect  that  the  personal  beauty  of  the  diviner  always 
produced  on  those  who  beheld  her  was  not  less  powerful 
than  usual  on  the  surprised  and  admiring  gaze  of  Lady 
Erpingham.  She  bowed  her  haughty  brow  with  involun¬ 
tary  respect,  and  took  the  seat  to  which  the  enthusiast 
beckoned. 

“  And  what,  lady,”  said  the  soothsayer,  m  the  foreign 
music  of  her  low  voice,  “  what  brings  thee  hither  ?  Wouldst 
thou  gain,  or  hast  thou  lost,  that  gift.  our  poor  sex  prizes 
so  dearly  beyond  its  value  ?  Is  it  of  love  that  thou 
wouldst  speak  to  the  interpreter  of  dreams  and  the  priestess 
of  the  things  to  come  ?  ” 

While  the  bright-eyed  Liehbur  thus  spoke,  the  countess 
examined  through  her  veil  the  fair  face  before  her,  com¬ 
paring  it  with  that  description  which  Godolphin  had  given 
her  of  the  sculptor’s  daughter,  and  her  suspicion  acquired 
new  strength. 
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“  I  seek  not  that  which  yon  allude  to,”  said  Constance ; 
“  but  of  the  future,  although  without  any  definite  object,  I 
would  indeed  like  to  question  you.  All  of  us  love  to  pry 
into  dark  recesses  hid  from  our  view,  and  over  which  you 
profess  the  empire.” 

“  Your  voice  is  sweet,  but  commanding,”  said  the  oracle ; 
“  and  your  air  is  stately,  as  of  one  born  in  courts.  Lift  your 
veil,  that  I  may  gaze  upon  your  face,  and  tell  by  its  lines 
the  fate  your  character  has  shaped  for  you.” 

“  Alas !  ”  answered  Constance,  “  life  betrays  few  of  its  past 
signs  by  outward  token.  If  you  have  no  wiser  art  than 
that  drawn  from  the  lines  and  features  of  our  counte¬ 
nances,  I  shall  still  remain  what  I  am  now — an  unbeliever 
in  your  powers.” 

“  The  brow,  and  the  lip,  and  the  eye,  and  the  expression 
of  each  and  all,”  answered  Liekbur,  “  are  not  the  lying 
index  you  suppose  them.” 

“  Then,”  rejoined  Constance,  “by  those  signs  will  I  read 
your  own  destiny,  as  you  would  read  mine.” 

The  sibyl  started,  and  waived  her  hand  impatiently ;  but 
Constance  proceeded. 

“  Your  birth,  despite  your  fair  locks,  was  under  a 
southern  sky  ;  you  were  nursed  in  the  delusions  you  now 
teach ;  you  were  loved,  and  left  alone ;  you  are  in  the 
country  of  your  lover.  Is  it  not  so  ? — am  I  not  an  oracle 
in  my  turn  ?  ” 

The  mysterious  Liehbur  fell  back  in  her  chair ;  her  lips 
apart  and  blanched — her  hands  clasped — her  eyes  fixed 
upon  her  visitant. 

“  Who  are  you  ?  ”  she  cried  at  last,  in  a  shrill  tone ; 
“  who,  of  my  own  sex,  knows  my  wretched  history  ?  Speak, 
speak ! — in  mercy  speak  !  tell  me  more  !  convince  me  that 
you  have  but  vainly  guessed  my  secret,  or  that  you  have  a 
right  to  know  it !  ” 

“  Did  not  your  father  forsake,  for  the  blue  skies  of  Rome, 
his  own  colder  shores  ?  ”  continued  Constance,  adopting  the 
heightened  and  romantic  tone  of  the  one  she  addressed  ; 
“  and,  Percy  Godolphin — is  that  name  still  familiar  to  the 
ear  of  Lu cilia  Volktman?  ” 

A  loud,  long  shriek  burst  from  the  lips  of  the  soothsayer, 
and  she  sank  at  once  lifeless  on  the  ground.  Greatly 
alarmed,  and  repenting  her  own  abruptness,  Constance 
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hastened  to  her  assistance.  She  lifted  the  poor  being, 
whom  she  unconsciously  had  once  contributed  so  deeply 
to  injure,  from  the  ground  ;  she  loosened  her  dress,  and 
perceived  that  around  her  neck  hung  a  broad  ivory  neck¬ 
lace  wrought  with  curious  characters,  and  many  uncouth 
forms  and  symbols.  This  evidence  that,  if  deluding  others, 
the  soothsayer  deluded  herself  also,  touched  and  affected 
the  countess ;  and  while  she  was  still  busy  in  chafing  the 
temples  of  Lucilla,  the  Moor,  brought  to  the  spot  by  that 
sudden  shriek,  entered  the  apartment.  She  seemed  sur¬ 
prised  and  terrified  at  her  mistress’s  condition,  and  poured 
forth,  in  some  tongue  unknown  to  Constance,  what  seemed  to 
her  a  volley  of  mingled  reproach  and  lamentation.  She  seized 
Lady  Erpingham’s  hand,  dashed  it  indignantly  away,  and, 
supporting  herself  the  ashen  cheek  of  Lucilla,  motioned  to 
Lady  Erpingliam  to  depart ;  but  Constance,  not  easily  ac¬ 
customed  to  obey,  retained  her  position  beside  the  still 
insensible  Lucilla  ;  and  now,  by  slow  degrees,  and  with 
quick  and  heavy  sighs,  the  unfortunate  daughter  of  Volkt- 
man  returned  to  life  and  consciousness. 

In  assisting  Lucilla,  the  countess  haa  thrown  aside  her 
veil,  and  the  eyes  of  the  soothsayer  opened  upon  that  superb 
beauty,  which  once  to  see  was  never  to  forget.  Involun¬ 
tarily  she  again  closed  her  eyes,  and  groaned  audibly ;  and 
then,  summoning  all  her  courage,  she  withdrew  her  hand 
from  Constance’s  clasp,  and  bade  her  Moorish  handmaid 
leave  them  once  more  alone. 

“  So,  then,”  said  Lucilla,  after  a  pause,  “  it  is  Percy 
Godolphin’s  wife,  his  English  wife,  who  has  come  to  gaze 
on  the  fallen,  the  degraded  Lucilla;  and  yet,”  sinking  her 
voice  into  a  tone  of  ineffable  and  plaintive  sweetness  “  yet 
I  have  slept  on  his  bosom,  and  been  dear  and  sacred  to 
him  as  thou  !  Go,  proud  lady,  go  ! — leave  me  to  my  mad, 
and  sunken,  and  solitary  state.  Go  !  ” 

« Dear  Lucilla !  ”  said  Constance,  kindly,  and  striving 
once  more  to  take  her  hand,  11  do  not  cast  me  away  from 
you.  I  have  long  sympathised  with  your  generous  although 
erring  heart— your  hard  and  bitter  misfortunes.  Look  on 
me  only  as  your  friend — nay,  your  sister,  if  you  will.  Let 
me  persuade  you  to  leave  this  strange  and  desultory  life  ; 
choose  your  own  home :  I  am  rich  to  overflowing  ;  all  you 
can  desire  shall  be  at  your  command.  He  shall  not  know 
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more  of  you  unless  (to  assuage  tlie  remorse  that  the  memory 
of  you  does,  I  know,  still  occasion  him)  you  will  suffer  him 
to  learn,  from  your  own  hand,  that  you  are  well  and  at  ease, 
and  that  you  do  not  revoke  your  former  pardon.  Come, 
dear  Lucilla  !  ”  and  the  arm  of  the  generous  and  bright- 
souled  Constance  gently  wound  round  the  feeble  frame  of 
Lucilla,  who  now,  reclining  back,  wept  as  if  her  heart  would 
break. 

“  Come,  give  me  the  deep,  the  grateful  joy  of  thinking 
I  can  minister  to  your  future  comforts.  I  was  the  cause 
of  all  your  wretchedness ;  but  for  me,  Godolphin  would 
have  been  yours  for  ever — would  probably,  by  marriage, 
have  redressed  your  wrongs ;  but  for  me  you  would  not 
have  wandered  an  outcast  over  the  inhospitable  world. 
Let  me  in  something  repair  what  I  have  cost  you.  Speak 
to  me,  Lucilla  !  ” 

“Yes,  I  will  speak  to  you,”  said  poor  Lucilla,  throwing 
herself  on  the  ground,  and  clasping  with  grateful  warmth 
the  knees  of  her  gentle  soother;  “for  long,  long  years — I 
dare  not  think  how  many — I  have  not  heard  the  voice  of 
kindness  fall  upon  my  ear.  Among  strange  faces  and 
harsh  tongues  hath  my  lot  been  cast ;  and  if  I  have  wrought 
out  from  the  dreams  of  my  young  hours  the  course  of  this 
life,  (which  you  contemn,  but  not  justly,)  it  has  been  that 
I  may  stand  alone  and  not  dependent ;  feared  and  not 
despised.  And  now  you,  you  whom  I  admire  and  envy, 
and  would  reverence  more  than  living  woman,  (for  he  loves 
you  and  deems  you  worthy  of  him,)  you,  lady,  speak  to  me 
as  a  sister  would  speak,  and — and ”  Here  sobs  inter¬ 
rupted  Lucilla’s  speech;  and  Constance  herself,  almost 
equally  affected,  and  finding  it  vain  to  attempt  to  raise  her, 
knelt  by  her  side,  and  tenderly  caressing  her,  sought  to 
comfort  her,  even  while  she  wept  in  doing  so. 

(  And  this  was  a  beautiful  passage  in  the  life  of  the  lofty 
Constance.  Never  did  she  seem  more  noble  than  when, 
thus  lowly  and  humbling  herself,  she  knelt  beside  the  poor 
victini  of  her  husband’s  love,  and  whispered  to  the  diseased 
and  withering  heart  tidings  of  comfort,  charity,  home,  and 
a  futurity  of  honour  and  of  peace.  But  this  was  not  a 
dream  that  could  long  lull  the  perturbed  and  erring  brain 
of  Lucilla  Volktman.  And  when  she  recovered,  in  some 
measure,  her  self-possession,  she  rose,  and  throwing  back 


GODOLPHDST.  318 

the  wild  hair  from  her  throbbing  temples,  she  said,  in  a 
calm  and  mournful  voice  : 

“  Your  kindness  comes  too  late.  I  am  dying,  fast-fast. 
All  that  is  left  me  in  the  world  are  these  very  visions,  this 
very  power — call  it  delusion  if  you  will — from  which  you 
would  tear  me.  Nay,  look  not  so  reproachfully,  and  in  such 
wonder.  Do  you  not  know  that  men  have  in  poverty,  sick¬ 
ness,  and  all  outer  despair,  clung  to  a  creative  spirit  within 
— a  world  peopled  with  delusions — and  called  it  Poetey  ? 
and  that  gift  has  been  more  precious  to  them  than  all  that 
wealth  and  pomp  could  bestow  ?  So,”  continued  Lucilla, 
with  fervid  and  insane  enthusiasm,  “  so  is  this,  my  creative 
spirit,  my  imaginary  world,  my  inspiration,  what  poetry 
-may  be  to  others.  I  may  be  mistaken  in  the  truth  of  my 
belief.  There  are  times  when  my  brain  is  cool,  and  my 
frame  at  rest,  and  I  sit  alone  and  think  over  the  real  past — 
when  I  feel  my  trust  shaken,  and  my  ardour  damped  :  but 
that  thought  does  not  console  but  torture  me,  and  I  hasten 
to  plunge  once  more  among  the  charms,  and  spells,  and 
mighty  dreams,  that  wrap  me  from  my  living  self.  Oh, 
lady !  bright,  and  beautiful,  and  lofty,  as  you  are,  there 
may  come  a  time  when  you  can  conceive  that  even  madness 
may  be  a  relief.  For,”  (and  here  the  wandering  light 
burned  brighter  in  the  enthusiast’s  glowing  eyes,)  “  for, 
when  the  night  is  round  us,  and  there  is  peace  on  earth, 
and  the  world’s  children  sleep,  it  is  a  wild  joy  to  sit  alone 
and  vigilant,  and  forget  that  we  live  and  are  wretched. 
The  stars  speak  to  us  then  with  a  wondrous  and  stirring 
voice ;  they  tell  us  of  the  doom  of  men  and  the  wreck  of 
empires,  and  prophesy  of  the  far  events  which  they  taught 
to  the  old  Chaldeans.  And  then  the  Winds,  walking  to 
and  fro  as  they  list,  bid  us  go  forth  with  them  and  hear 
the  songs  of  the  midnight  spirits ;  for  you  know,”  she 
whispered  with  a  smile,  putting  her  hand  upon  the  arm  of 
the  appalled  and  shrinking  Constance,  who  now  saw  how 
hopeless  was  the  ministry  she  had  undertaken,  “  that  this 
world  is  given  up  to  two  tribes  of  things  that  live  and  have 
a  soul :  the  one  bodily  and  palpable  as  we  are ;  the  other 
more  glorious,  but  invisible  to  our  dull  sight — though  I 
have  seen  them — Dread  Solemn  Shadows,  even  in  their 
mirth  ;  the  night  is  their  season  as  the  day  is  ours ;  they 
march  in  the  moonbeams,  and  are  borne  upon  the  wings  of 
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the  winds.  And  with  them,  and  bj  their  thoughts,  I  raise 
myself  from  what  I  am  and  have  been.  Ah,  lady,  wouldst 
thou  take  this  comfort  from  me  ?  ” 

“  But,’5  said  Constance,  gathering  courage  from  the 
gentleness  which  Lucilla’s  insanity  now  wore,  and  trying 
to  soothe,  not  contradict  her  in  her  present  vein,  “  but  in 
the  country,  Lucilla,  in  some  quiet  and  sheltered  nook, 
you  might  indulge  these  visions  without  the  cares  and  un¬ 
certainty  that  must  now  perplex  you ;  without  leading  this 
dangerous  and  roving  life,  which  must  at  times  expose 
you  to  insult,  to  annoyance,  and  discontent  you  with  your¬ 
self.” 

“  You  are  mistaken,  lady,”  said  the  astrologer,  proudly  ; 
“  none  know  me  who  do  not  fear.  I  am  powerful,  and  I 
hug  my  power — it  comforts  me  :  without  it,  what  should  I 
be  P- — an  abject,  forsaken,  miserable  woman.  No !  that 
power  I  possess — to  shake  men’s  secret  souls — even  if  it 
be  a  deceit — even  if  I  should  laugh  at  them,  not  pity — 
reconciles  me  to  myself  and  to  the  past.  And  I  am  not 
poor,  madam,”  as,  with  the  common  caprice  of  her 
infirmity,  an  angry  suspicion  seemed  to  cross  her  ;  “  I  want 
no  one’s  charity,  I  have  learned  to  maintain  myself.  Nay, 
I  could  be  even  wealthy  if  I  would  !  ” 

“And,”  said  Constance,  seeing  that  for  the  present  she 
must  postpone  her  benevolent  intentions,  “  and  he — Grodol- 
phin — you  forgive  him  still  ?  ” 

At  that  name,  it  was  as  if  a  sudden  charm  had  been 
whispered  to  the  fevered  heart  of  the  poor  fanatic ;  her 
head  sank  from  its  proud  beariug  ;  a  deep,  a  soft  blush, 
coloured  the  wan  cheek  ;  her  arms  drooped  beside  her ; 
she  trembled  violently  ;  and,  after  a  moment’s  silence,  sank 
again  on  her  seat  and  covered  her  face  with  her  hands. 
“Ah!”  said  she,  softly,  “that  word  brings  me  back  to 
my  young  days,  when  I  asked  no  power  but  what  love 
gave  me  over  one  heart :  it  brings  me  back  to  the  blue 
Italian  lake,  and  the  waving  pines,  and  our  solitary  home, 
and  my  babe’s  distant  grave.  Tell  me,”  she  cried,  agai-n 
starting  up,  “  has  he  not  spoken  of  me  lately — has  he  not 
seen  me  in  his  dreams  ?  have  I  not  been  present  to  his  soul 
when  the  frame,  torpid  and  locked,  severed  us  no  more, 
and,  in  the  still  hours,  I  charmed  myself  to  his  gaze  ? 
Tell  me,  has  he  not  owned  that  Lucilla  haunted  his 
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pillow  ?  Tell  me  ;  and  if  I  err,  my  spells  are  nothing,  my 
power  is  vanity,  and  I  am  the  helpless  creature  thou 
wouldst  believe  me  !  ” 

Despite  her  reason  and  her  firm  sense,  Constance  half 
shuddered  at  these  mysterious  words,  as  she  recalled  what 
Percy  had  told  her  of  his  dreams  the  preceding  evening, 
and  the  emotions  she  herself  had  witnessed  in  his  slumbers 
when  she  watched  beside  his  bed.  She  remained  silent, 
and  Lucilla  regarded  her  countenance  with  a  sort  of 
triumph. 

“  My  art,  then,  is  not  so  idle  as  thou  wouldst  hold  it. 
But — hush  ! — last  night  I  beheld  him,  not  in  spirit,  but 
visibly,  face  to  face  :  for  I  wander  at  times  before  his 
home  (his  home  was  once  mine  !)  and  he  saw  me,  and  was 
smitten  with  fear  ;  in  these  worn  features  he  could  recog¬ 
nise  not  the  living  Lucilla  he  had  known.  But  go  to  him  ! 
— thou,  his  wife,  his  own — go  to  him ;  tell  him  no,  tell 
him  not  of  me.  He  must  not  seek  me  ;  we  must  not  hold 
parley  together  :  for  oh,  lady,”  (and  Lucilla’s  face  became 
settled  into  an  expression  so  sad,  so  unearthly  sad,  that  no 
word  can  paint,  no  heart  conceive,  its  utter  and  solemn 
sorrow,)  “  when  we  two  meet  again  to  commune, — to  con¬ 
verse, — when  once  more  I  touch  that  hand,  when  once 
more  I  feel  that  beloved,  that  balmy  breath  ; — my  last  hour 
is  at  hand — and  danger — imminent,  dark,  and  deadly 
danger,  clings  fast  to  him  !  ” 

As  she  spoke,  Lucilla  closed  her  eyes,  as  if  to  shut  some 
horrid  vision  from  her  gaze  ;  and  Constance  looked  fear¬ 
fully  round,  almost  expecting  some  apparition  at  hand. 
Presently  Lucilla,  moving  silently  across  the  room, 
beckoned  to  the  countess  to  follow  :  she  did  so :  they  entered 
another  apartment :  before  a  recess  there  hung  a  black 
curtain  :  Lucilla  drew  it  slowly  aside,  and  Constance  turned 
her  eyes  from  a  dazzling  light  that  broke  upon  them ; 
when  she  again  looked,  she  beheld  a  sort  of  glass  dial 
marked  with  various  quaint  hieroglyphics  and  the  figures 
of  angels,  beautifully  wrought ;  but  around  the  dial,  which 
was  circular,  were  ranged  many  stars,  and  the  planets,  set 
in  due  order.  These  were  lighted  from  within  by  some 
chemical  process,  and  burnt  with  a  clear  and  lustrous,  but 
silver  light.  And  Constance  observed  that  the  dial  turned 
round,  and  that  the  stars  turned  with  it,  each  in  a  separate 
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motion  ;  and  in  tlie  midst  of  the  dial  were  the  hands  as  of  a 
clock — that  moved,  but  so  slowly,  that  the  most  patient 
gaze  alone  could  observe  the  motion. 

While  the  wondering  Constance  regarded  this  singular 
device,  Lucilla  pointed  to  one  star  that  burned  brighter 
than  the  rest ;  and  below  it,  half-way  down  the  dial,  was 
another,  a  faint  and  sickly  orb,  that,  when  watched, 
seemed  to  perform  a  much  more  rapid  and  irregular  course 
x  than  its  fellows. 

“  The  bright  star  is  his,”  said  she  ;  “  and  yon  dim  and 
dying  one  is  the  type  of  mine.  Note  :  in  the  conrse  they 
both  pursue, 'they  must  meet  at  last ;  and  ivhen  they  meet, 
the  mechanism  of  the  whole  halts — the  work  of  the  dial  is 
for  ever  done.  These  hands  indicate  hourly  the  progress 
made  to  that  end ;  for  it  is  the  mimicry  and  symbol  of 
mine.  Thus  do  I  number  the  clays  of  my  fate  ;  thus  do  I 
know,  even  almost  to  a  second,  the  period  in  which  I  shall 
join  my  Father  that  is  in  Heaven ! 

“And  now,”  continued  the  maniac,  (though  maniac  is 
too  harsh  and  decided  a  word  for  the  dreaming  wildness  of 
Lucilla’s  insanity,)  as,  dropping  the  curtain,  she  took  her 
guest’s  hand  and  conducted  her  back  into  the  outer  room 
— “  and  now,  farewell !  You  sought  me,  and,  I  feel,  only 
from  kind  and  generous  motives.  We  never  shall  meet 
more.  Tell  not  your  husband  that  yon  have  seen  me.  He 
will  know  soon,  too  soon,  of  my  existence  :  fain  Avonld  I 
spare  him  that  pang  and,”  growing  pale  as  she  spoke, 
“  that  peril ;  but  Fate  forbids  it.  What  is  writ,  is  writ : 
and  who  shall  blot  God’s  sentence  from  the  stars,  which 
are  his  book?  Farewell !  high  thoughts  are  graved  upon 
your  brow  :  may  they  bless  you ;  or,  where  they  fail  to 
bless,  may  they  console  and  support.  Farewell !  I  have 
not  yet  forgotten  to  be  grateful,  and  I  still  dare  to  pray.” 

Thus  saying,  Lucilla  kissed  the  hand  she  had  held,  and 
turning  hastily  away,  regained  the  room  she  had  just  left ; 
and,  locking  the  door,  left  the  stunned  and  bewildered 
countess  to  depart  from  the  melancholy  abode.  With 
faltering  steps  she  quitted  the  chamber,  and  at  the  foot  of 
the  stairs  the  little  Moor  awaited  her.  To  her  excited 
fancy  there  was  something  eltrich  and  preternatural  in  the 
gaze  of  the  young  African,  and  the  grin  of  her  pearly  teeth, 
as  she  opened  the  door  to  the  visitant.  Hastening  to  her 
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carriage,  which  she  had  left  at  a  corner  of  the  square,  the 
countess  rejoiced  when  she  gained  it ;  and  throwing  her¬ 
self  back  on  the  luxurious  cushions,  felt  as  exhausted  by 
this  starry  and  weird  incident  in  the  epic  of  life’s  common 
career,  as  if  she  had  partaken  of  that  overpowering  in¬ 
spiration  which  she  now  almost  incredulously  asked  herself, 
as  she  looked  forth  on  the  broad  day  and  the  busy  streets, 
if  she  had  really  witnessed. 
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CHAPTEB  LXIY. 

LUCILLA’S  PLIGHT. — THE  PERPLEXITY  OP  LADY  ERPINGHAM.— A 
CHANGE  COMES  OYER  GODOLPHIN’s  MIND. — HIS  CONVERSA¬ 
TION  WITH  RADCLYPFE. — GENERAL  ELECTION. - GODOLPHIN 

BECOMES  A  SENATOR. 

No  human  heart  ever  beat  with  more  pure  and  generous 
emotions,  when  freed  from  the  political  fever  that  burned 
within  her,  (withering,  for  the  moment,  the  chastened  and 
wholesome  impulses  of  her  nature,)  than  those  which  ani¬ 
mated  the  heart  of  the  queenly  Constance.  She  sent  that 
evening  for  the  most  celebrated  physician  in  London — that 
polished  and  courtly  man  who  seems  born  for  the  maladies 
of  the  drawing-room,  but  who,  beneath  so  urbane  a  de¬ 
meanour,  conceals  so  accurate  and  profound  a  knowledge  of 
the  disorders  of  his  unfortunate  race.  I  say  accurate  and 
profound  comparatively,  for  positive  knowledge  of  patho¬ 
logy  is  what  no  physician  in  modern  times  and  civilized 
countries  really  possesses.  No  man  cures  us — the  highest 
art  is  not  to  kill  !  Constance,  then,  sent  for  this  physician, 
and,  as  delicately  as  possible,  related  the  unfortunate  state 
of  Lucilla,  and  the  deep  anxiety  she  felt  for  her  mental  and 
bodily  relief.  The  physician  promised  to  call  the  next  day ; 
he  did  so,  late  in  the  afternoon — Lucilla  was  gone.  Strange, 
self-willed,  mysterious,  she  came  like  a  dream,  to  warn,  to 
terrify,  and  to  depart.  They  knew  not  whither  she  had 
fled,  and  her  Moorish  handmaid  alone  attended  her. 

Constance  was  deeply  chagrined  at  this  intelligence ;  for 
she  had  already  begun  to  build  castles  in  the  air,  which 
poor  Lucilla,  with  a  frame  restored,  and  a  heart  at  ease, 
and  nothing  left  of  the  past  but  a  soft  and  holy  penitence' 
should  inhabit.  The  countess,  however,  consoled  herself 
with  the  hope,  that  Lucilla  would  at  least  write  to  her  and 
mention  her  new  place  of  residence  ;  but  days  passed  and 
no  letter  came. 

Constance  felt  that  her  benevolent  intentions  were 
doomed  to  be  unfulfilled.  She  was  now  greatly  perplexed 
whether  or  not  to  relate  to  Gfodolphin  the  interview  that 
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had  taken  place  between  her  and  Lucilla.  She  knew  the 
deep,  morbid,  and  painful  interest  which  the  memory  of 
this  wild  and  visionary  creature  created  in  Godolphin ;  and 
she  trembled  at  the  feelings  she  might  re-awaken  by  even 
a  faint  picture  of  the  condition  and  mental  infirmities  of 
her  whose  life  he  had  so  darkly  shadowed.  She  resolved, 
therefore,  at  all  events  for  the  present,  and  until  every  hope 
of  discovering  Lucilla  once  more  had  expired,  to  conceal 
the  meeting  that  had  occurred.  And  in  this  resolve,  she 
was  strengthened  by  perceiving  that  Godolphin’s  mind  had 
become  gradually  calmed  from  its  late  excitement,  and  that 
he  had  begun  to  consider,  or  at  least  appeared  to  consider, 
the  apparition  of  Lucilla  at  his  window,  as  the  mere  delu¬ 
sion  of  a  heated  imagination.  His  nights  grew  once  more 
tranquil,  and  freed  from  the  dark  dreams  that  had  tor¬ 
mented  his  brain ;  and  even  the  cool  and  unimaginative 
Constance  could  scarcely  divest  herself  of  the  wild  fancy 
that,  when  Lucilla  was  near,  a  secret  and  preternatural 
sympathy  between  Godolphin  and  the  reader  of  the  stars 
had  produced  that  influence  over  his  nightly  dreams  which 
paled,  and  receded,  and  vanished,  as  Lucilla  departed  from 
the  actual  circle  in  which  he  lived. 

It  was  at  this  time,  too,  that  a  change  was  perceptible  in 
Godolphin’s  habits,  and  crept  gradually  over  the  character 
of  his  thoughts.  Dissipation  ceased  to  allure  him,  the  light 
wit  of  his  parasites  palled  upon  his  ear  ;  magnificence  had 
lost  its  gloss,  and  the  same  fastidious,  exacting  thirst  for  the 
ideal  which  had  disappointed  him  in  the  better  objects  of  life, 
began  now  to  discontent  him  with  its  glittering  pleasures. 

The  change  was  natural,  and  the  causes  not  difficult  to 
fathom.  The  fact  was,  that  Godolphin  had  now  arrived  at 
that  period  of  existence  when  a  man’s  character  is  almost 
invariably  subject  to  great  change  ;  the  crisis  in  life’s  fever, 
when  there  is  a  new  turn  in  our  fate,  and  our  moral  death 
or  regeneration  is  sealed  by  the  silent  wavering,  or  the 
solemn  decision  of  the  houe  !  Arrived  at  the  confines  of 
middle  age,  there  is  an  outward  innovation  in  the  whole 
system  ;  unlooked-for  symptoms  break  forth  in  the  bodily, 
unlooked-for  symptoms  in  the  mental,  frame.  It  happened 
to  Godolphin  that,  at  this  critical  period,  a  chance,  a  circum¬ 
stance,  a  straw,  had  reunited  his  long  interrupted,  but 
never  stifled  affections  to  the  image  of  his  beautiful  Con- 
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stance.  The  reign  of  passion,  the  magic  of  those  sweet 
illusions,  that  ineffable  yearning  which  possession  mocks, 
although  it  quells  at  last,  were  indeed  for  ever  over;  but  a 
friendship  more  soft  and  genial  than  exists  in  any  relation, 
save  that  of  husband  and  wife,  had  sprung  up,  almost  as  by 
a  miracle  (so  sudden  was  it),  between  breasts  for  years 
divided.  And  the  experience  of  those  years  had  taught 
Godolphin  how  frail  and  unsubstantial  had  been  all  the 
other  ties  he  had  formed.  He  wondered,  as  sitting  alone 
with  Constance,  her  tenderness  recalled  the  past,  her  wit 
enlivened  the  present,  and  his  imagination  still  shed  a  glory 
and  a  loveliness  over  the  future,  that  he  had  been  so  long 
insensible  to  the  blessing  of  that  communion  which  he  now 
experienced.  He  did  not  perceive  what  in  fact  was  the 
case — that  the  tastes  and  sympathies  of  each,  blunted  by 
that  disappointment  which  is  the  child  of  experience,  were 
more  willing  to  concede  somewhat  to  the  tastes  and  sym¬ 
pathies  of  the  other ;  that  Constance  gave  a  more  indul¬ 
gent  listening  to  his  beautiful  refinements  of  an  ideal  and 
false  epicurism  ;  that  he,  smiling  still,  smiled  with  kindness, 
not  with  scorn,  at  the  sanguine  politics,  the  worldly  schemes, 
and  the  rankling  memories  of  the  intriguing  Constance. 
Fortunately,  too,  for  her,  the  times  were  such,  that  men  who 
never  before  dreamed  of  political  interference  were  roused 
and  urged  into  the  mighty  can  flux  of  battling  interests, 
which  left  few  moderate  and  none  neuter.  Every  coterie  re¬ 
sounded  with  political  war-cries;  every  dinner  rang,  from 
soup  to  the  coffee,  with  the  merits  of  the,  hill ;  wherever 
Grodolphin  turned  for  refuge,  Reform  still  assailed  him ;  and 
by  degrees  the  universal  feeling,  that  was  at  first  ridiculed, 
was  at  last,  although  reluctantly,  admitted  by  his  mind. 

“Why,”  said  he,  one  day,  musingly,  to  Radclyffe,  whom 
he  met  in  the  old  Green  Park,— (for  since  the  conversation 
recorded  between  Radclyffe  and  Constance,  the  former 
came  little  to  Erpingham  House)  “  why  should  I  not  try  a 
yet  witried  experiment  P  Why  should  I  not  live  like  others 
in  their  graver  as  in  their  lighter  pursuits?  I  confess, 
when  I  look  back  to  the  years  I  have  spent  in  England,  I 
feel  that  I  calculated  erroneously.  I  chalked  out  a  plan — 
I  have  followed  it  rigidly.  I  have  lived  for  self,  for  plea¬ 
sure,  for  luxury ;  I  have  summoned  wit,  beauty,  even 
wisdom  around  me.  I  have  been  the  creator  of  a  magic 
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circle,  but  to  the  magician  himself  the  magic  was  tame  and 
ignoble.  In  short,  I  have  dreamed,  and  am  awake.  Yet, 
what  course  of  life  should  supply  this,  which  I  think  of 
deserting  p  Shall  I  go  once  more  abroad,  and  penetrate 
some  untravelled  corner  of  the  earth  P  Shall  f  retire  into 
the  country,  and  write,  draining  my  mind  of  the  excitement 
that  presses  on  it ;  or  lastly,  shall  I  plunge  with  my  con¬ 
temporaries  into  the  great  gulf  of  actual  events,  and  strive, 
and  fret,  and  struggle  ?— or— in  short,  Radclyffe,  you  area 
wise  man  :  advise  me  !  ” 

“Alas  !  ”  answered  Radclyffe,  “  it  is  of  no  use  advising 
one  to  be  happy  who  has  no  object  beyond  himself.  Either 
.enthusiasm,  or  utter  mechanical  coldness,  is  necessary  to 
reconcile  men  to  the  cares  and  mortifications  of  life.  You 
must  feel  nothing,  or  you  must  feel  for  others.  Unite 
yourself  to  a  great  object;  see  its  goal  distinctly  ;  cling  to 
its  course  courageously  ;  hope  for  its  triumph  sanguinely  ; 
and  on  its  majestic  progress  you  sail,  as  in  a  ship,  agitated 
indeed  by  the  storms,  but  unheeding  the  breeze  and  the 
surge  that  would  appal  the  individual  effort.  The  larger 
public  objects  make  us  glide  smoothly  and  unfelt  over  our 
minor  private  griefs.  To  be  happy,  my  dear  Godolphin, 
you  must  forget  yourself.  Your  refining  and  poetical  tem¬ 
perament  preys  upon  your  content.  Learn  benevolence— 
it  is  the  only  cure  to  a  morbid  nature.” 

Godolphin  was  greatly  struck  by  this  answer  of  Radclyffe; 
the  more  so,  as  he  had  a  deep  faith  in  the  unaffected 
sincerity  and  the  calculating  wisdom  of  his  adviser.  He 
looked  hard  in  Radclyffe’s  face,  and,  after  a  pause  of  some 
moments,  replied  slowly,  “  I  believe  you  are  right  after  all; 
and  I  have  learned  in  a  few  short  sentences,  the  secret  of  a 
discontented  life.” 

Godolphin  would  have  sought  other  opportunities  of  con¬ 
versing  with  Radclyffe,  but  events  soon  parted  them.  Par¬ 
liament  was  dissolved !  What  an  historical  event  is  recorded 
in  those  words !  The  moment  the  king  consented  to  that 
measure,  the  whole  series  of  subsequent  events  became,  to 
an  ordinary  prescience,  clear  as  in  a  mirror.  Parliament 
dissolved  in  the  heat  of  the  popular  enthusiasm,  a  majority, 
a  great  majority  of  Reformers  was  sure  to  be  returned, 

Constance  perceived  at  a  glance  the  whole  train  of  con¬ 
sequences  issuing  from  that  one  event;  perceived  and 
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exulted.  A  glory  had  gone  for  ever  from  the  party  she 
abhorred.  Her  father  was  already  avenged.  She  hear  d  Ins 
scornful  laugh  ring  forth  from  the  depths  of  has  forgotten 


81  London  emptied  itself  at  once.  England  was  one  elec¬ 
tion.  Godolphin  remained  almost  alone.  For  the  >  first 
time  a  sense  of  littleness  crept  over  him ;  a  teehn  o 
insignificance,  which  wounded  and  galled  his  vain  nature. 
In  these  great  struggles  he  was  nothing.  The  admired- 
the  cultivated — spirituel — the  splendid  Godolphin,  saim 
below  the  commonest  adventurer,  tlm  coarsest  brawlei 
vea,  the  humblest  freeman,  who  felt  his  stake  in  the  state, 
mined  the  canvass,  swelled  the  cry,  and  helped  m  the 
mio-hty  battle  between  old  things  and  new,  which  was  so 
resolutely  begun.  This  feeling  gave  an  impetus  to  the 
orowth  of  the  new  aspirations  he  had  already  suffered  his 
mind  to  generate;  and  Constance  marked,  _ with  vivid 
delight,  that  he  now  listened  to  her  plans  with  interest,  and 
examined  the  political  field  with  a  curious  and  searching 


&C  But  she  was  soon  condemned  to  a  disappointment 
proportioned  to  her  delight.  Though  Godolphin  had 
hitherto  taken  no  interest  in  party  politics,  his  prejudices, 
his  feelings,  his  habits  of  mind,  were  all  the  reverse  of  de¬ 
mocratic.  When  he  once  began  to  examine  the  bearings 
of  the  momentous  question  that  agitated  England,  he  was 
not  slow  in  coming  to  conclusions  which  threatened  to 
produce  a  permanent  disagreement  between  Constance  and 
himself. 

“You wish  me  to  enter  Parliament,  my  dear  Constance,” 
said  he,  with  his  quiet  smile  ;  “it  would  be  an  experiment 
dangerous  to  the  union  re-established  between  us.  I  should 
vote  against  your  Bill.” 

“  You  !  ”  exclaimed  Constance,  with  warmth  ;  is  it 
possible  that  you  can  sympathise  with  the  fears  of  a  selfish 
oligarchy — with  the  cause  of  the  merchants  and  traffickers 
of  °the  plainest  right  of  a  free  people — the  right  to  select 
their  representatives  P  ” 

“My  dear  Constance,”  returned  Godolphin,  “my  whole 
theory  of  Government  is  aristocratic.  The  right  of  the 
people  to  choose  representatives  ! — you  may  as  well  say  the 
right  of  the  people  to  choose  kings,  or  magistrates,  and 
judges — or  clergymen  and  archbishops !  The  people  have, 


GODOLPHIN. 


323 


it  is  true,  the  abstract  and  original  right  to  choose  all 
these,  and  every  year  to  chop  and  change  them  as  they 
please,  but  the  people,  vexy  properly,  in  all  states,  mortgage 
their  elementally  rights  for  one  catholic  and  pi’actical  right 
— the  right  to  be  well  governed.  It  may  be  no  more  to 
the  advantage  of  the  state  that  the  People  (that  is,  the 
majority,  the  populace)  should  elect  uncontrolled  all  the 
members  of  the  House  of  Commons — than  that  they  should 
elect  all  the  pastoi's  of  their  religion.  The  sole  thing  we 
have  to  consider  is,  will  they  be  better  governed  ?  ” 

“  Unquestionably,”  said  Constance. 

“Unquestionably  ! — Well,  I  question  it.  I  foresee  a 
more  even  balance  of  pai’ties — nothing  else.  When  parties 
arc  evenly  balanced  states  tremble.  In  good  government 
there  should  be  somewhere  sufficient  power  to  carry  on, 
not  unexamined,  but  at  least  with  vigour,  the  different 
operations  of  government  itself.  In  free  countries,  there¬ 
fore,  one  party  ought  to  prepondei’ate  sufficiently  over  the 
other.  If  it  do  not — all  the  state  measures  are  crippled, 
delayed,  distorted,  and  the  state  languishes  while  the 
doctors  dispute  as  to  the  medicines  to  be  applied  to  it. 
You  will  find  by  your  Bill,  not  that  the  Tories  are 
destroyed,  but  that  the  Whigs  and  the  Radicals  are 
strengthened — -the  Lords  are  not  crushed— but  the  Com¬ 
mons  are  in  a  state  to  contest  with  them.  Hence  party 
battles  upon  catchwords  • —  struggles  between  the  two 
chambers  for  things  of  straw.  You  who  desire  progress 
and  movement  will  find  the  real  affairs  of  this  great  Arti¬ 
ficial  Empire,  in  its  trade — commerce — colonies — internal 
legislation — standing  still  while  the  Whigs  and  the  Tories 
pelt  each  other  with  the  quibbles  of  faction.  No — I  should 
vote  against  your  Bill !  I  am  not  for  popular  governments, 
though  I  like  free  states.  All  the  advantages  of  democracy 
seem  to  me  more  than  counterbalanced  by  the  sacrifice  of 
the  peace  and  tranquillity,  the  comfo-t  and  the  grace,  the 
dignity  and  the  charities  of  life  that  democracies  usually 
entail.  If  the  object  of  men  is  to  live  happily — not  to 
strive  and  to  fret — not  to  make  money  in  the  market-place, 
and  call  each  other  rogues  on  the  hustings,  who  would  not 
rather  be  a  German  than  an  American  ?  I  own  I  regret 
to  differ  with  you.  For — but  no  matter - ” 

“  For  ! — what  were  you  about  to  say  ?  ” 
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“  For — then,  since  yon  must  know  it — I  am  beginning  to 
feel  interest  in  these  questions — excitement  is  contagious. 
And,  after  all,  if  a  man  really  deem  his  mother-country  in 
some  danger,  inaction  is  not  philosophy,  but  a  species  of 
parricide.  But  to  think  of  the  daily  and  hourly  pain  I 
should  occasion  to  you,  my  beloved  and  ardent  Constance 
— by  shocking  all  your  opinions,  counteracting  all  your 
schemes,  working  against  objects  which  your  father’s  fate 
and  your  early  associations  have  so  singularly  made  duties 
in  your  eyes — -to  do  all  this  is  a  patriotism  beyond  me.  Let 
us  glide  out  of  this  whirlpool,  and  hoist  sail  for  some  nook 
in  the  country  where  we  can  hear  gentler  sounds  than  the 
roar  of  the  democracy.” 

Constance  sighed,  and  suffered  Godolphin  to  quit  her  in 
silence.  But  her  generous  heart  was  touched  by  his  own 
generosity.  This  is  one  of  the  great  curses  of  a  woman 
who  aspires  to  the  man’s  part  of  political  controversy.  If 
the  man  choose  to  act,  the  woman,  with  all  her  wiles,  her 
intrigues,  her  arts,  is  powerless.  If  Godolphin  were  to 
enter  Parliament  a  Tory,  the  great  Whig  rendezvous  of 
Erpingham  House  was  lost,  and  Constance  herself  a  cipher 
— and  her  father’s  wrongs  forgotten,  and  the  stern  pur¬ 
pose  of  her  masculine  career  baffled  at  the  very  moment  of 
success.  She  now  repented  that  she  had  ever  desired  to 
draw  Godolphin’s  attention  to  political  matters.  She  w6n- 
dered  at  her  own  want  of  foresight.  How,  with  his  love 
for  antiquity — his  predilections  for  the  elegant  and  the 
serene — bis  philosophy  of  the  “Rose-garden” — could  she 
ever  have  supposed  that  he  would  side  with  the  bold 
objects  and  turbulent  will  of  a  popular  party  in  a  stormy 
crisis  ! 

The  subject  was  not  renewed.  But  she  had  the  pain  of 
observing  that  Godolphin’s  manner  was  altered  :  he  took 
pleasure  in  none  of  his  old  hobbies — he  was  evidently  dis¬ 
satisfied  with  himself.  In  fact,  it  is  true  that  he,  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life,  felt  that  there  is  a  remorse  to  the  mind 
as  well  as  to  the  soul,  and  that  a  man  of  genius  cannot  be 
perpetually  idle  without,  as  he  touches  on  the  middle  of  his 
career,  looking  to  the  past  with  some  shame,  and  to  the 
future  with  some  ambition.  One  evening,  when  he  had 
sat  by  the  open  window  in  a  thoughtful  and  melancholy, 
almost  morose,  silence  for  a  considerable  time,  Constance, 
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after  a  violent  struggle  with  herself,  rose  suddenly,  and 
tell  on  his  neck — 

1  F°rgije  me,  Percy,’’  she  said,  unable  to  suppress  her 
tears,  .  torgive  me — it  is  past — I  have  no  right  that  you, 
so  superior  to  myself,  should  be  sacrificed  to  my — my  pre¬ 
judices  you  would  call  them — so  be  it.  Is  it  for  your  wife 
to  condemn  you  to  be  inglorious?  ISTo — no — dear  Godol- 
phm— fulfil  your  destiny— you  are  born  for  high  objects. 
Pe  active — be  distinguished — and  I  will  ask  no  more  !  ” 
John  Vernon,  in  that  hour  you  were  forgotten.  Who 
among  the  dead  can  ever  hope  for  fidelity  when  love  to  the 
living  invites  a  Woman  to  betray  ! — 

My  sweet  Constance,”  said  Godolphin,  drawing  her  to 
his  heart,  and  affected  in  proportion  as  he  appreciated  all 
that  in  that  speech  his  wife  gave  up  for  his  sake — the  all, 
far  more  than  the  lovely  person,  the  splendid  wealth,  the 
lofty  rank  that  she  had  brought  to  his  home — “my  sweet 
Constance,  do  not  think  I  will  take  advantage  of  words  so 
generously,  but  hastily  spoken.  Time  enough  hereafter  to 
think  of  differences  between  us.  At  present  let  us  indulge 
only  the  luxury  of  the  new  love — the  holiness  of  the  new 
nuptials — that  have  made  us  as  one  Being.  Perhaps  this 
restlessness,  so  unusual  to  me,  will  pass  away— let  us  wait 
awhile.  At  present  ‘Sparta  has  many  a  worthier  son.’ 
One  other  year,  one  sweet  summer,  of  the  private  life  we 
have  too  much  suffered  to  glide  away,  enjoyed,  and  then 
we  will  see  whether  the  harsh  realities  of  Ambition  be 
worth  either  a  concession  or  a  dispute.  Let  us  go  into  the 
country — to-morrow  if  you  will.” 

And  as  Constance  was  about  to  answer,  he  sealed  her 
lips  with  his  kiss. 

But  Lady  Erpingham  was  not  one  of  those  who  waver 
in  what  they  deem  a  duty.  She  passed  the  night  in  stern 
and  sleepless  commune  with  herself ;  she  was  aware  of  all 
that  she  hazarded — all  that  she  renounced  :  she  was  even 
tortured  by  scruples  as  to  the  strange  oath  that  had  almost 
nnsexed  her.  Still,  in  spite  of  all,  she  felt  that  nothing 
would  excuse  her  in  suffering  that  gifted  and  happy  intel¬ 
lect,  now  awakened  from  the  sleep  of  the  Sybarite,  to  fall 
back  into  its  lazy  and  effeminate  repose.  She  had  no  right 
to  doom  a  human  soul  to  rot  away  in  its  clay.  Perhaps, 
too,  she  hoped,  as  all  polemical  enthusiasts  do,  that  GodoL 
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plain,  once  aroused,  would  soon  become  her  convert.  Be 
that  as  it  may,  she  delayed,  on  various  pretences,  their  de¬ 
parture  from  London.  She  went  secretly  the  next  day  to 
one  of  the  proprietors  of  the  close  Boroughs,  the  existence 
of  which  was  about  to  be  annihilated,  and  a  few  days  after¬ 
wards  Gfodolphin  received  a  letter  informing  him  that  he 
had  been  duly  elected  member  for  *  *  *  #.  I  will  not  say 
what  were  his  feelings  at  these  tidings.  Perhaps,  such  is 
man’s  proud  and  wayward  heart,  he  felt  shame  to  be  so 
outdone  by  Constance. 
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CHAPTER  LXY. 

NEW  VIEWS  OF  A  PRIVILEGED  ORDER. — THE  DEATH-BED  OF 
AUGUSTUS  SAVILLE. 

This  event  might  indeed  have  been  an  era  in  the  life  of 
Percy  Godolphin,  had  that  life  been  spared  to  a  more  ex¬ 
tended  limit  than  it  was ;  and  yet,  so  long  had  his  ambi¬ 
tion  been  smoothed  and  polished  away  by  his  peculiarities 
of  thought,  and  so  little  was  his  calm  and  indifferent  tone 
of  mind  suited  to  the  hot  contests  and  nightly  warfare  of 
parliamentary  politics,  that  it  is  not  probable  he  would 
ever  have  won  a  continuous  and  solid  distinction  in  a 
career  which  requires  either  obtuseness  of  mind  or  enthu¬ 
siasm  of  purpose  to  encounter  the  repeated  mortifications 
and  failures  which  the  most  brilliant  debutant  ordinarily 
endures.  As  it  was,  however,  it  produced  a  grave  and 
solemn  train  of  thought  in  Godolphin’ s  breast.  He  mused 
much  over  his  past  life,  and  the  musing  did  not  satisfy 
him.  He  felt  like  one  of  those  recorded  in  physiological 
history  who  have  been  in  a  trance  for  years ;  and  now 
slowly  awakening,  he  acknowledged  the  stir  and  rush  of 
revived  but  confused  emotions.  Nature,  perhaps,  had  in¬ 
tended  Godolphin  for  a  poet ;  for,  with  the  exception  of  the 
love  of  glory,  the  poetical  characteristics  were  rife  within 
him  ;  and  over  his  whole  past  existence  the  dimness  of  un¬ 
expressed  poetical  sensation  had  clung  and  hovered.  It 
was  this  which  had  deadened  his  soul  to  the  active  world, 
and  wrapped  him  in  the  land  of  dreams ;  it  was  this  which 
had  induced  that  vague  and  restless  dissatisfaction  with 
the  Actual  which  had  brought  the  thirst  for  the  Ideal ;  it 
was  this  which  had  made  him  fastidious  in  love,  repining 
in  pleasure,  magnificent  in  luxury,  seeking  and  despising 
all  things  in  the  same  breath.  There  are  many,  perhaps, 
of  this  sort,  who,  having  the  poet’s  nature,  have  never 
found  the  poet’s  vent  to  his  emotions ;  have  wandered  over 
the  visionary  world  without  chancing  to  discover  the  magic 
wand  that  was  stored  within  the  dark  chamber  of  their 
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mind,  and  wonld  have  reduced  the  visions  into  shape  and 
substance.  Alas !  what  existence  can  be  more  unfulfilled 
than  that  of  one  who  has  the  soul  of  the  poet  and  not  the 
skill  ?  who  has  the  susceptibility  and  the  craving,  not  the 
consolation  or  the  reward  P 

But  if  this  cloud  of  dreamlike  emotion  had  so  long  hung 
over  Godolphin,  it  began  now  to  melt  away  from  his  heart; 
a  clearer  and  distincter  view  of  the  large  objects  of  life  lay 
before  him  ;  and  he  felt  that  he  was  standing,  half  stunned 
and  passive,  in  the  great  crisis  of  his  fate. 

The  day  was  now  fixed  for  their  departure  to  Wendover, 
when  Saville  was  taken  alarmingly  ill;  Grodolphin  was 
sent  for,  late  one  evening.  He  found  the  soi-cUsant  Epi¬ 
curean  at  the  point  of  death,  but  in  perfect  possession  of 
his  senses.  The  scene  around  him  was  emblematic  of  his 
life  :  save  Godolphin,  not  a  friend  was  by.  Saville  had 
some  dozen  or  two  of  natural  children — where  were  they? 
He  had  abandoned  them  to  their  fate:  he  knew  not 'of 
their  existence,  nor  they  of  his  death.  Lonely  in  his  sel¬ 
fishness  was  he  left  to  breathe  out  the  small  soul  of  a  man 
of  bon-ton  !  But  I  must  do  Saville  the  justice  to  say,  that 
if  he  was  without  the  mourners  and  the  attendants  that 
belong  to  natural  ties,  he  did  not  require  them.  His  was 
no  whimpering  exit  from  life  :  the  champagne  was  drained 
to  the  last  drop  ;  and  Death,  like  the  true  boon  companion, 
was  about  to  shatter  the  empty  glass. 

“Well,  my  friend,”  said  Saville,  feebly,  but  pressing 
with  weak  fingers  God olphin’s  hand — “well,  the  game  is 
up,  the  lights  are  going  out,  and  presently  the  last  guest 
will  depart, ,  and  all  be  darkness  !  ”  Here  the  doctor  came 
to  the  bedside  with  a  cordial.  The  dying  man,  before  he 
took  it,  fixed  upon  the  leech  an  eye  which,  although  fast 
glazing,  still  retained  something  of  its  keen,  searching 
shrewdness. 

“  How,  tell  me,  my  good  sir,  how  many  hours  more  can 
you  keep  in  this — this  breath  ?  ” 

The  doctor  looked  at  Godolphin. 

.  ^  understand  you,”  said  Saville;  “  you  are  shy  on  these 
points.  Never  be.  shy,  my  good  fellow  ;  it  is  inexcusable 
after  twenty :  besides,  it  is  a  bad  compliment  to  my  nerves 
—a  gentleman  is  prepared  for  every  event.  Sir,  it  is  only 
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a  rotuner  whom  death,  or  anything  else,  takes  by  surprise. 
How  many  hours,  then,  can  I  live  ?  ” 

“  Not  many,  I  fear,  sir :  perhaps  until  daybreak.” 

“My  day  breaks  about  twelve  o’clock,  p.m.,”  said 
Saville,  as  dryly  as  his  gasps  would  let  him.  “  Very  well ; 
— give  me  the  cordial ; — don’t  let  me  go  to  sleep — I  don’t 
want  to  be  cheated  out  of  a  minute.  So,  so  !  I  am  better. 
You  may  withdraw,  doctor.  Let  my  spaniel  come  up. 
Bustle,  Bustle  ! — poor  fellow  !  poor  fellow  !  Lie  down,  sir ! 
be  quiet !  And  now,  Godolphin,  a  few  words  in  farewell. 
I  always  liked  you  greatly ;  yon  know  you  were  my 
protege,  and  you  have  turned  out  well.  You  have  not  been 
led  away  by  the  vulgar  passions  of  politics,  and  place,  and 
power.  You  have  had  power  over  power  itself  ;  you  have  not 
office,  but  you  have  fashion.  You  have  made  the  greatest 
match  in  England ;  very  prudently  not  marrying  Con¬ 
stance  Vernon,  very  prudently  marrying  Lady  Erping- 
ham.  You  are  at  the  head  and  front  of  society  ;  you  have 
excellent  taste,  and  spend  your  wealth  properly.  '  All  this 
must  make  your  conscience  clear — a  wonderful  consola¬ 
tion  !  Always  keep  a  sound  conscience  it  is  a  great 
blessing  on  one’s  death-bed — it  is  a  great  blessing  to  me  in 
this  hour,  for  I  have  played  my  part  decently — eh  ? — I 
have  enjoyed  life,  as  much  as  so  dull  a  possession  can  be 
enjoyed ;  I  have  loved,  gamed,  drunk,  but  I  have  never 
lost  my  character  as  a  gentleman  :  thank  Heaven,  I  have 
no  remorse  of  that  sort  !  Follow  my  example  to  the  last 
and  you  will  die  as  easily.  I  have  left  you  my  corre¬ 
spondence  and  my  journal :  you  may  publish  them  if  you 
like ;  if  not,  burn  them.  They  are  full  of  amusing  anec¬ 
dotes  ;  but  I  don’t  care  for  fame,  as  you  well  know — espe¬ 
cially  posthumous  fame.  Do  as  you  please,  then,  with  my 
literary  remains.  Take  care  of  my  dog — ’tis  a  good  crea¬ 
ture  ;  and  let  me  be  quietly  buried.  Ho  bad  taste — no 
ostentation — no  epitaph.  I  am  very  glad  I  die  before  the 
d — d  Revolution  that  must  come  ;  I  don’t  want  to  take 
wine  with  the  Member  for  Holborn  Bars.  I  am  a  type  of 
a  system ;  I  expire  before  the  system ;  my  death  is  the 
herald  of  its  fall.” 

With  these  expressions — not  continuously  uttered,  but 
at  short'  intervals — Saville  turned  away  his  face :  his 
breathing  became  thick :  he  fell  into  the  slumber  he  had 
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deprecated  ;  and,  after  about  an  hour’s  silence,  died  away 
as  insensibly  as  an  infant.  Sic  transit  gloria  mundi  ! 

The  first  living  countenance  beside  the  death-bed  on 
which  Godolphin’s  eye  fell  was  that  of  Fanny  Millinger ; 
she  (who  had  been  much  with  Saville  during  his  latter 
days,  for  her  talk  amused  him,  and  her  good-nature  made 
her  willing  to  amuse  any  one)  had  been,  at  his  request, 
summoned  also  with  Godolphin  at  the  sudden  turn  of  his 
disease.  She  was  at  the  theatre  at  the  time,  and  had  only 
just  arrived  when  the  deceased  had  fallen  into  his  last 
sleep.  There,  silent  and  shocked,  she  stood  by  the  bed, 
opposite  Godolphin.  She  had  not  stayed  to  change  her 
stage-dress  ;  and  the  tinsel  and  mock  jewels  glittered  on 
the  revolted  eye  of  her  quondam  lover.  What  a  type  of 
the  life  just  extinguished!  What  a  satire  on  its  mounte¬ 
bank  artificialities  ! 

Some  little  time  after,  she  joined  Godolphin  in  the  deso¬ 
late  apartment  below.  She  put  her  hand  in  his,  and  her  tears 
- — for  she  wept  easily — flowed  fast  down  her  cheeks,  wash¬ 
ing  away  the  lavish  rouge  which  imperfectly  masked  the 
wrinkles  that  Time  had  lately  begun  to  sow  on  a  surface 
Godolphin  had  remembered  so  fair  and  smooth. 

“  Poor  Saville !  ”  said  she,  falteringly ;  “  he  died  without 
a  pang.  Ah  !  he  had  the  best  temper  possible.” 

Godolphin  sat  by  the  writing-table  of  the  deceased, 
shading  his  brow  with  the  hand  which  the  actress  left 
disengaged. 

“  Fanny,”  said  he,  bitterly,  after  a  pause,  “  the  world  is 
indeed  a  stage.  It  has  lost  a  consummate  actor,  though 
in  a  small  part.” 

The  saying  was  wrung  from  Godolphin — and  was  not 
said  unkindly,  though  it  seemed  so — for  he  too  had  tears  in 
his  eyes. 

“Ah,”  said  she,  “the  play-house  has  indeed  taught  us, 
in  our  youth,  many  things  which  the  real  world  could  not 
teach  us  better.” 

“  Life  differs  from  the  play  only  in  this,”  said  Godolphin, 
some  time  afterwards;  “it  has  no  plot — all  is  vague, 
desultory,  unconnected — till  the  curtain  drops  with  the 
mystery  unsolved.” 

Those  were  the  last  words  that  Godolphin  ever  addressed 
to  the  actress. 
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CHAPTER  LXYT. 

THE  JOURNEY  AND  THE  SURPRISE. — A  WALK  IN  THE  SUMMER 

NIGHT. — THE  STARS  AND  THE  ASSOCIATION  THAT  MEMORY 

MAKES  WITH  NATURE. 

This  event  detained  Godolpliin  some  days  longer  in 
town.  He  saw  the  last  rites  performed  to  Saville,  and  lie 
was  present  at  tlie  opening  of  the  will. 

As  in  life  Saville  had  never  lent  a  helping  hand  to  the 
distressed,  as  he  had  mixed  with  the  wealthy  only,  so  now 
to.  the  wealthy  only  was  his  wealth  devoted.  The  rich 
Godolphin  was  his  principal  heir ;  not  a  word  was  even 
said  about  his  illegitimate  children,  not  an  inquiry  ordained 
towards  his  poor  relations.  In  this,  as  in  all  the  formula 
of  his  will,  Saville  followed  the  prescribed  customs  of  the 
world. 

Past  went  the  panting  steeds  that  bore  Constance  and 
Godolphin  from  the  desolate  city.  Bright  was  the  summer 
sky,  and  green  looked  the  smiling  fields  that  lay  on  either 
side  their  road.  Nature  was  awake  and  active.  What  a 
delicious  contrast  to  the  scenes  of  Art  which  they  left 
behind  !  Constance  exerted  herself  to  the  utmost  to  cheer 
the  spirits  of  her  companion,  and  succeeded.  In  the  small 
compass  which  confined  them  together,  their  conversation 
flowed  in  confidence  and  intimate  affection.  Not  since  the 
first  month  of  their  union  had  they  talked  with  less  reserve 
and  more  entire  love — only  there  was  this  difference  in 
their  topics ;  they  then  talked  of  the  future  only,  they  now 
talked  more  of  the  past.  They  uttered  many  a  fond  regret 
over  their  several  faults  to  each  other  ;  and,  with  clasped 
hands,  congratulated  themselves  on  their  present  reunion 
of  heart.  They  allowed  how  much  all  things  independent 
of  affection  had  deceived  them,  and  no  longer  exacting  so 
much  from  love,  they  felt  its  real  importance.  Ah,  why  do 
all  of  us  lose  so  many  years  in  searching  after  happiness, 
but  never  inquiring  into  its  nature  !  W e  are  like  one  who 
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collects  the  books  of  a  thousand  tongues,  and  knowing  not 
their  language,  wonders  why  they  do  not  delight  him ! 

But  still,  athwart  the  mind  of  Constance  one  dark  image 
would  ever  and  anon  obtrude  itself ;  the  solitary  and 
mystic  Lucilla,  with  her  erring  brain  and  forlorn  fortunes, 
was  not  even  in  happiness  to  be  forgotten.  There  were 
times,  too,  in  that  short  journey,  when  she  felt  the  tale  of 
her  interview  with  that  unhappy  being  rise  to  her  lips ; 
but  ever  when  she  looked  on  the  countenance  of  Godolphin, 
beaming  with  more  heartfelt  and  homeborn  gladness  that 
she  had  seen  for  years,  she  could  not  bear  the  thought  of 
seeing  it  darkened  by  the  pain  her  story  would  inflict ;  and 
she  shrank  from  embittering  moments  so  precious  to  her 
heart. 

All  her  endeavours  to  discover  Lucilla  had  been  in  vain  : 
but  an  unquiet  presentiment  that  at  any  moment  that 
discovery  might  be  made,  perhaps  in  the  presence  of  Godol¬ 
phin,  constantly  haunted  her,  and  she  even  now  looked 
painfully  forth  at  each  inn  where  they  changed  horses, 
lest  the  sad,  stern  features  of  the  soothsayer  should  appear^ 
and  break  that  spell  of  happy  quiet  which  now  lay  over 
the  spirit  of  Godolphin. 

It  was  towards  the  evening  that  their  carriage  slowly 
wound  up  a  steep  and  long  ascent.  The  sun  yet  wanted 
an  hour  to  its  setting ;  and  at  their  right,  its  slant  and 
mellowed  beams  fell  over  rich  fields,  green  with  the  pro¬ 
digal  luxuriance  of  June,  and  intersected  by  hedges  from 
which,  proud  and  frequent,  the  oak  and  elm  threw  forth 
their  lengthened  shadows.  On  their  left,  the  grass  less 
fertile,  and  the  spaces  less  enclosed,  were  ivhitened  with 
flocks  of  sheep ;  and  far  and  soft  came  the  bleating  of  the 
lambs  upon  their  ear.  They  saw  not  the  shepherd&nor  any 
living  form  ;  but  from  between  the  thicker  groups  of  trees, 
the  chimneys  of  peaceful  cottages  peered  forth,  and  gave 
to  the  pastoral  serenity  of  the  scene  that  still  and  tranquil 
aspect  of  life  which  alone  suited  it.  The  busy  wheel  in  the 
heart  of  Constance  was  at  rest,  and  Godolphin’s  soul, 
steeped  in  the  luxury  of  the  present  hour,  felt  that  deli¬ 
cious  happiness  which  would  be  heaven  could  it  outlive  the 
hour. 

My  Constance,  whispered,  he,  u  why?  since  we  return 
at  last  to  these  scenes,  why  should  we  ever  leave  them  F 
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Amidst  tli cm  let  us  recall  our  youth!  ”  Constance  sighed, 
but  with  pleasure,  and  pressed  Godolphin’s  hand  to  her 
lips. 

And  now  they  had  gained  the  hill,  a  sudden  colour 
flushed  over  Godolphin’s  cheek. 

“Surely,”  said  he,  “I  remember  this  view.  Yonder 
valley!  This  is  not  the  road  to  Wendovcr  Castle;  this— 
my  father’s  home  ! — the  same,  and  not  the  same  !  ” 

Yes!  Below,  basking  in  the  western  light,  lay  the 
cottage  in  which  Godolphin’s  childhood  had  been  passed. 
There  was  the  stream  rippling  merrily  ;  there  the  broken 
and  fern-clad  turf,  with  “  its  old  hereditary  trees ;  ”  but 
the  ruins  ! — the  shattered  arch,  the  mouldering  tower,  were 
left  indeed — but  new  arches,  new  turrets  had  arisen,  and 
so  dexterously  blended  with  the  whole  that  Godolphin 
might  have  fancied  the  hall  of  his  forefathers  restored— 
not  indeed  in  the  same  vast  proportions  and  cumbrous 
grandeur  as  of  old,  but  still  alike  in  shape  and  outline,  and 
such  even  in  size  as  would  have  contented  the  proud  heart 
of  its  last  owner.  Godolphin’s  eyes  turned  inquiringly  to 
Constance. 

“  It  should  have  been  more  consistent  with  its  ancient 
dimensions,”  said  she;  “but  then  it  would  have  taken 
half  our  lives  to  have  built  it.” 

“  But  this  must  have  been  the  work  of  years.” 

“  It  was.” 

“  And  your  work,  Constance  ?  ” 

“  For  you.” 

“  And  it  was  for  this  that  you  hesitated  when  1  asked 
you  to  consent  to  raising  the  money  for  the  purchase  of 
Lord - ’s  collection  ?  ” 

“Yes ; — am  I  forgiven  ?  ” 

“  Dearest  Constance,”  said  Godolphin,  flinging  his 
arms  around  her,  “  how  have  I  wronged  you !  During 
those  very  years,  then,  of  our  estrangement — during  those 
very  years  in  which  I  thought  you  indifferent,  you  were 
silently  preparing  this  noble  revenge  on  the  injury  I  did 
you.  Why,  why  did  I  not  know  this  before  ?  Why  did 
you  not  save  us  both  from  so  long  a  misunderstanding  of 
each  other  P  ” 

“  Dearest  Percy,  I  was  to  blame  ;  but  I  always  looked 
to  this  hour  as  to  a  pleasure  of  which  I  could  not  bear  to 
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rob  myself.  I  always  fancied  that  when  this  task  was 
finished,  and  you  could  witness  it,  you  would  feel  how 
uppermost  you  always  were  in  my  thoughts,  and  forgive 
me  many  faults  from  that  consideration.  I  knew  that  I 
was  executing  your  father’s  great  wish  ;  I  knew  that  you 
always,  although  unconsciously,  perhaps,  sympathised  in 
that  wish.  I  only  grieve  that,  as  yet,  it  has  been  executed 
so  imperfectly.” 

“  But  how,”  continued  Godolphin,  gazing  on  the  new 
pile  as  they  now  neared  the  entrance,  “  how  was  it  this 
never  reached  my  ears  through  other  quarters  ?  ” 

“But  it  did,  Percy;  don’t  you  remember  our  country 
neighbour,  Dartmour,  complimenting  you  on  your  intended 
improvements,  and  you  fancied  it  -was  irony,  and  turned 
your  back  on  the  discomfited  squire  ?  ” 

They  now  drove  under  the  gates  surmounted  with 
Godolphin’s  arms ;  and  in  a  few  minutes  more,  they  were 
within  the  renovated  halls  of  the  Priory. 

Perhaps  it  was  impossible  for  Constance  to  have  more 
sensibly  touched  and  flattered  Godolphin  than  by  this 
surprise ;  it  affected  him  far  more  than  the  political  conces¬ 
sion  which  to  her  had  been  so  profound  a  sacrifice  ;  for  his 
early  poverty  had  produced  in  him  somewhat  of  that 
ancestral  pride  which  the  poor  only  can  gracefully  wear  ; 
and  although  the  tie  between  his  father  and  himself  had 
not  possessed  much  endearment,  yet  he  had  often,  with  the 
generosity  that  belonged  to  him,  regretted  that  his  parent 
had  not  survived  to  share  in  his  present  wealth,  and  to 
devote  some  portion  of  it  to  the  realisation  of  those  wishes 
which  he  had  never  been  permitted  to  consummate.  Go¬ 
dolphin,  too,  was  precisely  of  a  nature  to  appreciate  the 
delicacy  of  Constance’s  conduct,  and  to  be  deeply  pene¬ 
trated  by  the  thought  that,  while  he  was  following  a 
career  so  separate  from  hers,  she,  in  the  midst  of  all  her 
ambitious  projects,  could  pause  to  labour,  unthanked  and  in 
concealment,  for  the  delight  of  this  hour’s  gratification  to 
him  :  the  delicacy  and  the  forethought  affected  him  the 
more,  because  they  made  not  a  part  of  the  ordinary  charac¬ 
ter  of  the  high  and  absorbed  ambition  of  Constance.  He 
did  not  thank  her  much  by  Avords,  but  his  looks  betrayed 
all  he  felt,  and  Constance  wras  over-paid. 

Although  the  new  portion  of  the  building  Avas  necessarily 
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not  extensive,  yet  cacti  chamber  was  of  those  grand  pro¬ 
portions  which  suited  the  magnificent  taste  of  Godolphin, 
and  harmonised  with  the  ancient  ruins.  Constance  had 
shown  her  tact  by  leaving  the  ruins  themselves  (which  it 
was  profane  to  touch)  unrestored ;  but  so  artfully  were 
those  connected  with  the  modern  addition,  and  thence  with 
the  apartments  in  the  cottage,  which  she  had  not  scrupled 
to  remodel,  that  an  effect  was  produced  from  the  whole  far 
more  splendid  than  many  Gothic  buildings  of  greater  extent 
and  higher  pretensions  can  afford.  Godolphin  wandered 
delightedly  over  the  whole,  charmed  with  the  taste  and 
judgment  which  presided  over  even  the  nicest  arrange¬ 
ment. 

“  Why,  where,”  said  he,  struck  with  the  accurate  anti¬ 
quity  of  some  of  the  details,  “  where  learned  you  all  these 
minutiae  ?  You  are  as  wise  as  Hope  himself  upon  cornices 
and  tables.” 

“  I  was  forced  to  leave  these  things  to  others,”  answered 
Constance ;  “  but  I  took  care  that  they  possessed  the 
necessary  science.” 

The  night  was  exceedingly  beautiful,  and  they  walked 
forth  Junder  the  summer  moon  among  those  grounds  in 
which  Constance  had  first  seen  Godolphin.  They  stood  by 
the  very  rivulet — they  paused  at  the  very  spot !  On  the 
murmuring  bosom  of  the  wave  floated  many  a  water- 
flower  ;  and  now  and  then  a  sudden  splash,  a  sudden  circle 
in  the  shallow  stream,  denoted  the  leap  of  the  river  tyrant 
on  his  prey.  There  was  an  universal  odour  in  the  soft  air; 
that  delicate,  that  ineffable  fragrance  belonging  to  those 
midsummer  nights  which  the  rich  English  poetry  might 
well  people  with  Oberon  and  his  fairies  ;  the  bat  wheeled 
in  many  a  ring  along  the  air ;  but  the  gentle  light  bathed 
all  things,  and  robbed  his  wanderings  of  the  gloomier 
associations  that  belong  to  them  ;  and  ever,  and  ever,  the 
busy  moth  darted  to  and  fro  among  the  flowers,  or  misled 
upward  by  the  stars  whose  beam  allured  it,  wandered,  like 
Desire  after  Happiness,  in  search  of  that  light  it  might  never 
reach.  And  those  stars  still,  with  their  soft,  unspeakable 
eyes  of  love,  looked  down  upon  Godolphin  as  of  old,  when, 
by  the  Italian  lake,  he  roved  with  her  for  whom  he  had 
become  the  world  itself.  No,  not  now,  nor  ever,  could  he 
gaze  upon  those  wan,  mysterious  orbs,  and  not  feel  the 
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pang  that  reminded  him  of  Lucilla  !  Between  them  and 
her  was  an  affinity  which  his  imagination  could  not  sever. 
All  whom  we  have  loved  have  something  in  nature  especially 
devoted  to  their  memory ;  a  peculiar  flower,  a  breath  of  air, 
a  leaf,  a  tone.  What  love  is  without  some  such  association, 

“  Striking  the  electric  chain  wherewith  we’re  hound?  ” 

But  the  dim,  and  shadowy,  and  solemn  stars  were  indeed 
meet  remembrancers  of  Yolktman’s  wild  daughter ;  and  so 
intimately  was  their  light  connected  in  Grodolphin’s  breast, 
with  that  one  image,  that  their  very  softness,  had,  to  his 
eyes,  something  fearful  and  menacing — although  as  in 
sadness,  not  in  anger. 
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CHAPTER  LXVIT. 

THE  FULL  RENEWAL  OF  LOVE. — HAPPINESS  PRODUCES  FEAR 
“AND  IN  TO-DAT  ALREADY  WALKS  TO-MORROW.” 

Oh,  First  Love  !  well  sang  the  gay  minstrel  of  France, 
that  we  return  again  and  again  to  thee.  As  the  earth 
returns  to  its  spring,  and  is  green  once  more,  we  go  back  to 
the  life  of  life,  and  forget  the  seasons  that  have  rolled 
between  !  Whether  it  was — perhaps  so — that  in  the  minds 
of  both  was  a  feeling,  that  their  present  state  was  not 
fated  to  endure  ;  whether  they  felt,  in  the  deep  calm  they 
enjoyed,  that  the  storm  was  already  at  hand  ;  whether  this 
was  the  truth  I  know  not ;  but  certain  it  is,  that  during  the 
short  time  they  remained  at  Godolphin  Priory,  previous  to 
their  earthly  separation,  Constance  and  Godolphin  were 
rather  like  lovers  for  the  first  time  united,  than  like  those 
who  have  dragged  on  the  chain  for  years.  Their  perfect 
solitude,  the  absence  of  all  intrusion,  so  unlike  the  life  they 
had  long  passed,  renewed  all  that  charm,  that  rapture  in 
each  other’s  society,  which  belong  to  the  first  youth  of  love. 
True,  that  this  could  not  have  endured  long;  but  Fate 
suffered  it  to  endure  to  the  last  of  that  tether  which 
remained  to  their  union.  Constance  was  not  again  doomed 
to  the  severe  and  grating  shock  which  the  sense  of  estrange¬ 
ment  brings  to  a  woman’s  heart;  she  was  sensible  that 
Godolphin  was  never  so  entirely,  so  passionately  her  own, 
as  towards  the  close  of  their  mortal  connexion.  Everything 
around  them  breathed  of  their  first  love.  This  was  that 
home  of  Godolphin’s  to  which,  from  the  splendid  halls  of 
Wendover,  the  young  soul  of  the  proud  orphan  had  so 
often  and  so  mournfully  flown  with  a  yearning  and  wistful 
interest :  this  was  that  spot  in  which  he,  awaking  from  the 
fever  of  the  world,  had  fed  his  first  dreams  of  her.  The 
scene,  the  solitude,  was  as  a  bath  to  their  love :  it  braced, 
it  freshened,  it  revived  its  tone.  They  wandered,  they 
read,  they  thought  together :  the  air  of  the  spot  was  an  in¬ 
toxication.  The  world  around  and  without  was  agitated ; 
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they  felt  it  not:  the  breakers  of  the  great  deep  died  m 
murmurs  on  their  ear.  Ambition  lulled  its  voice  to  Con¬ 
stance;  Godolphin  had  realised  his  visions  of  the  ideal. 
Time  had  dimmed  their  young  beauty,  but  their  eyes  saw 
it  not ;  they  were  young,  they  were  all  beautiful,  to  each 

0t  And  Constance  hung  on  the  steps  of  her  lover— still  let 
that  name  be  his  !  She  could  not  bear  to  lose  him  for  a 
moment :  a  vague  indistinctness  of  fear  seized  her  if  she 
saw  him  not.  Again  and  again,  in  the  slumbers  of  the 
night,  she  stretched  forth  her  arms  to  feel  that  he  was 
near  ;’  all  her  pride,  her  coldness  seemed  gone,  as  by  a 
spell;  she  loved  as  the  softest,  the  fondest,  love.  Are  we, 
0  Ruler  of  the  future  !  imbued  with  the  half-felt  spirit  of 
prophecy  as  the  hour  of  evil  approaches — the  great,  the 
fierce,  the  irremediable  evil  of  a  life  ?  In  this  depth  and 
intensity  of  their  renewed  passion,  was  there  not  something 
preternatural?  Did  they  not  tremble  as  they  loved? 
They  were  on  a  spot  to  which  the  dark  waters  were  slowly 
gathering;  they  clung  to  the  Hour,  for  Eternity  was 
lowering  round. 

It  was  one  evening  that  a  foreboding  emotion  of  this  kind 
weighed  heavily  on  Constance.  She  pressed  Godolphin’s 
hand  in  hers,  and  when  he  returned  the  pressure,  she  threw 
herself  on  his  neck,  and  burst  into  tears.  Godolphin  was 
alarmed ;  he  covered  her  cheek  with  kisses,  he  sought  the 
cause  of  her  emotion. 

“  There  is  no  cause,”  answered  Constance,  recovering 
herself,  but  speaking  in  a  faltering  voice,  “  only  I  feel  the 
impossibility  that  this  happiness  can  last ;  its  excess  makes 
me  shudder.” 

As  she  spoke,  the  wind  rose  a,nd  swept  moumingly  over 
the  large  leaves  of  the  chestnut-tree  beneath  which  they 
stood  :  the  serene  stillness  of  the  evening  seemed  gone ;  an 
unquiet  and  melancholy  spirit  was  loosened  abroad,  and  the 
chill  of  the  sudden  change  which  is  so  frequent  to  our 
climate,  came  piercingly  upon  them.  Godolphin  was  silent 
for  some  moments,  for  the  thought  found  a  sympathy  in 
his  own. 

“  And  is  it  truly  so  ?  ”  he  said  at  last ;  “  is  there  really 
to  be  no  permanent  happiness  for  us  below  ?  Is  pain 
always  to  tread  the  heels  of  pleasure?  Are  we  never  to 
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say  tlie  harbour  is  reached,  and  we  are  safe  ?  No,  my 
Constance,”  he  added,  warming  into  the  sanguine  vein  that 
traversed  even  his  most  desponding  moods,  “  no  !  let  ns  not 
cherish  this  dark  belief ;  there  is  no  experience  for  the 
future ;  one  hour  lies  to  the  next :  if  what  has  been  seem 
thus  chequered,  it  is  no  type  of  what  may  be.  We  have 
discovered  in  each  other  that  world  that  was  long  lost  to 
our  eyes  ;  we  cannot  lose  it  again  :  death  only  can  separate 
us  !  ” 

“  Ah,  death  !  ”  said  Constance,  shuddering. 

“  Do  not  recoil  at  that  word,  my  Constance,  for  we  are 
yet  in  the  noon  of  life;  why  bring,  like  the  Egyptian,  the 
spectre  to  the  feast  ?  And,  after  all,  if  death  come  while 
we  thus  love,  it  is  better  than  change  and  time — better  than 
custom  which  palls — better  than  age  which  chills.  Oh  !  ” 
continued  Godolphin,  passionately,  “oh!  if  this  narrow 
shoal  and  sand  of  time  be  but  a  breathing  spot  in  the  great 
heritage  of  immortality,  why  cheat  ourselves  with  words  so 
vague  as  life  and  death!  What  is  the  difference?  At  most, 
the  entrance  in  and  the  departure  from  one  scene  in  our 
wide  career.  How  many  scenes  are  left  to  us  !  We  do  but 
hasten  our  journey,  not  close  it.  Let  us  believe  this, 
Constance,  and  cast  from  us  all  fear  of  our  disunion.” 

As  he  spoke,  Constance’s  eyes  were  fixed  upon  his  face, 
and  the  deep  calm  that  reigned  there  sank  into  her  soul, 
and  silenced  its  murmurs.  The  thought  of  futurity  is  that 
which  Godolphin  (because  it  is  so  with  all  idealists)  must 
have  revolved  with  the  most  frequent  fervour ;  but  it  was  a 
thought  which  he  so  rarely  touched  upon,  that  it  was  the 
first  and  only  time  Constance  ever  heard  it  breathed  from 
his  lips. 

They  turned  into  the  house  :  and  the  mark  is  still  in  that 
page  of  the  volume  which  they  read,  where  the  melodious 
accents  of  Godolphin  died  upon  the  heart  of  Constance. 
Can  she  ever  turn  to  it  again  ? 
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CHAPTEK  LXVIII. 

THE  LAST  CONVERSATION  BETWEEN  GODOLPHIN  AND  CONSTANCE. — 
HIS  THOUGHTS  AND  SOLITARY  WALK  AMIDST  THE  SCENES  OF 
HIS  YOUTH. — THE  LETTER. — THE  DEPARTURE. 

They  had  denied  themselves  to  all  the  visitors  who  had 
attacked  the  Priory ;  hut  on  their  first  arrival,  they  had 
deemed  it  necessary  to  conciliate  their  neighbours  by  con¬ 
centrating  into  one  formal  act  of  hospitality  all  those 
social  courtesies  which  they  could  not  persuade  themselves 
to  relinquish  their  solitude  in  order  singly  to  perform. 
Accordingly,  a  day  had  been  fixed  for  one  grand  fete  at  the 
Priory ;  it  was  to  follow  close  on  the  election,  and  be  con¬ 
sidered  as  in  honour  of  that  event.  The  evening  for  this 
gala  succeeded  that  which  I  have  recorded  in  the  last 
chapter.  It  was  with  great  reluctance  that  they  prepared 
themselves  to  greet  this  sole  interruption  of  their  seclusion  ; 
and  they  laughed,  although  they  did  not  laugh  cordially,  at 
the  serious  annoyance  which  the  giving  a  ball  was  for  the 
first  time  to  occasion  to  persons  who  had  been  giving  balls 
for  a  succession  of  years. 

The  day  was  remarkably  still  and  close ;  the  sun  had 
not  once  pierced  through  the  dull  atmosphere,  which  was 
charged  with  the  yet  silent  but  gathering  thunder ;  and  as 
the  evening  came  on,  the  sullen  tokens  of  an  approaching 
storm  became  more  and  more  loweringly  pronounced. 

“  We  shall  not,  I  fear,  have  propitious  weather  for  our 
festival  to-night,”  said  Gfodolphin  ;  but  after  a  general 
election,  people’s  nerves  are  tolerably  hardened  :  what  are 
the  petty  fret  and  tumult  of  nature,  lasting  but  an  hour,  to 
the  angry  and  everlasting  passions  of  men  ?  ” 

“  A  profound  deduction  from  a  wet  night,  dear  Percy,” 
said  Constance,  smiling. 

“Like  our  friend  C - ,”  rejoined  Godolphin,  in  the 

same  vein;  “I  can  philosophise  on  the  putting  on  one’s 
gloves,  you  know :  ”  and  therewith  their  conversation  flowed 
-into  a  vein  singularly  contrasted  with  the  character  of  the 
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coming  events.  Time  fled  on  as  they  were  thus  engaged 
until  Constance  started  up,  surprised  at  the  lateness  of  the 
hour,  to  attend  the  duties  of  the  toilette. 

“Wear  this,  dearest,”  said  Godolphin,  taking  a  rose 
from  a  flower-stand  by  the  window,”  in  memory  of  that  ball 
at  Wendover  Castle,  which,  although  itself  passed  bitterly 
enough  for  me,  has  yet  left  so  many  happy  recollections.” 
Constance  put  the  rose  into  her  bosom  ;  its  leaves  were  then 
all  fresh  and  brilliant — so  were  her  prospects  for  the 
future.  He  kissed  her  forehead  as  they  parted ; — they 
parted  for  the  last  time. 

Godolphin,  left  alone,  turned  to  the  window,  which, 
opening  to  the  ground,  invited  him  forth  among  the 
flowers  that  studded  the  grass-plots  which  sloped  away  to 
the  dark  and  unwaving  trees  that  girded  the  lawn.  That 
pause  of  nature  which  precedes  a  storm  ever  had  a  peculiar 
attraction  to  his  mind ;  and  instinctively  he  sauntered 
from  the  house,  wrapped  in  the  dreaming,  half-developed 
thought  which  belonged  to  his  temperament.  Mechanically 
he  strayed  on  until  he  found  himself  beside  the  still  lake 
which  the  hollows  of  the  dismantled  park  embedded. 
There  he  paused,  gazing  unconsciously  on  the  gloomy 
shadows  which  fell  from  the  arches  of  the  priory  and  the 
tall  trees  around.  Not  a  ripple  stirred  the  broad  expanse 
of  waters ;  the  birds  had  gone  to  rest ;  no  sound,  save  the 
voice  of  the  distant  brook  that  fed  the  lake  beside  which, 
on  the  first  night  of  his  return  to  his  ancestral  home,  he 
had  wandered  with  Constance,  broke  the  universal  silence. 
That  voice  was  never  mute.  All  else  might  be  dumb  ;  but 
that  living  stream,  rushing  through  its  rocky  bed,  stilled 
not  its  repining  music.  Like  the  soul  of  the  landscape  is 
the  gush  of  a  fresh  stream ;  it  knows  no  sleep,  no  pause  ; 
it  works  for  ever — the  life,  the  cause  of  life  to  all  around. 
The  great  frame  of  nature  may  repose,  but  the  spirit  of 
the  waters  rests  not  for  a  moment.  As  the  soul  of  the 
landscape  is  the  soul  of  man,  in  our  deepest  slumbers  its 
course  glides  on,  and  works  unsilent,  unslumbering,  through 
its  destined  channel. 

With  slow  step  and  folded  arms  Godolphin  moved  along. 
The  well-remembered  scenes  of  his  childhood  were  all 
before  him ;  the  Avild  verdure  of  the  fern,  the  broken 
ground,  with  its  thousand  mimic  mounts  and  valleys,  the 
deep  dell  overgrown  with  matted  shrubs  and  dark  as  a 
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wizard’s  cave ;  the  remains  of  many  a  stately  vista,  where 
the  tender  green  of  the  lime  showed  soft,  even  in  that 
dusky  light,  beneath  the  richer  leaves  of  the  chestnut; 
all  was  familiar  and  home-breathing  to  his  mind.  Frag¬ 
ments  of  boyish  verse,  forgotten  for  years,  rose  hauntingly 
to  his  remembrance,  telling  of  wild  thoughts,  unsatisfied 
dreams,  disappointed  hopes. 

“  But  I  am  happy  at  last,”  said  he  aloud  ;  “  yes,  happy. 
I  have  passed  that  bridge  of  life  which  divides  us  from 
the  follies  of  youth ;  and  better  prospects,  and  nobler 
desires,  extend  before  me.  What  a  world  of  wisdom  in 
that  one  saying  of  Radclyffe’s,  ‘  Benevolence  is  the  sole 
cure  to  idealism ;  ’  to  live  for  others  draws  us  from  de¬ 
manding  miracles  for  ourselves.  What  duty  as  yet  have 
I  fulfilled  ?  I  renounced  ambition  as  unwise,  and  with  it 
I  renounced  wisdom  itself.  I  lived  for  pleasure — I  lived 
the  life  of  disappointment.  Without  one  vicious  dis¬ 
position,  I  have  fallen  into  a  hundred  vices ;  I  have  never 
been  actively  selfish,  yet  always  selfish.  I  nursed  high 
thoughts — for  what  end  ?  A  poet  in  heart,  a  voluptuary 
iu  life.  If  mine  own  interest  came  into  clear  collision 
with  that  of  another,  mine  I  would  have  sacrificed,  but  I 
never  asked  if  the  whole  course  of  my  existence  was  not 
that  of  a  war  with  the  universal  interest.  Too  thoughtful 
to  be  without  a  leading  principle  in  life,  the  one  principle 
I  adopted  has  been  one  error.  I  have  tasted  all  that 
imagination  can  give  to  earthly  possession ;  youth,  health, 
liberty,  knowledge,  love,  luxury,  pomp.  Woman  was  my 
first  passion, — what  woman  have  I  wooed  in  vain  ?  I 
imagined  that  my  career  hung  upon  Constance’s  breath — 
Constance  loved  and  refused  me.  I  attributed  my  errors 
to  that  refusal ;  Constance  became  mine — how  have  I  re¬ 
trieved  them  ?  A  vague,  a  dim,  an  unconfessed  remorse 
has  pursued  me  in  the  memory  of  Lucilla ;  yet,  why  not 
have  redeemed  that  fault  to  her  by  good  to  others  P  What 
is  penitence  not  put  into  action,  but  the  great  fallacy  in 
morals  ?  A  sin  to  one,  if  irremediable,  can  only  be  com¬ 
pensated  by  a  virtue  to  some  one  else.  Yet  was  I  to 
blame  in  my  conduct  to  Lucilla  ?  Why  should  conscience 
so  haunt  me  at  that  name?  Did  I  not  fly  her?  Was  it 
not  herself  who  compelled  our  union  ?  Did  I  not  cherish, 
respect,  honour,  forbear  with  her,  more  than  I  have  since 
with  my  wedded  Constance?  Did  I  not  resolve  to  renounce 
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Constance  herself,  when  most  loved,  for  Lncilla’s  sake 
alone  ?  "Who  prevented  that  sacrifice — who  deserted  me — 
who  carved  out  her  own  separate  life  F — Lucilla  herself. 
No,  so  far,  my  sin  is  light.  But  ought  I  not  to  have  left 
all  things  to  follow  her,  to  discover  her,  to  force  upon  her 
an  independence  from  want,  or  possibly  from  crime  ?  Ah, 
there  was  my  sin,  and  the  sin  of  my  nature ;  the  sin,  too, 
of  the  children  of  the  world — passive  sin.  I  could  sacri¬ 
fice  my  happiness,  hut  not  my  indolence ;  I  was  not 
ungenerous,  I  was  inert.  But  is  it  too  late  ?  Can  I  not 
yet  search,  discover  her,  and  remove  from  my  mind  the 
anxious  burthen  which  her  remembrance  imposes  on  it  ? 
•For,  oh,  one  thought  of  remorse  linked  with  the  being 
who  has  loved  us,  is  more  intolerable  to  the  conscience 
than  the  gravest  crime !  ” 

Muttering  such  thoughts,  Godolphin  strayed  on  until 
the  deepening  night  suddenly  recalled  his  attention  to  the 
lateness  of  the  hour.  He  turned  to  the  house  and  entered 
his  own  apartment.  Several  of  the  guests  had  already 
come.  Godolphin  was  yet  dressing,  when  a  servant  knocked 
at  the  door  and  presented  him  a  note. 

“  Lay  it  on  a  table,”  said  he  to  the  valet ;  “  it  is  probably 
some  excuse  about  the  ball.” 

“  Sir,”  said  the  servant,  “  a  lad  has  just  brought  it  from 
S  *  *  naming  a  village  about  four  miles  distant;  “  and 
says  he  is  to  wait  for  an  answer.  He  was  ordered  to  ride 
as  fast  as  possible.” 

With  some  impatience  Godolphin  took  up  the  note ;  but 
the  moment  his  eye  rested  on  the  writing,  it  fell  from  bis 
hands ;  his  cheek,  his  lips,  grew  as  white  as  death ;  his 
heart  seemed  to  refuse  its  functions  ;  it  was  literally  as  it 
life  stood  still  for  a  moment,  as  by  the  force  of  a  sudden 
poison.  With  a  strong  effort  he  recovered  himself,  tore 
open  the  note,  and  read  as  follows : — 


“  Percy  Godolphin,  the  hour  has  arrived — once  more  we 
shall  meet.  I  summon  you,  fair  love,  to  that  meeting 
the  bed  of  death.  Come ! 

“  Bttctt.ta  Volktman. 


“  Don’t  alarm  the  countess,”  said  Godolphin  to  his 
servant,  in  a  very  low,  calm  voice;  .  bring  my  orse  o 
the  postern,  and  send  the  bearer  of  this  note  to  me. 
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The  messenger  appeared — a  rough  country  lad,  of  about 
eighteen  or  twenty. 

“  You  brought  this  note  ?  ” 

“  I  did,  your  honour.” 

“  From  whom  ?  ” 

“Why,  a  sort  of  a  strange  lady,  as  is  lying  at  the 
‘  Chequers,’  and  not  expected  to  live.  She  be  mortal  bad, 
sir,  and  do  run  on  awesome.” 

Godolphin  pressed  his  hands  convulsively  together. 

“And  how  long  has  she  been  there?  ” 

“She  only  came  about  two  hours  since,  sir;  she  came 
in  a  chaise,  sir,  and  was  taken  so  ill,  that  we  sent  for  the 
doctor  directly.  He  says  she  can’t  get  over  the  night.” 

Godolphin  walked  to  and  fro,  without  trusting  himself  to 
speak,  for  some  minutes.  The  boy  stood  by  the  dooi’, 
pulling  about  his  hat,  and  wondering,  and  staring,  and 
thoroughly  stupid. 

“  Did  she  come  alone  ?  ” 

“  Eh,  your  honour  ?  ” 

“  Was  no  one  with  her  ?  ” 

“  Oh,  yes  !  a  little  nigger  girl :  she  it  was  sent  me  with 
the  letter.” 

“The  horse  is  ready,  sir,”  said  the  servant;  “but  had 
you  not  better  have  the  carriage  brought  out?  It  looks 
very  black  ;  it  must  rain  shortly,  sir ;  and  the  ford  between 
this  and  S  '*  w  *  is  dangerous  to  cross  in  so  dark  a  night.” 

“Peace!”  cried  Godolphin,  with  flashing  eyes,  and  a 
low  convulsive  laugh.  “  Shall  I  ride  to  that  death-bed  at 
my  ease  and  leisure  ?  ” 

He  strode  rapidly  down  the  stairs,  and  reached  the 
small  postern  door :  it  was  a  part  of  the  old  building :  one 
of  the  grooms  held  his  impatient  horse — the  swiftest  in  his 
splendid  stud ;  and  the  dim  but  flaring  light,  held  by 
another  of  the  servitors,  streamed  against  the  dull  heavens 
and  the  imperfectly  seen  and  frowning  ruins  of  the  ancient 
pile. 

.  Godolphin,  unconscious  of  all  around,  and  muttering  to 
himself,  leaped  on  his  steed :  the  fire  glinted  from  the 
courser  s  hoofs ;  and  thus  the  last  lord  of  that  knightly 
race  bade  farewell  to  his  father’s  halls.  Those  words 
which  he  had  muttered,  and  which  his  favourite  servant 
caught  and  superstitiously  remembered,  were  the  words  in 
Lucilla’s  note — “  The  hour  has  arrived!  ” 
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CHAPTER  THE  LAST. 

A  DREAD  MEETING. — THE  STORM. — THE  CATASTROPHE. 

On  the  humble  pallet  of  the  village  inn  lay  the  broken 
form  of  the  astrologer’s  expiring  daughter.  The  surgeon 
of  the  place  sat  by  the  bedside,  dismayed  and  terrified, 
despite  his  hardened  vocation,  by  the  wild  words  and 
ghastly  shrieks  that  ever  and  anon  burst  from  the  lips  of 
the  dying  woman.  The  words  were,  indeed,  uttered  in  a 
foreign  tongue  unfamiliar  to  the  leech;  a  language  not 
ordinarily  suited  to  inspire  terror ;  the  language  of  love, 
and  poetry,  and  music,  the  language  of  the  sweet  South. 
But,  uttered  in  that  voice  where  the  passions  of  the  soul 
still  wrestled  against  the  gathering  weakness  of  the  frame, 
the  soft  syllables  sounded  harsh  and  fearful;  and  the 
dishevelled  locks  of  the  sufferer — the  wandering  fire  of 
the  sunken  eyes — the  distorted  gestures  of  the  thin,  trans¬ 
parent  arms,  gave  fierce  effect  to  the  unknown  words,  and 
betrayed  the  dark  strength  of  the  delirium  which  raged 
upon  her. 

One  wretched  light  on  the  rude  table  opposite  the  bed 
broke  the  gloom  of  the  mean  chamber;  and  across  the 
window  flashed  the  first  lightnings  of  the  storm  about  to 
break.  By  the  other  side  of  the  bed  sat,  mute,  watchful, 
tearless,  the  Moorish  girl,  who  was  Lucilla’s  sole  attendant 
— her  eyes  fixed  on  the  sufferer  with  faithful,  unwearying 
love ;  her  ears  listening,  with  all  the  quick  sense  of  her 
race,  to  catch,  amidst  the  growing  noises  of  the  storm,  and 
the  tread  of  the  hurrying  steps  below,  the  expected  sound 
of  the  hoofs  that  should  herald  Godolphin’s  approach. 

Suddenly,  as  if  exhausted  by  the  paroxysm  of  her 
disease,  Lucilla’s  voice  sank  into  silence ;  and  she  lay  so 
still,  so  motionless,  that,  but  for  the  faint  and  wavering 
pulse  of  the  hand,  which  the  surgeon  was  now  suffered  to 
hold,  they  might  have  believed  the  tortured  spirit  was 
already  released.  This  torpor  lasted  for  some  minutes, 
when,  raising  herself  up,  as  a  bright  gleam  of  intelligence 
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stole  over  the  hollow  cheeks,  Lucilla  put  her  finger  to  her 
lips,  smiled,  and  said,  in  a  low,  clear  voice,  “Hark!  he 
comes !  ” 

The  Moor  crept  across  the  chamber,  and  opening  the 
door,  stood  there  in  a  listening  attitude.  She,  as  yet, 
heard  not  the  tread  of  the  speeding  charger; — a  moment, 
and  it  smote  her  ear ;  a  moment  more  it  halted  by  the 
inn-door :  the  snort  of  the  panting  horse — the  rush  of 
steps — Percy  Godolphin  was  in  the  room — was  by  the 
bedside — the  poor  sufferer  was  in  his  arms  ;  and  softened, 
thrilled,  overpowered,  Lucilla  resigned  herself  to  that  dear 
caress ;  she  drank  in  the  sobs  of  his  choked  voice ;  she 
felt  still,  as  in  happier  days,  burning  into  her  heart,  the 
magic  of  his  kisses.  One  instant  of  youth,  of  love,  of 
hope,  broke  into  that  desolate  and  fearful  hour,  and  silent 
and  scarcely  conscious  tears  gushed  from  her  aching  eyes, 
and  laved,  as  it  were,  the  burthen  and  the  agony  from  her 
heart. 

The  Moor  traversed  the  room,  and,  laying  one  hand  on 
the  surgeon’s  shoulder,  pointed  to  the  door.  Lucilla  and 
Godolphin  were  alone. 

“  Oh!  ”  said  he,  at  last  finding  voice,  “is  it  thus — thus 
we  meet  ?  But  say  not  that  you  are  dying,  Lucilla !  have 
mercy,  mercy  upon  your  betrayer,  your - ” 

Here  he  could  utter  no  more ;  he  sank  beside  her,  cover¬ 
ing  his  face  with  his  hands,  and  sobbing  bitterly. 

The  momentary  lucid  interval  for  Lucilla  had  passed 
away  ;  the  maniac  rapture  returned,  although  in  a  mild  and 
solemn  shape. 

“Blame  not  yourself,”  said  she,  earnestly;  “the  re¬ 
morseless  stars  are  the  sole  betrayers  :  yet,  bright  and 
lovely  as  they  once  seemed  when  they  assured  me  of  a  bond 
between  thee  and  me,  I  could  not  dream  that  their  still  and 
shining  lore  could  forebode  such  gloomy  truths.  Oh,  Percy ! 
since  we  parted,  the  earth  has  not  been  as  the  earth  to  me : 
the  Natural  has  left  my  life  ;  a  weird  and  roving  spirit  has 
entered  my  breast,  and  filled  my  brain,  and  possessed  my 
thoughts,  and  moved  every  spring  of  my  existence :  the  sun 
and  the  air,  the  green  herb,  the  freshness  and  glory  of  the 
world,  have  been  covered  with  a  mist  in  which  only  dim 
shapes  of  dread  were  shadowed  forth.  But  thou,  my  love, 
on  whose  breast  I  have  dreamed  such  blessed  dreams,  wert 


GODOLPHIN. 


347 


not  to  blame.  No !  the  power  that  crushes  we  cannot 
accuse :  the  heavens  are  above  the  reach  of  our  reproach ; 
they  smile  upon  our  agony ;  they  bid  the  seasons  roll  on, 
unmoved  and  unsympathising,  above  our  broken  hearts. 
And  what  has  been  my  course  since  your  last  kiss  on  these 
dying  lips  ?  Godolphin,” — and  here  Lucilla  drew  herself 
apart  from  him,  and  writhed,  as  with  some  bitter  memory, 
— “  these  lips  have  felt  other  kisses,  and  these  ears  have 
drunk  unhallowed  sounds,  and  wild  revelry  and  wilder 
passion  have  made  me  laugh  over  the  sepulchre  of  my  soul. 
But  I  am  a  poor  creature ;  poor,  poor — mad,  Percy — mad — 
they  tell  me  so  !  ”  Then,  in  the  sudden  changes  incident  to 
her  disease,  Lucilla  continued — “I  saw  your  bride,  Percy, 
when  you  bore  her  from  Rome,  and  the  wheels  of  your 
bridal  carriage  swept  over  me,  for  I  flung  myself  in  their 
way ;  but  they  scathed  me  not :  the  bright  demons  above 
ordained  otherwise,  and  I  wandered  over  the  world ;  but 
you  shall  know  not,”  added  Lucilla,  with  a  laugh  of  dread¬ 
ful  levity,  “  whither  or  with  whom,  for  we  must  have 
concealments,  my  love,  as  you  will  confess ;  and  I  strove  to 
forget  you,  and  my  brain  sank  in  the  effort.  I  felt  my 
frame  withering,  and  they  told  me  my  doom  was  fixed,  and 
I  resolved  to  come  to  England,  and  look  on  my  first  love 
once  more ;  so  I  came,  and  I  saw  you,  Godolphin ;  and  I 
knew,  by  the  wrinkles  in  your  brow,  and  the  musing 
thought  in  your  eye,  that  your  proud  lot  had  not  brought 
you  content.  And  then  there  came  to  me  a  stately  shape, 
and  I  knew  it  for  her  for  whom  you  had  deserted  me  :  she 
told  me,  as  you  tell  me,  to  live,  to  forget  the  past.  Mockery, 
mockery !  But  my  heart  is  proud  as  hers,  Percy,  and  I 
would  not  stoop  to  the  kindness  of  a  triumphant  rival ;  and 
I  fled,  what  matters  it  whither  ?  But  listen,  Percy,  listen  ; 
my  woes  had  made  me  wise  in  that  science  which  is  not  of 
earth,  and  I  knew  that  you  and  I  must  meet  once  more,  and 
that  that  meeting  would  be  in  this  hour ;  and  I  counted, 
minute  by  minute,  with  a  savage  gladness,  the  days  that 
were  to  bring  on  this  interview  and  my  death !  ”  Then 
raising  her  voice  into  a  wild  shriek — “  Beware,  beware, 
Percy  ! — the  rush  of  waters  is  on  my  ear — the  splash,  the 
gurgle ! — Beware  ! — your  last  hour,  also,  is  at  hand  !  ” 

Prom  the  moment  in  which  she  uttered  these  words, 
Lucilla  relapsed  into  her  former  frantic  paroxysms.  Shriek 
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followed  shriek ;  she  appeared  to  know  none  around  her, 
not  even  Godolphin.  With  throes  and  agony  the  soul 
seemed  to  wrench  itself  from  the  frame.  The  hours  swept 
on — midnight  came — clear  and  distinct  the  voice  of  the 
clock  below  reached  that  chamber. 

“  Hush !  ”  cried  Lucilla,  starting.  “  Hush !  ”  and  just  at 
that  moment,  through  the  window  opposite,  the  huge  clouds, 
breaking  in  one  spot,  discovered  high  and  far  above  them  a 
solitary  star. 

“  Thine,  thine,  Godolphin !  ”  she  shrieked  forth,  pointing 
to  the  lonely  orb  ;  “  it  summons  thee  ; — farewell,  but  not 
for  long !  ” 

***** 

***** 
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The  Moor  rushed  forward  with  a  loud  cry ;  she  placed 
her  hand  on  Lucilla’s  bosom ;  the  heart  was  still,  the  breath 
was  gone,  the  fire  had  vanished  from  the  ashes  :  that  strange, 
unearthly  spirit  wras  perhaps  with  the  star's  for  whose  mys¬ 
teries  it  had  so  vainly  yearned. 

Down  fell  the  black  rain  in  torrents ;  and  far  from  the 
mountains  you  might  hear  the  rushing  of  the  swollen 
streams,  as  they  poured  into  the  bosom  of  the  valleys. 
The  sullen,  continued  mass  of  cloud  was  broken,  and  the 
vapours  hurried  fast  and  louring  over  the  heavens,  leaving 
now  and  then  a  star  to  glitter  forth  ere  again  “  the  jaws  of 
darkness  did  devour  it  up.”  At  the  lower  verge  of  the 
horizon,  the  lightning  flashed  fierce,  but  at  lingering  inter¬ 
vals  ;  the  trees  rocked  and  groaned  beneath  the  rains  and 
storm ;  and,  immediately  above  the  bowTed  head  of  a  soli¬ 
tary  horseman,  broke  the  thunder  that,  amidst  the  whirl  of 
his  own  emotions,  he  scarcely  heard. 

Beside  a  stream,  which  the  rains  had  already  swelled, 
was  a  gipsy  encampment ;  and  as  some  of  the  dusky  itine¬ 
rants,  waiting  perhaps  the  return  of  a  part  of  their  band 
from  a  predatory  excursion,  cowered  over  the  flickering 
fires  in  their  tent,  they  perceived  the  horseman  rapidly 
approaching  the  stream. 

“  See  to  yon  gentry  cove,”  cried  one  of  the  band ;  “  ’tis 
the  same  we  saw  in  the  forenight  crossing  the  ford  above. 
He  has  taken  a  short  cut,  the  buzzard  !  and  will  have  to  go 
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round  again  to  the  ford ;  a  precious  time  to  be  gallivanting 
about!” 

“  Pisb !  ”  said  an  old  bag ;  “I  love  to  see  the  proud  ones 
tasting  the  bitter  wind  and  rain  as  we  bears  alway ;  ’tis 
but  a  mile  longer  round  to  the  ford.  I  wish  it  was  twenty.” 

“  Hallo  !  ”  cried  the  first  speaker ;  “  the  fool  takes  to  the 
water.  He’ll  be  drowned;  the  banks  are  too  high  and 
rough  to  land  man  or  horse  yonder.  Hallo  !”  and  with 
that  painful  sympathy  which  the  hardest  feel  at  the  immi¬ 
nent  peril  of  another  when  immediately  subjected  to  their 
eyes,  the  gipsy  ran  forth  into  the  pelting  storm,  shouting  to 
the  traveller  to  halt.  For  one  moment  Godolphin’s  steed 
still  shrunk  back  from  the  rushing  tide :  deep  darkness  was 
over  the  water ;  and  the  horseman  saw  not  the  height  of 
the  opposite  banks.  The  shout  of  the  gipsy  sounded  to  his 
ear  like  the  cry  of  the  dead  whom  he  had  left :  he  dashed 
his  heels  into  the  sides  of  the  reluctant  horse,  and  was  in 
the  stream. 

“  Light — light  the  torches  !  ”  cried  the  gipsy ;  and  in  a 
few  moments  the  banks  were  illumined  with  many  a  brand 
from  the  fire,  which  the  rain  however  almost  instantly  ex¬ 
tinguished;  yet,  by  that  momentary  light,  they  saw  the 
noble  animal  breasting  the  waters,  and  perceived  that 
Godolphin,  discovering  by  the  depth  his  mistake,  had 
already  turned  the  horse’s  head  in  the  direction  of  the  ford  : 
they  could  see  no  more,  but  they  shouted  to  Godolphin  to 
turn  back  to  the  place  from  which  he  had  plunged ;  and,  in 
a  few  minutes  afterwards,  they  heard,  several  yards  above, 
the  horse  clambering  up  the  rugged  banks,  which  there 
were  steep  and  high,  and  crushing  the  boughs  that  clothed 
the  ascent.  They  thought,  at  the  same  time,  that  they  dis¬ 
tinguished  also  the  splash  of  a  heavy  substance  in  the 
waves:  but  they  fancied  it  some  detached  fragment  of  earth 
or  stone,  and  turned  to  their  tent,  in  the  belief  that  the 
daring  rider  had  escaped  the  peril  he  had  so  madly  in¬ 
curred.  That  night  the  riderless  steed  of  Godolphin 
arrived  at  the  porch  of  the  Priory,  where  Constance, 
alarmed,  pale,  breathless,  stood  exposed  to  the  storm,  await¬ 
ing  the  return  of  Godolphin,  or  the  messengers  she  had 
despatched  in  search  of  him. 

At  daybreak  his  corpse  was  found  by  the  shallows  of  the 
ford ;  and  the  mark  of  violence  across  the  temples,  as  of 
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some  blow,  led  them  to  guess  that  in  scaling  the  banks  his 
head  had  struck  against  one  of  the  tossing  boughs  that 
overhung  them,  and  the  blow  had  precipitated  him  into  the 
waters, 

LETTER  FROM  CONSTANCE,  COUNTESS  OP  ERPINGHAM,  TO  *  *  * 

August,  1832. 

“  I  have  read  the  work  you  have  so  kindly  compiled  from 
the  papers  transmitted  to  your  care,  and  from  your  own 
intimate  knowledge  of  those  to  whom  they  relate  • — you 
have  in  much  fulfilled  my  wishes  with  singular  success. 
On  the  one  hand,  I  have  been  anxious  that  a  History  should 
be  given  to  the  world,  from  which  lessons  so  deep  and,  I 
firmly  believe,  salutary,  may  be  generally  derived  :  on  the 
other  hand,  I  have  been  anxious  that  it  should  be  clothed 
in  such  disguises,  that  the  names  of  the  real  actors  in  the 
drama  should  be  for  ever  a  secret.  Both  these  objects  you 
have  attained.  It  is  impossible,  I  think,  for  any  one  to 
read  the  book  about  to  be  published,  without  being  im¬ 
pressed  with  the  truth  of  the  moral  it  is  intended  to  convey, 
and  without  seeing,  by  a  thousand  infallible  signs,  that  its 
spring  and  its  general  course,  have  flowed  from  reality  and 
not  fiction.  Yet  have  you,  by  a  few  slight  alterations  and 
additions,  managed  to  effect  that  concealment  of  names  and 
persons,  which  is  due  no  less  to  the  living  than  to  the 
memory  of  the  dead. 

“So  far  I  thank  you  from  my  heart:  but  in  one  point 
you  have  utterly  failed.  You  have  done  no  justice  to  the 
noble  character  you  meant  to  delineate  under  the  name  of 
Godolphin ;  you  have  drawn  his  likeness  with  a  harsh  and 
cruel  pencil ;  you  have  enlarged  on  the  few  weaknesses  he 
might  have  possessed,  until  you  have  made  them  the  fore¬ 
ground  of  the  portrait ;  and  his  vivid  generosity,  his  hio-h 
honour,  his  brilliant  intellect,  the  extraordinary  stores  of 
his  mind,  you  have  left  in  shadow.  Oh,  God !  that  for 
such  a  being  such  a  destiny  was  reserved !  and  in  the  prime 
of  life,  just  when  his  mind  had  awakened  to  a  sense  of  its 
own  powers  and  their  legitimate  objects !  What  a  fatal 
system  of  things,  that  could  for  thirty-seven  years,  have 
led  away,  by  the  pursuits  and  dissipations  of  a  life  suited 
but  to  the  beings  he  despised,  a  genius  of  such  an  order,  a 
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heart  of  such  tender  emotions!*  But  on  this  subject  I 
cannot  cannot  write.  I  must  lay  down  the  pen :  to-morrow 
1  will  try  and  force  myself  to  resume  it. 

“  Well,  then,  I  say,  you  have  not  done  justice  to  him.  I 
beseech  you  to  remodel  that  character,  and  atone  to  the 
memory  of  one,  whom  none  ever  saw  but  to  admire,  or 
knew  but  to  love. 

Of  me,— -of  me,  the  vain,  the  scheming,  the  proud,  the 
unfemmme  cherisher  of  bitter  thoughts,  of  stern  designs,— 
ot  me  on  the  other  hand,  how  flattering  is  the  picture  vou 
have  drawn  !  In  that  flattery  is  my  sure  disguise  ;  there¬ 
fore  I  will  not  ask  you  to  shade  it  into  the  poor  and  un¬ 
lovely  truth.  But  while,  with  agony  and  shame,  I  feel  that 
you  have  rightly  described  that  seeming  neglectfulness  of 
one  no  more,  which  sprang  from  the  pride  that  believed 
.Jf.  neg!ected,  you  have  not  said  enough— no,  not  one 
millionth  part  enough— of  the  real  love  that  I  constantly 
bore  to  him;  the  only  soft  and  redeeming  portion  of  my 
nature.  But  who  can  know,  who  can  describe  what 
another  feels  ?  Even  I  knew  not  what  I  felt,  until  death 
taught  it  me. 

Since  I  have  read  the  whole  book,  one  thought  con¬ 
stantly  haunts  me— the  strangeness  that  I  should^  survive 
his  loss ;  that  the  stubborn  strings  of  my  heart  have  not 
been  broken  long  since;  that  I  live,  and  live,  too,  amidst 
the  world  !  Ay,  but  not  one  of  the  world ;  with  that  con- 

S£1?-xSnCSS  ^  SUS^11  mJself  the  petty  and  sterile  career 
of  life.  Shut  out  henceforth  and  for  ever,  from  all  the  ten¬ 
derer  feelings  that  belong  to  my  sex ;  without  mother,  hus¬ 
band,  child,  or  friend ;  unloved  and  unloving,  I  support 
myself  by  the  belief  that  I  have  done  the  little  suffered  to 
my  sex  in  expediting  the  great  change  which  is  advancing 
on  the  world;  and  I  cheer  myself  by  the  firm  assurance 
that,  sooner  or  later,  a  time  must  come,  when  those  vast 
disparities  in  life  which  have  been  fatal,  not  to  myself  alone, 
but  to  all  I  have  admired  and  loved ;  which  render  the 
great  heartless,  and  the  lowly  servile ;  which  make  genius 

*  The  reader  will  acquit  me  of  the  charge  of  injustice  to  Godolnhin’s 
character  when  he  arrives  at  this  sentence ;  it  conveys  exactly  the  im¬ 
pression  that  my  delineation,  faithful  to  truth,  is  intended  to  convev--the 
influences  of  our  actual  world  on  the  ideal  and  imaginative  order  of  mind 
rnmoblkq;  without  the  stimulus  of  pursuits  at  once  practical  and 
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either  an  enemy  to  mankind  or  the  victim  to  itself ;  which 
debase  the  energetic  purpose ;  which  fritter  away  the  en¬ 
nobling  sentiment ;  which  cool  the  heart  and  fetter  the 
capacities,  and  are  favourable  only  to  the  general  develop¬ 
ment  of  the  Mediocre  and  the  Lukewarm,  shall,  if  never 
utterly  removed,  at  least  be  smoothed  away  into  more 
genial  and  unobstructed  elements  of  society.  Alas !  it  is 
with  an  aching  eye  that  we  look  abroad  for  the  only  solace, 
the  only  occupation  of  life, — Solitude  at  home,  and  Memory 
at  our  hearth.” 


THE  END. 
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